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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 
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(i^ro/Ji Mr. Punch, War Path, Qradle of Deep, to Himself, 85, Fleet Street ) 

D ear me, 

I AM lying off . I should prefer to speak the truth, but the Censorship is very stiff. At dawn this 
naorning, after a short conversation on the semaphore, Your Special Commissioner emerged like a dove from the good 
Ark Charivari, and was rowed across by Toby to the American flagship, Sampson Agonistes. 

“ Come aboard, Madam ! ” I observed, as I cleared the bulwarks and dipped my head-piece to a maiden lady, who 
wore the semblance of a marine deity, and paced the deck, glass under arm, cutlass at belt. 

“ Step right here. Sir,” said Columbia (for it was she). 

I secured Toby to the binnacle-lid, hitched up my trousers, executed the first section of a hornpipe, and spoke. 

“ And when is this war going to happen, anyhow T' I asked. 

“Sir,” she replied, “we allow that eventualities have not proceeded with the all-fired rapidity on which we 
reckoned. We find that this is not the soft job we took it for. You have to catch things before you cook them — 
even Spanish onions.” 

“Madam,” I replied, sententiously, “war is waged to-day with regular armies and transport systems and com- 
missariat departments, and other weapons of precision and mobility. It cannot be conducted on the fine impromptu 
methods of the good old guerillas. You have done one or two big exploits; at Manila, for instance. How goes the 
Laureate’s rhyme : — 

“The Dewey splendour falls 
On Morro Castle walls ? 

And the Merrismaoh — that was a noble bit of scuttling. Bat single deeds of unrehearsed bravery do not win a war 
nowadays. The Kriegspiel is a game that takes some knowing ; and, unless your opponent is a stufied dummy, you 
don’t have matters all your own way at the first sitting.” 

“ Well,” she answered, “ I guess we have tasted blood now anyway. And we ’ve got the men — ^the right stuff, 
like yours, when they 're licked into shape — and the money, and the ships — or we shall have in a few years. Yes, Sir, 
we have the makings of a European Power. That 's so,” 

“Whether,” I said, “you change your old policy or not, one thing is certain. And so is another. First, that 
this little turn of fighting, shoulder to shoulder, will go far to mend all bad feeling, if any is left, between North and 
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Soutli, You are one nation now, bj the ties of comradeship. And, second, you have learned where to look for friends 
when you want 'em. Now, Madam, my name is Mr. Punch j and it was never my way to talk high-falutin' sentiment. 
Your people and mine come of the same stock, the kind that don't wear its heart on its sleeve, or jump down other 
people's throats. But when the pinch comes we are there or thereabouts. Now, some of us have old European in- 
stincts, and we didn't much fancy the swash-buckler way in which you started this war, however right its object ; and 
then again, we were still a bit sore about your diplomatic bluff over Yenezuela. But you take it from me. Ma'am, that 
we have made up our minds to forget these details, because in the long run you and we are bound to be friends. And if 
this war does no other good, it will be worth every dollar you drop over it if it proves to the world that in the future 
we are to stand or fall together." 

“Sir," replied Columbia, graciously, “I accept and reciprocate your warm expressions of amity. And I am free 
to admit that our attitude in the Venezuela affair was calculated to annoy you. Also, a few plain words from our candid 
friend. Captain Mahan, together with our recent experience in dealing with a fifth-rate adversary, have opened our eyes 
to the inevitable result of the first fortnight’s engagement with your excellent fleet, if we had come to blows. Ten 
years' time may find us a sea-power j but, in any case, we shall never meet you on the ocean except in common cause 
against a common enemy. Embrace me, Mr. Punch." 

I embraced. 

“And now. Madam,” I added, after recovering, “don't you think this dull business of the war might well be 
wound up ? You have endured enough from your own Yellow Press ; you don't want the enemy’s Yellow Fever too. 
Their Admiral has already given you a sample of old-world courtesy. Could you not retaliate by making the way easy 
for the satisfaction of his honour ? ” 

“Any form of mediation emanating from i/ow,” she said, “must receive my best consideration." 

“ Then," I replied, “ I bear with me here in duplicate the surest emblems of peace. I place them in your hands, 
Madam. . Honour me by keeping one ; and let a pinnace, flying our flag with yours, convey the other to the gallant 
Admiral ; the gift itself will do the rest. For need I say that it is my 
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^Iie (jKosT aJone in ti^e fla,iirikJ %com , ^ 
f/ts 5j£ctral stack‘in4ra4e IcLvromd him,Lm- / 
touched. Times were shocking IfCLcl/ Ih was ^ 
weak^Ec ill. Sd6nce ^tlie Byckic/tl 
Rejaaitli j'cciety ujers sldwlj' loili 
km. Tkiskere fiur^w6snie 
tke um^ . U wailed '[^ou 
Seeke kad kecome koh^ksslv 
l■■■■ /• \ \/ul^arised), comes 

.‘.,'1 b/ootytifi' arJ on us - 

(< 

CAWnf Jif A joi soon 
yil^owtoAmericSi 
)anseci^{i arJ-wat'bn Etijlisk 
Cjhowst is gtjt ay ckamst these^j 



^ow^e Grholl 
fwor\ tack a faded repute. 

f 

Suddenly a light cam€ into kis or/rt. 

I Hfi down ike coj^y o|* paRoepcL/lvD * 

‘ vkich he had teen raa^in^^ , 

andwkisked himself 
tkiroiLjh the k^-kole. 


Hesoughf on f kis oU 
|rienij| fhe hlightmre 
wliisj>6red in her ear . 

The Ni^kfynace ^a\/e 

a horrid nei^k of combrehensim 
and took kirn 6 ii6r father^ 
hdijestion , ukom they found lunching offanck 

j:)ork ckoj^ . ^ t/vy took counsel iogelker. 


Indigestion went [aij {;[|£.[p {i^acls 

^ called in a Pfaudyr liHle toqttKei-, cS-katcKed a Dark Plot, 
t)emon a^Conyrlviali^: 


PlrsLtke liftle bem on of Conviviality^ L?" 

f^iBssojity disguised as nlka-CkrisiTmts^weiir'^ori^Bi. 

caujlit a. VictftH , ^ lured him ink a. sht^ &. Raided him k huj ^ Tu-r/ir^, ^ a PltMn-piJ^ing,iJ< things. 






/\nJihe Cons^iTdroa joUowed fm home; ^^^ited wUe kc lea^tefi 


111 ! 


Tov/ar^ls widnyAk all 
|>re|3ar«( , fhe j^erfom^ce 
Indigestion l6de)ff wiHi 
his ciisturting ^omchic 6ya’cts^s. 


ilJ'M 




7\f^6r which the Nijlimdre eyecuied hei- 
we Ih known •|an^A^iA wiHi renjdrk^hU jyfKtSton 

A ^ Victim Woke: 

wh6i‘€iil>on th^ ^host made his £nbrei macatre ”with 

Su^etk /cldt , ^ surj^assed himselP by the versatility A, (inisk With which he 

went fnroii^k the choicest motceoAix: kiS time- honoured ribertoCce • 








7\nii in tl)6 ^dllii iLwn 
ike Cjuariei troil a. tnisly 
medinre of t^iunnihk ov&- their 
brasttaifil Victim. 
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AT A CHILDREN’S PARTY. 

During Tea- 

Yes, isnH ii a pretty sight. . . . Oh, 
they ’re much too busy to talk at present. 
. . . Well, if you would take this cup of 
tea to my little girl, dear Mr. Muffett, it 
would be so— Yes, in the white frock. 
. . . Fray don’t apologise — some tea upsets 
so easily, doesn’t it? . . . Oh! I don’t sup- 
pose it vnR show, really, and if it does. . . . 
Please, will everybody Keep quite quiet for 


a minute or twoi ; I haven’t said my grace. 
. . . Don’t you think it ’s unfair of Nurse? 
She’s handed me bread and butter twice 
riinniugl ... I mustn’t eat sponge-cake, 
thank you. Bath buns are better for me 
than anything. ... I was so ill after 
Christmas. They took my temperament 
with the barometer, and it was two hun- 
dred and six! ... Oh! that’s nothing. 
When I was ill, the doctor said mine was 
perfectly Norman! . . . Well, you might 
lower that candleshade a very little, per- 
haps, Mr. Muffett. ... Ah ! don’t blow it 


out. . . . Throw it into the fire, quick 1 . . . 
It doesn’t matter in the least. No; I 
wouldn’t trouble about the other shades, 
thanks. . . . Mother, will you read me the 
text out of my or^kerP . . . But if you ’re 
going to be a soldier, you oughtn’t to shut 
your eyes when you pull a cracker. . . . 
Oh! when I’m a soldier, I needn’t go to 
parties. 

Riddles of the Ybab. — ^Why follow a 
fashion when it clashes with your taste 
and inclination? 



THE CHRISTMAS SHOPPINO. 

Shopwalker. “Anything else we can have the pleasure of showing you, Madam?” Paterfamilias. “THE DOOR!” 


IVTT^'RRY ENGLAND!— A Jester’s Jubilee Sermon. 

^ Saxnt George and Merrie England ! ” was the warrior-cry of 
old. 

Which fired the fair and gentle, and aroused the brave and bold ; 

And the shout of “Merry England!” should uplift the heart 
to^y 

Of all true, gallant Britons who in face of fate are gay. 

“Meny England!” In the greenwood, where the jovial archer 
drew 

A sturdy bow strong-fashioned from the stubborn English yew, 

Where the laugh rang out gay chorus to the cheerful hunting 
hom. 

And men couM fight or frolic, was that joyous spirit born. 

“Merry En^and! ” When our Shakspeare, in the day^of stout 
Queen Bess, 

When the English lip was mirth-wreathed in the sternest battle 
press. 

Limned the gay Prince Hal whose laughter at Falstaffian 
humours turned 

To the set teeth of the hero when the fire of onset burned, 

Then, good faith! ’twas Merry England, when intrepid Drake 
could play 

His merry game of howls out as fit prelude to the fray ; 

And Ralei^’s bearded lip could curl in laughter at the jest, 

Though the Don was on the sea-ways and wild war was in the 


And now, although Victoria the Gentle sways the land, 

Instead of Bess the Bellicose, and England, heart and hand. 
Sixty years of peace and progress on Tier Diamond Jubilee 
Celebrates in sober gratitude, shall good old English glee, 

The glad mirth of Merry England be forgotten? Nay, not so! 
Mr. Punches half a century of laughter answers, No! 

Merry England let it be, boys ! Must the fortunes of John Bull 
Be, as pundits oft describe our British weather, “ finej but dull ” P 
No ; let the British lau^ ring forth amidst the British cheers 
Which congratulate Victoria on her prosperous Sixty Years! 
Old England’s wealth’s not everything, her heart’s not in her 
purse ; 

Coffers chock full with empty soul may well become a .curse ; 
And power and prosperity may make a galling yoke 
To tbe*breast that knows not fe^iHirg, and the brain that cannot 
joke. 

Not the chuckle of the cynic, not the smirk of the sham saint, 
Not the grin of him who’s victim to our age’s huckster taint. 
But sound old English merriment, the brave old British mirth, 
As refreshing to tired spirits as Spring rains to the parched 
earth, 

Is what Punchy the Jubilee Jester, would encourage in the 
throng. 

It is a year for gratitude, pious praise and loyal song ; 

Let the memory of the Jubilee for ever be kept green, 

It still is Merry England that now shouts *”God save tlie 
Queen I ” 

















CATS WHO CATCH CAH. 

Uncle Gboeqe, jcst betueneb from a Moenino’s Fishing, eboounts how he landed some of the “ most magnieioent Teoht 

EVBK TAKEN IN THESE WATEES,” ANE HIS AUDIENCE ANTICIPATE MUCH SATISFACTION FEOM THE CONTENTS OF HIS BASKET. 


AT A CHILDREN’S PARTY. 

Duking a Peefopi-mance of ‘‘Punch and 


A TJiovigJitful Child. AVliat a dreadful 
^ing it would be to have a papa like 
^unchl 


A Fmzled ^ Child. Mother, why is the 
man at the side so polite to Punch? He 
calls him “ Sir ” — ^is Punch really a gentle- 
man? 

A Good Little Girl. I do; wish they would 
leave all the fighting out ; * it must set such 
a bad example to children. 

An Appreciative Boy. Ohf I say, did 
you hear what the clown said then? He 
said something had frightened all the hair 
off his head except that little tuft at the 
top, and it turned that sky-blue 1 

IHe goes into fits of laughter. 


A Matter-of-fact Boy. Yes, I heard — 
but I don’t believe it could. I 

The Child of the House. I am so glad 
Tip is shut up downstairs, because I’m 
afraid, if he ’d been up here and seen Toby 
act, he’d have wanted to run away and go 
on the stage himself, and I don’t think 
he ’s the sort of dog who would ever be a 
success, you know ! 

Dueing the Dancing. 



Bthel. But don’t you like Scott? 

George. Oh I I don’t mind Scott so much. 
It ’s having to grind in the holidays that 1 
bar. 

Hester (to Bolcmd). Shall you go to the 
pantomime this year? 

Boland. I don’t think so. I’m going to 
lectures at the Royal Institution instead. 

Hester. That isn’t as jolly as the panto- 
mime, is it? 

Boland (impartially). Not while it’s 
going on, but a lot jollier after it ’s over. 

Mr. Boffley (a middle-aged bachelor, who 

likes to make himself useful at parties,” 
and is good-naturedly waltzing with little 
Miss CMllington). Have you — er — been to 
many parties ? 


Miss Chillington (a cMld of the world). 
About the usual amount. There’s gene- 
rally a good deal going on just now, isn’t 
there ? 

Mr. Foffley. A — ^I suppose so. I go out 
so little now that I’ve almost forgotten 
how to dance. 

Miss Chillington. Then you did know 
once ! 

Mr. Foffley (completely demoralised). I — 
er— would you rather stop ? 

Miss ChilUngton. Oh 1 I don’t mind go- 
ing on, if it amuses you. 

[Mr. Poffley feels that “children are 
not as grateful as they used to he for 
being noticed,” and that it is almost 
time he gave up going' to juvenile 
parties. 


Jack. I say, Mabel, you’ve got to dance 
the Washin^on Fost with me. 

Mabel. I can’t. I’ve promised Teddy 
Thistledown, 

Jack. Oh I that^s all right. I swapped 
with him for a Nicaragua stamp. 

Mabel (touched). But aren’t they rare? 
Didn’t you want it yourself ? 


Meanwhile the contents of Uncle 
Geokge's Basket aee being fully appee- 
ciated in the Hall ! 


J ack. Oh I I don’t collect, you know. 
George (to Bthel). They’ve given us the 
whole of Ivanhoe to mug up for a holiday 
task. Isn’t it a beastly shame ? 


Riddles op the Year. — ^Why join an 
extra club when you already belong to 
more than you require P 




LIZARD LAND ; OR, WHAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN ! 

Ik th* ZooiiOGIOAl Gabdbns of the Period no cage was more popular than that containing surviving specimens of the Creatures who might, under favourable 

CONDITIONS, HAVE BEEN THEIR KiVALS IN LlFE*S RaCE ! ThEIR ANTICS WERE AN ENDLESS SOURCE OF PUN TO THE OrOWD ! 
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SCENE IV.— THE NATIONAL SPOUTING CLUB, LONDON. 

Eight years have sped. Ike, alter a brief career in South African Music Halls, b^an to dabble in Mines. Soon he plunged. He has returned 
rolling in gold. He is now, amongst other things, a member of the National Sporting Club, and a lavish patron of the modem P. £. Qumtum muiattfs 
ab ilh Ikore! 


AN INTWhUUPTED ST^^’R-'RNAEE. 

All faded is the day, 

All gone the sunset glare, 

Amid the ever-scuddmg gray 
The stars blink here and there, 
XJncertaizL whether they can dare 
The rismg moon’s calm, icy stare. 
And so I raise my lay I 


All happy is my song, 

It tells of love and thee. 

To whom all thoughts of love be- 
long 

That e’er belonged to me. 

Ri^t leal am I and passing strong 
To shield thee ’gainst a world of 
wrong, 

Thy cavalier to be 1 


All peaceful is the shrine 
'Vmerein sleep veils thine eyes. 

E’en sleeping thou art mine. 

Though slee]^ myr heart denies. 

Of that for which it most doth pine. 

Yet 1^ do with my mandoline 

Sing on. — (A j'iLg is emptied,) A 
d-amp surprise 1 

[Exit minstrel) hurriedly. 
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SCENE V. T A TT TH'R.g ^ T iTi^ff 

Ike buys Horses. “Lord lore yer,” He says, “I don’t know nothinfc about ’em, but I’m bound to ’are the best." Be rubs shoulders with the 

aristocracy. They all adriaire him. Many grovel. 

BIDDLES OE THE TEAR. 

uS. £ St ■*« 

to pay, at a lower rate elsewhere ? S^Se^? JFiPSl® yow incline by 

" giving enormous tips P 












i 


:Uh 






CVA 








NuW, 1 


L\v^,v/> 


IjJ. 


iMi ,j^i, 


rera song/’ He is adulated as a 
fixe bores him to daalh* 


SCENE VI.— A COUNTRY HOUSE PARTY, 

tte i, on “^X’a ^ofthL|.^ foAsonl^-Sw.^X bZs^him to " 

BIDDLES OF THE YEAR. 

W... «.«nu ,v..nld nnA to the front to I Wnr flutter on the St^k E^a^e I „ Why fo,,to a.private _^ow__where 


Why ^ople should pudx to the front to I Jod“^and^^o caI^“Lf“th*^ piSf ^rsrl^ rf 

e£lsT®“ rsupportLrb”bl"?i^i^^^^ -mg the peopFe ? 

























poetic). ^ ‘'"We are going to hear a lbotitre on Keats ” 

Me {with no inclination in particular). “ Really— ee—by the way— what are* Keats ? 
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^ OVEE HEEE, ANB 

THAT I^OTICE WILL PREVENT PEOPLE DISTURBING US.” 


ITS MTTIiE BISABVAHTAOES 1 









AT A CHILDREN'S PARTY. 

After Supper. 

drawing- 

room to iind tU centre of ths floor occupM 
ly a struggh^ heap of email hoys, 
^oundsd hy admmng hnt mystified dsters). 
Oh! de^ me, what arc they doing? I’m 

MrfHorSblower.’’”^' 

Mr«. SoT^lower (one of a row of com- 
placent matrons). Ohl not at all, dear 

Your Edwjn and Arthur are only tryinc 
how many boys they can pile on the top M 
my Tommy. 

Spneylim. Is that Tommy undei^ 
hStP getting 
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I ejways Last year we had a conjurer, 
I and It was only when he ’d begun that we 
foimd oiri he was helplessly intoxicated. 

[ Mrs. Bom. How disagreeable for youl 
p^e^ time everytlnag has been quite 

Mrs. Money. Well, I really think there 
nas been no — — Good gradous ! I ’m swre 

hear that aufiocated! Bid you 

iVrompw core of the heap proceeds a 
sound at which every mother's heart 
gualces a smothered cough ending in 
a long-drawn and ominous “oo-ooJfc.” 

Mrs. Horn. Depend upon it, that’s 
whooping-cough 1 Tommy, come here this 
minute. {Tommy emerges, crimson and 
crowing lustily; the mothers collect their 
oft spring in dismay.) Oh! Tommy, 


gone). I knew something would happen! 
J ^^st say it was most inconsiderate of 
Mrs. Hornblower to bring that wretched 
little Tommy out and break up the party 
like this — ^it^s not as if we were really inti- 
mate! Still, it was ridiculoua of ererybody 
else to hurry off too, as if whooping-cough 
was anything to be so mortally afraid of 1 
I wasn’t in the least myself, as they might 
have seen. But perhaps it is just as well 
that Edwin and Arthur had it last winter. 

Star-oum-Moonshinb fob thb Month. 

Many hard nuts tO' crack in Braiil about 
the 22nd or thereabouts. Jupiter visiting 
Saturn on the 3rd denotes that there will be 
great uneasiness anent Turkey and mince- 
meat, and a fall in silver on many counters. 
People should be cautious about marry- 



THE CHEISTIVTAQ DIKTNER. 

Tommy {who has passed the Plimsoll ma/rTc). “ Ma ! ” Mother. “ Yes, dear ’ ” 

Tommy. “May I oo and put on my Jersey, instead of this beastly Coat an’ Waistcoat?’ 


Mrs. Horn. Oh 1 he thoroughly enjoys a 
romp. He ’s made himself perfectly hoarse 
with laughing. Just listen to him J 
Mrs. Honey. What a sturdy little fellow 
he is 1 And always in such hi^ imirits I 
Mrs. Horn, {confidentially). He hasn’t 
seemed quite the thing for the last day 
or two. and I was doubting whether it 
wouldn’t be better to keep him at home 
to-night, but he begged so bard that I 
really had to give way. 

Mrs. Honey. So glad you did I It doesn’t 
seem* to have done him any harm. 

Mrs. Horn. Quite the contrary. And 
indeed, he couldn’t help being the better 
for it ; you understand so thoroughly how 
to make children happy, dear Mrs. Honey- 
bun. 

Mrs. Honey. It’s delightful of you to 
say so; I try my best, but one can’t 


Tommy, don’t tell me it’s you! It— it 
can’t be that, dear Mrs. Honeybun, he’s 

been nowhere where he could possibly 

You naughty boy, you know you are only 
pretending. Don’t let me hear that horrid 
noise again. 

Tommy {injured). But, mummy, really 
I wasn’t- — 

[He justifies himself hy producing a 
series of whoops with an unmistakr 
ahly genuine ring. 

Mrs. Horn. I think it’s only a rather 
severe attack of hiccou^s, dear Mrs. 
Honeybun; hut still, perhaps— just to be 

ou the safe side — ^I’d better 

IShe departs^ in confusion, the crowd 
on the stairs dividing like Bed Sea 
waves as Tommy proclaims hns 
approach. 

Mrs. Honey, {after the last guest has 


ing on the even days of the month, and 
more cautious during the uneven. 

The 28th is a good day for borrowing of 
your friends, and the 29th for taWng your 
dspsrture (without previous notice) and 
visiting foreign parts. 

When the Moon is at the full, the study 
of bimetallism will be the cause of loss of 
reason to many. People should not Tnari i 'y 
during this month, and the 13th will he a 
particularly unpropitious day for lendmg, 
and generally profftable day for borrow- 
ing umbrellas. 

Avoid work on the 24th, or any other 
day when practicable. Cyclists diould be 
careful of their tyres, especially in Batter- 
sea Park. 
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The Deputy Grand Sub-Yizibr has left Turkey for the Gold-Fields. 





King Kolly-Wollt left this Afternoon for Klondyke. 



^ '97 


Voluntaiy winding-up of the planetaxy against the Sultan of Turkey, who onoe boots and °ahohiM a Cdoin« 

system unffl a plan of reconstrurtion can more is greatly troubled. jtU proper, to the huge delimit of the 

fe effected. His untoward event will ca^ . Mother Country, 

a creat decrease in the number of omnibus The 26th will be a good toy for visiting 

p^sengera between Charing Cross and your friends, as they all will out. On RmDLBS of the YEAB^^y 
Dalst^. 27th, people ^ the names of more than gams m Pans when y^ ^ get them 

Uranus seems to have a personal spite six syllables i^ould beware of wearing wet cheaper in the Edgware Roadr 
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A SPOETING VIGIL. 

HEBE is no keener 
I man living, in' the 
world of sport, 
than Pouncer, 
“ Sport et prcB- 
terea nihil!” he 
gaily cries. “ It ’s 
the only thing 
worth living for.” 
Pouncer certainly 
is a wonderful fel- 
low. Does every- 
thing well. He 
tells me so him- 
self } and I believe 
I am merely stat- 
ing well-known facts when I say that no 
man can stalk a grilse (am not quite sure 
what a grilse is, but fancy it is a kind of 
deer), hunt a hound, dynamite a stream for 
trout, or knock down a pheasant with a 
stick, on the moors, in finer style than this 


gestion that he should tamper with the 
truth, and assert, in public, that he had 
killed the extra one. With a lofty scorn, 
he said that he did not care to imi>eril his 
salvation for the sake of one miserable 
duck. 

Now, I myself am not of a sporting turn 
of mind, and do not profess to know any- 
thing about the matter — ^unless you would 
call a little “ putting ” in the back garden 
sport. But as a singularly clear-headed 
and astute lawyer — ^perhaps I ought not to 
say this of myself, but I do — ^Pouncer 
knew, of course, to whom he should apply 
when in any dijficulty or doubt, and just 
before Christmg^s, he wrote, imploring me 
to come down to him at Foxbrush Hall, his 
place in Sportingshire. “ Never mind the 
fee,”* ran the letter; “I want you to help 
me in a serious difficulty.” And although, 
as I have already said, I am a lawyer of 
some considerable repute (Mr. Curtis- 
Bennett, the last magistrate I defended a 
prisoner before, remarked, on the convic- 




Pouneer clears the Gate. 


“all-round” sportsman. Only last season, 
he attracted great attention in the hunting- 
fi.eld by a most remarkable performance. 
His horse galloped up to a gate, and then 
stopped suddenly just as Pouncer thought 
was going to jump it. But even this ; 
;^uld not check a really keen man, and i 
Pouncer easily cleared his horse’s head ' 
^ gate, landing safely on his feet in ’ 
the field beyond. Very few horsemen 
would do such a thing as that, I imagine. 
The M.F.H. exclaimed that he had never 
•ron such a sight in his life. And Pouncer ' 
himself never brags about it, never even 
mentions the subject ; a mutual friend told 
me of the incident. Then Pouncer is a 
cricketer and golfer ; he races, fishes, 
yachts; and as to his shooting, I have 
been told (young Chaff away was my in- 
formant) that Pouncer is the identical 
man who made that extraordinary bag of 
999 wild duck in one day ; and that, when 
some ill-natured badinage was flung at him 
about the number falling just short of the 
thousand, he indignantly repudiated a sug- 


tion of my client, that if all criminals were 
defended in a similar manner, justice would 
of tener be done) , I was not at the moment 
overwhelmed with work — ^fact is, the public 
don’t much care to employ any one who 
is rather above the average in point of 
ability ; no man likes to feel dwarfed in 
the presence of his own lawyer — and so 1 
determined to go to Pouncer’s aid. Of 
course, I couldn’t leave town without a 
certain amount of sacrifice of my clients’ 
interests. For instance, I was obliged to 
go down to Toodleton County Court 
(13s. 4d.), and get a postponement of an 
action to recover three and sixpence, in 
which I had been retained for the plaintiff ; 
and I also had to depute my clerk to 
defend a client of mine who was charged 
at the Worship Street Police Court with 
pewter pot stealing, and— well, I think 
that was about all. These matters satis- 
factorily provided for, I wired Pouncer as 
follows : I 


* I never taw the fee. 



**From Ignoths Geebn Bluefington, 2, 
Under -the- Fnmp Courts TempU^ to Nimbod 
PouNCEB, Foxbrush Kail, Sportingshire, 
“Yes; will come by six-thirty train to- 
morrow night.” 

And with lawyer-like punctuality, I did 
arrive by the train mentioned. Poijnoeb 
had come to meet me, and no sooner were 
we seated in his high dog-cart, and bowl- 
ing along over the three miles of road 
which lay between the railway station and 
the Hall, than he commenced to un- 
burden his mind to me. “Fact is, my 
dear Bluffington, I am having a very 
anxious time of it. My horse, Golden 
Fleece, is favourite for the Grand Christmas 
Steeplechase at Mudbury. He is going 
on well in his preparation ; no horse could 
be doing better. But to my horror and 
amazement, Police-Sergeant Maresnest 

called on me yesterday and said that ” 

“From information received,” I broke 
in, with an astute smile. 

“ Quite right, my dear fellow ; I wonder 
how you guessed that.^”’ he resumed, m 
admiring tones. “You must be unnatu- 
rally sharp.” 

“Ah I well, never mind.” I smiled 
again, and it really seemed to inspire poor 
Pouncer with confidence in my acute 
powers of intuition. “Go on and finish 
your story.” 

“Well, the Sergeant said that, 'from 
information received,’ he had reason to 
believe that — ^hush I sh 1 1 ” and Pouncer 
looked mysteriously all around in the deep 
gloom before uttering another worcf, 
though I am sure no one was within half 
a mile of us ; “ put your ear closer to me 
— ^to believe that an attempt would be 
made, this very night, to ^nobble’ the 
favourite ! — sh ! ” 

“ Merciful Powers I you don’t say so ? ^ 

I exclaimed. I am not sure that I quite 
knew what 'nobble’ meant, but did not 
care to admit this to Pouncer. And I 
evidently exercised sound judgment in 
using an astonished and slightly horrified 
tone of voice in speaking thus. 

“The point is, how to prevent it, ehP” 
he went on. 


Driving ffom the Station. 
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“ Q-olden Fleece.” 


“Precisely,” I answered. But as I 
didn’t quite know what “it” was, I was 
hardly in a position to advise on the sub- 
ject. Another man would have admitted 
his ignorance. Not so the cool and prac- 
tised lawyer. 

#Pouncer nodded his head three or four 
times in silence. Then he said, “ Yes ; it ’s 
to be done — this dastard’s deed — with a 
mallet,” 

I wondered if they were going to drive 
nails into the horse or cut pieces out of 
him with a cold chisel. But I still kept 
silence, and “sat tight.” 

“ One blow on the hock, and ” Here 

Pouncer’s eyes turned up to Heaven — at 
least, I think they must have. I know his 
nose did ; but that was chronic. 

“Ahl” I repeated, “one blow on the 



The Nobbier (as Pouncer imagined him). 
** One blow on the hock,” &c. 


hock, and — er — as you say — er — ^why, 
there you are, you know.” 

“Yes,. there you are,” he sighed, whilst, 
I began to crave for something a little 
more tangible than this before being called 
on to speak. 

“At the dead of night, the villains will 
make their attempt,” resumed Pouncer, 
who is rather theatrical in manner — he was 
once a distinguished amateur actor, and 
has never quite sot over it. 

Having stayed at Foxbrush Hall once 
before, I knew the situation of the stables, 
and remembered that they were directly 
overlooked by Pouncer’s study window, a 
most cosy little den. 

“ I have it 1 ” I exclaimed. “ Pouncer, we 
— ^just you and I, you know — ^must watch 
the stables all night, will sit in your 
study, make up a cheerful log fire, have the 
liqueur-stand out, the Apollinaris and the 
Laranagas, my boy, and then, though per- 
fectly coroiortable, we shall be On Guard 1 
and let the scoundrels beware. What do 
you think of that for a scheme?” And 
I must confess, although I say it who 
shouldn’t, that it did strike me as rather 
smart. 

“ I think it ’s a splendid idea about our 
keeping guard ourselves, but unluckily we 
can’t do it from the study window with the 
fire, and the whiskey, and the cigara as 
you suggest; for Golden Fleece is at John 
Grumpy’s training stables, five miles 
away, and we shall have to stand about in 
the cold all night to carry out your idea. 
Still, we ’ll do it.” 

I must admit that I did not feel so 
eager. I — ^well, possibly I should not have 
suggested this plan had I guessed that the 
watching would have to be done outside. 
There was a rawness in the air which gave 
promise of a fall of snow, too. I tried to 
effect a strategic movement en retraite^ ^ 

“I don’t really know why the police 
shouldn’t do the watching, after all, you 
know, Pouncer,” I be^an. 

“ By no means,” he interrupted, hastily ; 
“by no of means, my dear felloe,” 


and I saw that the stagey aspect of the 
scheme had taken hold of his fancy. 
“ We ’ll dine, and then, cloaked from head 
to heel, go silently and on foot ” (I rather 
winced at this — hate walking) “ to the 
stables : there, we shall frustrate this vil- 
lainous plot. The Sergeant is coming up 
to see me at nine o’clock. I ’ll get him to 
send a constable to meet us at the scene of 
action.” 

I felt a little dull at dinner that night. 
Somehow the plan, in its altered form, 
e.g., minus the study and its comforts, 
seemed to have lost its attractions for me. 
Pouncer, however, was brim-full of enthu- 
siasm, and when, at nine precisely, the 
Sergeant was shown in and asked to take 
a seat at the table, cart-ropes and wild 
horses wouldn’t have kept my host from 
going through with the business. 

“ Help yourself, Sergeant,” he said, 
passing the port. Ana the Sergeant 
helped himsefi I He didn’t want any 
pressing, that man; and when he left to 
return to his quarters and despatch a con- 
stable to our aid, Pouncer gently mur- 
mured, “ Pretty swallow, homeward fly.” 

Snow was lightly falling as, hooded and 
cloaked like the villains in a transpontine 
melodrama, we started on our long tramp 
to the training stables. Pouncer, theatrical 
to the last, had insisted on the advisability 
of our wearing a disguise, thou^ why we 
should do anything of the kind I was 
utterly at a loss to think. He had pro- 
duced a black wig, a pair of blue goggles, 
a beard, and a false nose, and to my great 



Bluf&ngton and Pouncer disguised. 

annoyance, compelled me to assume the 
latter article. 

“But my dear fellow,” I began, “I 

really can not see the use of when he 

interrupted me with 

“Now, Bluffington, every one knows 
your great skill in your own line, the law.* 
Do give me credit for knowing sometMng 
about theatrical disguises, and when to 
assume them.” And, somewhat mollified 
by his reference to my well-known legal 
acumen, I gave way, and put on the false 
nose, whilst he assumed the wig and beard. 

Thus disguised, we silently trudged that 
awful five miles in the falling snow. 

Arriving within fifty yards of the long, 
low range of stabling and hard by 
the trainer’s cottage, Pouncer suddenly 
gripped my arm and whispered — 
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blac^ leather pelisse. It «was 'the eon- 
stable 1 “ Pelisse coptable,” grinned 
Pouncer, laughing at his own feeble joke. 
I did not appear to hear h^. It was easy 
enough for nim to cut his jokes, I dare 
say. JSTe hadn’t had half of ms teeth 
loosened by this truculent brute. ^ I had. 
I accepted the constable’s apologies with 
the best grace I could assume. Then he 
greatly annoyed me again by bursting out 
into boorish laughter at my false nose. 
How I cursed Pouncer for making me 
wear -the ridiculous thing. He himself was 
rather improved in appearance by the wig 
and beard he had assumed. Any disguise 
would be sure to improve a man with a 
face like Pouncer’s. 

We took up our position round the 
corner of the stables to commence our 
weary vigil, and I will not deny that the 
presence of the constable’s stalwart form 
had its comforting influence on me. One 
could not feel quite so lonely when -stand- 
ing next to a man like the TSiffel Tower. ! 


We. got colder and colder. The snow fell 
in intermittent showers, and before long, 
my feet felt completely frozen ; and, 
speaking for myself, I ^ould have been 
willing to abandon the enterprise alto- 
gether. Pouncer, however, was inexor- 
able, and until I was afflicted with a terrific 
fit or sneezing, even refused to allow me to 
I remove my false nose. 

The hours wore slowly on. It must have 
been about four in the morning when the 
constable, in hoarse tones (we were all 
quite certain of violent colds by that time) 
remarked that he ** could do with a drink.” 
We passed by the observation in silence ; it 
was vulgar and in bad taste. But I took 
a surreptitious sip now and then at a small 
pocket-flask I had with me — areally too small 
to offer to the others. My teeth were 
chattering, and I sneezed at distressingly 
frequent intervals. No sign of any mid- 
night marauders coming. Oh I why had 1 
ever left the Temple, I asked myself, 
despairingly, to be frozen to death watoh- 


Policeman attacks Bluflhigton. 

Ha I ha 1 look at those footprints. You 
see them ? ” 

I saw them ,* they were big enough, cer- 
tainly, and evidently made by a very 
“ useful ” foot. 

‘^He has gone right up to the stable 
door,” continued Pouncer. “ Depend upon 
it, it is this man’s hand whidi will be 
apparent in to-night’s work 1 ” 

‘‘ His foot is, anyhow,” I replied. 

“We will track him down. But softly 
— shl Bluffington, you go first.” 

“ Think so ? Now, I should say you go 
first, and make the main attack, as it 
were; meantime, I could be doing splen- 
did work, skirmishing round the rear 1 ” 

But even as we spoke, a fleeting moon- 
beam shot athwart the sky, and revealed 
to our gaze a dark, lurking figure boldly 
silhouetted against the white-painted 
stable. The apparition was so unexpected 
— and so big — that we both nearly dropped 
from fri — astonishment. Then the lurldb^ 
form advanced rapidly on us, and we 
simultaneously turned to — ^I mean, we both 
conceived the idea, curiously enough, at 
the same moment of time, that we really 
ought to go to the cottage and apprise the 
trainer, when, with a sudden spring, the 
man was upon me. Why he should have 
given me the preference over Pouncer, I 
don’t know. I could have wished it other- 
wise, as he caught me by the collar and 
administered such a severe shaking that 
all the teeth in my head seemed to rattle 
again. 

“So I’ve got yer, ’ave I? You’re the 
party as has come to nobble the Golden 
Jr2:eos, ’ave yer?” (Another shake.) “Got 
a false conk on, tool” (Shake number 
three.) “Well, you’re buckled to rights 
this journey, and no error.” 

But just at this moment another fitful 
gleam of moonlight revealed the mystery. 
My assailant wore a hebaet and shiuing [ 


. 'it..:, V' 





The Vigil, 
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for: villains who never come? "Why 
did I ever suggest this vigil to Pouncer? 

Why did I Oh I d — ^n Pouncer ! 

And I tried again to stamp the blood into 
my frozen feet, and actually rubbed the 
tip^ of my false nose feelingly, my own 
being so numbed by this time that I 
couldn’t tell the real from the sham. 

The clock over the stables had just struck 
the hour of five, when Pouncer convul- 
sively clutched my cloak. ‘‘See, they 
come,” he exclaimed, in deep, tragic tones, 
and sure enough, our patience was to be 
rewarded at last, for approaching us through 
the now thawing snow (it had been a 
beast of a night!) we could just discern 
the forms of two men and a boy. They 


tension — ^as I saw the big constable draw 
his truncheon, and lead the way to the 
stables. 

^ We were upon them before they had 
time for any effective resistance — ^that is, 
the constable was. Pouncer and I held 
ourselves in readiness, as a sort of reserve, 
in the background. The policeman’s 
attack was splendid. With his staff he 
knocked down the first man on the spot, 
then he half throttled the second ; whilst 
we, Pouncer and I — as reserves, you 
understand — advanced upon the boy. Al- 
though small, he proved a desperate cus- 
tomer, and it was only after the constable 
had secured and handcuffed his second 
man, and come to our assistance, that we 


that insufferable idiot, Pouncer, actually 
turned round in a furious passion, and 
laid the blame upon me / 

The following week, the much-talked-of 
Golden Fleece finished an inglorious last in 
the Mudbury Grand Christmas Steeple- 
chase. Pouncer has retired from the turf 
in disgust. John Grumpy and his head 
lad have brought actions against him to 
recover heavy damages for assault and 
battery ; whilst the miserable ingrate him- 
self, meeting me in the hall of the Junior 
International, called me a blithering idiot, 
before witnesses, and said he had half a 
mind to kick me down the stairs. Yerily, 
gratitude is an extinct emotion in this 
world. What 1 feel to be harder than 



spoke no word, and came steadily along to 
the stables. 

“I see it all!” murmured Pouncer. 
“ The boy is to be put through the key- 
hole— the window I mean. BLe will then 
admit the men by the door. Once aboard 
the lug- — Once inside^ the deed wiQ be 
done quickly. But we will frustrate them. 
Hist! Down with you! Down, man, for 
your life ! ” 

And he shoved me violently into a 
squatting posture in the wet snow — ^most 
unpleasant position, and wholly^ unneces- 
sary, as we were round the corner, and 
quite out of sight — but Pouncer always 
was so fond of stage effect. 

We gave them about two minutes in 
which to effect an entrance, I turned my 
head and took just one last sip of the flask, 
and then — well, I am free to confess that 
I gave a great gulp, not exactly from ner- 
voimess, you know, but a great swallow, 
indicating tension — ^yes, that’s the word, 


Golden Pleeee finished an inglorious last.” 
succeeded in makiTig the capture. Unfor- 
tunately, the little rufl&an had inflicted 
considerable injury upon us befotre accept- 
ing defeat, and Pouncer. had received a 
severe blow in the. region of the lower 
chest, whilst I was suffering, from the 
effects of a kick somewhere at the back of 
me. A light was quickly struck, and the 
whole scene revealed to us. 

I am bound to say that anything more 
painful and humiliating I have never wit- 
nessed before or since. 

We had knocked down, captured, hand- 
cuffed, or otherwise maltreated, not the 
nefarious-minded “ nobblers ” for whom we 
had been watching, but Bouncer’s emi- 
nently respectable trainer, Mr. John 
Grumpy, his head lad, and the boy in 
attendance on Golden Fleece, all of whom 
had just entered the stable in pursuance of 
their ordinary early morning avocations. 
As the lately-contending parties gazed 
blankly and breathlessly at each other, 


anything — except perhaps that horrid Kttle 
stable-boy’s boot — is that Pouncer, with 
these two actions on hand^ has gone to 
another lawyer, and left me m the lurch. 

Stab-oum-Moonshinb fob December. — 
At the time of the New Moon, Jupiter will 
be triumphant, in spite of the efforts of 
Scorpio to cause trouble. Good fortune 
to the Sultan of Turkey and the Junior 
Common Law Judge, both of whom will 
receive congratulations of a pleasing cha.. 
racter. The 25th will be a great day for 
hoUy and mistletoe. Boxing Day, 26th, 
generally lucky to tradesmen, officials, ser- 
vpits, ^d others. The weather will not 
disappoint expectations. Astrological (and 
universal) motto for the month, ‘°A Merry 
Christmas and a Happy New Year to all of 
us.” 

Riddles of the Year. — Why travel 
abroad when you are happier at home ? 
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OF CORSETS— A FACT! 

[A paper read before tbe British Assoc’ation at 
Bath in praise of corsets declared that “ reasonabU 
tight ” lacing increased mental and physical a jtivity , 
by cansing a more liberal supply of blood to the 
brain, muscles and nerves.] 

Long vainly have reformers tried 
To stem the force of ladies’ wills, 

And long indignantly decried 
Tight-lacing as the worst of ills. 

Yet nothing stayed the use of stays ; 

Till now at length fc their excuse 

Benignant science smiles, and says 
That folly lies in their abuse. 


Immortal William, meaning Shak- 
SPEARE, hath ever some line appropriate to 
any modern instance. On Thursday last, 
at the Mansion House, a policeman de- 
scribed a harmless, but temporarily eccen- 
tric prisoner, as “ a donkey-man on board 
the ship lying in Tilbury d(^ks. So he 
was “ writ down an ass.” He had been 
guilty only of a “ freak,” just to shmV how 
easily a donkey-man ” could make an ass 
of himself. 


THE BULL AND THE BEAR. 

{A Stock Saxhange Tale of Two Brothers.) 

Once upon a time (axicording to the City 
Fressjf there were two sons of the same 



stock-brokers. As partners they tr^s- 
acted business on th^ same lines. But 
when the compact was over, they specu- 


lated privately on their own account. And 
one went for the rise and the other for the 
fall, and both employed the same broker. 
They were obstinate, and held on until one 
of them extracted a very considerable sum 
from his near relative. Thus the story 
ends so far as our contemporary is con- 
cerned. It would have been interesting to 
know whether tbe unsuccessful speculator 
subsequently sought the assistance of his 
uncle, or merely relied upon the appeal, 
“ Am I not a man and a brother ? ” 


Melodies and Airs.— Now that theWin- 
ter has begun, judicious concert-goers have 
got out their fur caps, fur coats, fur rugs, 
woollen comforters, foot-wamers, and 
other necessaries. Provided with these, it 
is often possible to spend an hour com- 
fortably in an ordinary concert hall, it is 
rumoured that an enterprising inventor is 
about to produce a Patent Draught-proof 
Shelter, something like a gigantic glass 
extinguisher, each shelter to cover one 
person in the audience. The air lor ^he 
lungs, and the air for the ears, Tvould be 
admitted through a small tube warmed by 
hot water. 


vt)b, oxrv. 
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IraU Non-sporting Farmer. “Hi ! you theee \ What the Duce do you mean by riding over my Wheat?*’ 
’Arry, “’Ere, I say! What are yer^givin’ us? Wheat I Why, it’s^only bloomin’ Mud!'* 


OURjBOOKING-OPPICE. 

My Baronitess draws my attention to The Army ABC and 
The Naval ABC (Dean and Son), in dashing display of colour 
by R. SiMiciN. Quite appropriate that the representatives of 
the clergy, as “Dean and Son” may be taken to be, should 
show their appreciation of theArmy and the Navy. And the never-’ 
out-of-date Nursery Bhymes make a fresh appearance in new 
tunes set by R. M. Harvey. 

A Book of Surprises (C. Arthur Pearson, Limited), and 
Jumbles, the latter written and illustrated by Lewis Baumer. 
No connection to the sweet cake of toothsome charm, but they 
are quite as good and crisp, and will be enjoyed by every child, 
delighting in a New Year’s giftbook, who has a properly-consti- 
tuted sense for the fun of quaintness. 

It is no use crying over spilt blood on the North-West frontier 
of India, though, alack! by reason of it the Christmas bells, 
whose echoes still vibrate, rang with mujOfled peel through many 
English homes. But if when we get out of this sad business, 
have buried our dead, and paid our bill of costs, there is any 
recrudescence of desire to achieve what in curiously identical 
circumstances Lord Wellesley sixty years ago described as “the 
folly of occupying a land of rocks, sand, desert, and snow,” it is 
well to know that there is at hand a wholesome corrective. Had 
whomsoever is responsible for events that led up to this latest 
war, had at hand Sir John Adyb’s historical Sketch of Indian 
Frontier Policy (Smith, Elder), he (or they) would, my Baronite 
charitably believes, have halted before the fatal conclusion. 
Gemral Adye writes with the authority of a man who has known 
India for half a century, has fought for it, and has helped to govern 
it. But he does not dogmatise. He is content to set forth in 
sij^plest form the history and results of earlier developments of 
^ forward policy ” in India, beginning with the invasion of Afghan- 
gtan that ended in the memorable retreat through the Kh^yber 
Pass in 1842. All these adventures have proved disastrous, the 
darkness of defeat being illumined only by the brilliancy of the 
courage of the beleaguered British troops. Each one has been 
condemned in advance by authorities such as the Duke of 
Wellington, Mr. ELPHiNSfTONE, Sir John Keane, Sir Alex- 
ander Burnes, and, though this will seem strange, Lord Lytton. 
Not the least stern critic of the Government of to-day is the 


statesman who in 1881, defending the decision to retire from 
Candahar, said ; “ The moral defect of a scrupulous ad]^rence to 
declarations which have been made, and a striking and convincing 
proof given to the people and princes of India that the British 
Government have no desire for further annexation of territory 
could not fail to produce a most salutary effect in removing the 
ipprehensions ana strengthening the attachment of our native 
lilies throughout India and on our frontiers.” This prophetic 
commentary on the Chitral policy, which the Duke of Dbvon- 
siHRE in common with his colleagues approved, was offered by 
Lord Hartington, The Baron de B.-W. 


HOW TO KEEP A DIARY. 

{By a Correspondent with Good Intentions.) 

J anuary 1, 1898. — ^Now, I propose writing a full account of my 
life day by day. It should be interesting if I speak of those I 
meet, the places I see, the theatres I visit. Now and again I 
must consider my own conduct, giving, from time to time, a 
self-analysis. . This should be useiul to me in years to come, when 
this then well-filled tome will be a record of my every thought, 
my every action. I have often made up my mind to keep such a 
diary, and I seize the occasion of the glad New Year to com- 
mence it. But of one things I must be sure — ^regularity. I hope 
never to be guilty of omission. As each period of twenty-four 
ho-urs becomes completed, I will jot down the events just passed. 
By this means I shall keep in touch with the world, and this 
volume will be valued as a contemporary description of our pre- 
sent times. And so I close my first entry, with Hie determina- 
tion of returning to this book every night until the three hunted 
and sixty-five shall have been eompleted. 

December 81, 1898. — Taken up this book for the second time in 
the year, just drawing to a close. Don’t seem to have quite 
carried out my intention. Well, better luck in 1899 ! 


A Sure Recipe por Nightmare. — Give a supper-party to all 
the “Freaks” at Barnum’s Show. This is sufficient. It is not 
necessary to join them in swallowing needles, fire, swords, or 
watches. 
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SHOCKING DOMESTIC INCIDENT. 


Father. \ “Baby say Dad! {Fkcouragingly.) D— -d — d ” 

Mother.) ( ‘Baby say Mam! {Encouragingly.) Mam — mam 

Baby. “ D-— D— dam ! 


LOWEE ,.BOYS^ CONEEEENCE. 

The first of these assemblies, which are to form a recurring 
feature of the Christmas Holidays, met yesterday; Mr. J-N-s 
Septihius, of Giggleswick, occupied the chair. -Numerous letters 
were read expressing regret for non-attendance ; the chief reasons 
assigned being the exigencies of the pantomime season, and the 
claims of dyspepsia consequent upon Christmas conviviality. 

The Chairrnan in brief but effective terms explained the objects 
of the meeting. It had been summoned for the purpose of 
considering the resolutions discussed at the late Head Masters’ 
Conference, or, more correctly, at the late Conference of Head 
Masters ; and for other purposes. Those who had follo-wed the 
history of the Engineers’ Dispute — ^he could not accurately say 
that he himself had taken an absorbing interest in it — ^must have 
observed that the Employers had rotted the Trades’ Union by 
forming an amalgamation “on their own.” By the Rule of 
Three \groans) it could be shown that as the Employer was to 
the Workman so the Boy was to the so-called Master. He (the 
Boy) employed him (the Master) : and actually went so far as to 
pay him' — ^though perhaps indirectly — a very handsome wage for 
work done, or even left undone. It was unnecessary to ask such 
an intelligent assembly as he saw before him, not to be deceived 
by that abuse- of language by which, in academical terminology, 
the employee proper took upon himself the misleading title of 
“Master,” To avoid confusion, however, it would be convenient 
if gentlemen, when referring to- that class of individual, would 
employ the recognised expression, “ Brasher (“ Hear, hear ! ”) 

He would remind his fellow-employers that the only sure way 
of improving their position was to^ combine, on the four three- 
quarter-back system, against the banded tyranny of those who 
were, strictly speaking, their slaves. At the same time it was 
not his, the Chairman’s, wish, by insisting too irreconcilably on 
their natural rights, to drive education over to Germany, and 
other impossible foreign parts. “ Live and let live ” should be ’ 


the motto that animated their reforms ; and he therefore begged 
to invite any suggestions that might make for compromise. The 
athletic gentleman here resumed the chair amid hearty cat-calls. 

The first resolution was moved by Mr. Br-wn Quintus of 
Cheltenham in the following form : “ That in the opinion of this 
Conference there is a growing tendency, much to be deplored, 
in the direction of devoting too much time to study, to the 
neglect of the more urgent claims of athletics.” He felt sure 
that he voiced the opinion of all present when he said (“ Hear, 
hear!”) that study was an excellent thing (“Ho, no!”). Ir 
fellows would allow him to complete his sentence by the addi- 
tion, well-known in analysis, of a definitive adverbial clause 
{“Shop!”), he was about to say that study was an excellent 
thing in the opinion of their venerated parents. {“Shame!”) 
But there were limits ; and what was good., in the opinion of the 
aforesaid, who were probably never young themselves, might be 
carried, and was carried, to unnatural excess. Study, he con- 
sidered, was intended as a healthy sedative to be adiministered 
in the intervals of serious athletic pursuits. One could not play 
all day ; one must eat, for instance {loud cheers ) ; and in addition 
to the intervals for refreshment both at, and between, meals, 
there were moments when tired Nature demanded a contrast 
which should give an added zest to their habitual occupation. 
At such moments he thought that a French verb or two (not of 
course the irregular ones), or a touch of Euclid (though he dis- 
approved on principle of the fifth proposition of the first book) 
naight be found rather entertaining than otherwise. (“ Ques- 
tion!”) But to suppose, as was the tendency with modem 
Brusl^rs, that work was the sole object of their existence, in 
fact, if he might so say, their single raison data, was to fly in 
the face of all the best traditions ; in other words, it was skittles. 
At this point the speaker sat down hard upon his silk-hat, to the 
marked approval of his immediate neighbours. 

Amid loud calls for Sm-th Secundus, of Rugby, that gentle- 
man, whose burly stature presented all the indications of ap- 
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proaching superanniiation, rose to second the resolution. It 
had long been his rooted opinion' that just as certain chaps of 
weakly constitution (smugs, in fact) were excused from Big Side 
on the ground of supposed infirmity, so there ought to be 
doctors’ certificates allowing a fellow like himself, who suffered 
from a chronic indisposition in regard to literary effort, to be 
excused from unhealthy confinement in a class-room. He 
wished he could remember two other strong points which he 
had worked out before coining down to the House : but anyhow, 
he would second the resolution ; rather. It was then put from 
the chair, and carried with appalling unanimity. 

Encouraged by the pressure of a pointed instrument, Mr. 
R-b-ns-n Minor, of Haileybury, rose to move the next resolution, 
which was couched in terms of great conciseness : “ That Latin 
Verse is rot.” It was not always, he said, that he found himself 
in agreement with his own, or any other. Head Brusher. (Loud 
applause.) But he was honestly glad to admit that old L-ttl-t-n 
had had the pluck to ventilate this offensive nuisance. Poets 
were born and not made. If they would pardon the expression 
he would like to say, Foeta nascit, non fitur. (A voice — “ Good 
old Bobbles!”) Now he did not happen, to be born that way, 
and he was glad to think that he was not likely to be made either. 
Speaking for himself as one who hoped eventually, with luck, to 
be a brewer, he did not see the direct utility of verse-composition 
in a deceased language. Balbus and C^SAB.and those Johnnies 
were bad enough, but when it came to making elegies like Ovid 
with a Gradus it was simply footling. (Applause.) If you 
must have poetry, what you got at the Music Halls was good 
enough for £dm. 

ILoud cheers j with chorus of “ Soldiers of the Queen” during 
which the speaker sat down with circumspection. 

Mr. S-MPK-NS Minimus (provenance unknown), in supporting 
the resolution ‘‘ That Latin Verse is rot,” said that the naention 
of Music Halls reminded him of something that was on his chest. 
'He had often felt that it would be a salutary change, if instead 
of dull people coming down from time to time to lecture to 
them on Africa and Mars and those things, an invitation was 
given to Mr. Dan Leno and similar artists to give them now and 
then an entertainment combining elevation with amusement. 
(Uproarious applause.) He hoped he was not wandering from 
the subject. (“ No^ no I ”) The learned gentleman concluded 
by quoting in contemptuous tones the first half of the opening 
line of the J^neid. 

The Chairman here said tl^t a pressing engagement to tea, 
followed by a Barnum-and-Bailey, compelled him tO' adjourn the 
meeting. On tine morrow they would discuss the following 
proposals: — 

Tliat means should be adopted for keeping a closer supervision 
over the Junior Brushers in their hours of leisure. 

That in all circumstances in which hitherto the relation of Boj 
and Brusher had been an individual relation, as in the employ- 
ment of the rod, cane, or birch, the right of combination among 
Boys for the protection of their interests be recognised. 

That facilities for over-time in bed be extended. 

A cordial interchange of orange-peel then terminated the 
proceedings. 

TO THE GIANTESS AT OLYMPIA. 

Miss Leah May, these humble lines I venture to address to you 
Should evidently be, like you, exceptionally lon.g, 

I’m short, and like all little men, I willingly confess to you, 

I choose a tallish woman as the subject of a song. 

Yet hitherto I ’ve been content with girls you would look down 
upon, 

And worshipped maidens measuring a mere six feet or so, 

But now your stately head I place a metaphoric crown upon ; 
You are the finest woman I can ever hope to know. 

Your limbs— I use the quite genteel expre^ion of America— 

So very long, exalt your waist above my lowly h^ad ; 

Your skirt, two yards in length, suggests to followers oi 

Herrick a t • x j 

New poem, not on Julia, but you, Leah, instead. 

However, I am puzzled what amusement I c^ offer you- 
A little stroll,— I could not walk on stilts I am afraid. 

To drive you in a dog-cart would divert each passing scotter , you 
Could ride no safety-cycle, not the highest ever made. 

Perhaps you dance ? For that I have a very great proclivity. 

Let ’s go to Covent Garden, in appropriate disguise ; 

You personate America, the land of your nativity, 

And I will go as Cuba, just proportionate in size. 



TRAIN UP A CHILD, &c. 


ifrs. Uimt (a popular and prosperous pauper). “ Now, Allbert, 
WHAT *LL YBR SY, WHEN I TIKE YBR INTO THE EiND LiDY’S DrORIN’ 

Room ? ” 

Albert (a proficient pupil). “ Oh ! all right, I know — put on 

BEAUTIFUL LORST LoOK, AND ST, ‘Oh' MuVVER, IS THIS 'EAYEN ? ’ ” 


THE TERROR BY NIGHT. 

(A counterblast by a Light Sleeper^ with apologies to Jtobert Browning.) 

[According to the LoXVg Telegraph of December 31, an American reformei 
is reported to have drafted a “ bill for the summary suppression of snoring in 
sleepmg-cars and other public places/' which will shortly he laid before thf 
Legislature ot Kansas, and stands a good chance of becoming law.] 

Oh, to be in Kansas, 

When that law is there. 

And whoever sleeps in Kansas 
Wakes next morning, unaware. 

Having slept, like a dormouse, round the clock, 
Unroused, undisturbed by the stert’rous shock 
Of the searching snore that they ’ll not allow 
In Kansas, now I 

I ’d rhyme in thankful rapt’rous stanzas 
If the world would follow the lead of Kansas ! 

Hark where all night resounds a trumpet-nose , 

• Of some fell snorer, open-mouthed, in clover, 

In sleeping-car, hotel, where’er, one .goes — 

That ’s the bug-bear, who snorts each snort twice over, 
T.est you should think he nevfr.coylJjtL'recapture 
The first fine careless rapture ! /. j . 

Yes, such noctumps arq breaches, of , th® peace — 

Would that the law might let such terrors, cease, 

By making snorers ^1 together snore, . • 

Each waking each, until they sleep no m-ore 1 


Germany and Bussia (to C7ima). Tea and turn out? No, 
thank you. We both prefer to "fiake a little Chinese port, and 
consider that it will be all the better_f or keeping. 
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MITIGATING CIRCUMSTANCES. 

.f “■ •“ '• ™ 


NOT QUITE THE JOURNALIST. 

{An Interceded Letter,) 

,, January 1, 1898. 

My DEAE Nephew.— You say that you 
have determined to give up the attempt ot 
entering the Service — firstly, “ because you 
are not up to the examination,” and sec- 
on^y, because you don't know what on 
^rth you would do if there were war.” 
Ihen you add, you don't care for the Law, 
are not fit for the Church, hate medicine 
and are “too great a duffer for play- 
aetmg. So, having come to these conclu- 
if there is an opening in 
Fleet Street. Can you write for the Press ? 


You appear to have arrived at the conch 
Sion that, as you seem to be good fc 
nothing else, perhaps you may be intends 
for the newspapers. You declare you car 
not write, know nothing about grammai 
and believe your spelling to be somethin 
awful— a word you prefer to spell “orfle. 
And havmg told me all this, you ask m 
opimon ^ to your capability for becomini 
a journalist. ’ 

WeU, my dear nephew, to be frank wit] 
you, I cannot conscientiously say tha 
your accomplishments are quite up to th- 
standard of the calling. I would speak o 
the labour as “profession” if I were no 
writing by the card. A journalist shouh 


be a scholar, and, as the exercise of disr- 
crimination has to come into play, a gentle- 
man. He will be none the worse for having 
had a Public School and University Educa- 
tion; and perhaps a trifle the better for 
being in a position to feel that his ances- 
tors have been scholars and gentlemen 
before him. So you see that after all it is 
not everyone who can boast of being a 
journalist in the best sense of a sometimes 
misused word. But when I have said this, 
I think I can find an opening for you. But 
mind you, I question whether my proposal 
is exactly journalism. 

Now what I would suggest is simply 
this. If you cannot write yourself, get 
some one to write for you. iTou can be- 
come an interviewer. Your opening matter 
can be in common form. Short account of 
the exterior of the house, the hall and the 
study. Then let your subject supply the 
rest of the article. Take down what he 
says, and send him the proof to correct. 
But if you find this too much trouble, you 
can lithograph a letter asking some emi- 
nent individual what he thinks of this, 
that and t'other. If you have a copy of 
that excellent publication, Who^s iVhOy 
beside you — as you should — all you will 
have to do is to select from its biogra- 
phical pages a suitable number of appro- 
priate personages, and bombard them with 
your circulars. By this means, you will be 
able to let an expectant public know what 
the Premier thinks about golf, where the 
Lord Chancellor goes for his midsummer 
holidays, and whether the Archbishop of 
Canterbury considers mince-pies less in- 
digestible than plum-pudding. 

If you adopt my suggestion, no doubt 
you will be able to obtain a livelihood, but 
you must clearly understand that I cannot 
guarantee you the right to call yourself a 
journalist. With the best wishes of the 
season, Your affectionate uncle, 

A. Penn Deivke. 

Butterfly Gardens, Bohemia. 


CHARMING CINDERELLA. 

That accomplished composer and experi- 
enced manager, Mr. Oscah Bakeett is to 
be congratulated upon a really excellent 
pantomime. Music, dancing, and scenery 
are all capital, and the company engaged 
is of unlimited merit. Such a company, 
when it winds up— probably after Easter — 
will wind up with a blaze of triumph. 
Nicholi^, Le Hay, Kate, Geacb Dudley, 
Cicely Richards, and Kate Phillips are 
all names to conjure with. The magic of 
the dramatis personce has led to enchant- 
ment. Cinderella appears in several Lon- 
don theatres this season, and the public 
seem to have taken to the game of hunting 
her slipper. The many-headed will find the 
crystal shoe and its splendid accessories, 
animate and inanimate, in absolute perfec- 
tion at the Garrick. 


Said Samuel Lewis, 

My case that of few is, 

For now Spender Clat 
Has got scot-free away, 

And, long ago, Nevill 

Has gone to the — ^to the Continent. 

One for the New Woman. 

Why is it that so many of the minor 
cnmmal offences may be described as 
feminine ? 

A. Because they are invariably mis(s)- 
demeanours. 
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POUNDED. 

Yowiig Shaver. “Now then, Mater, shove him at it, and make hs a Hole. ‘Where 
THE Cat can get through, the Kitten can follow,’ you know*” 


A BACHELOE UNCLE’S DIARY. 

Part II. 

Thursday night . — Have got over inter- 
view and explanation with Mrs. B. about 
the third boy. It is a nuisance, but I sup- 
pose we can’t help ourselves now. Suggest 
they should retire to their rooms and wash 
hands, and get tidy for dinner. “ Oh ! that 
don’t matter,” says Tommy, cheerily, 
“ blow washing — ^it ’s such rot 1 ” Am 
mildly insistent, however, on this point, 
and away they go upstairs, whooping and 
yelling like so many Sioux Indians. Ten 
minutes later, they descend, like an ava- 
lanche, into hall, sliding down bannisters, 
one after the other, and landing with 
a crash into hat-stand, knocking it over, 
and bringing down whip-rack with it. 
We go in to dinner. Boots sweeping down 
Chinese idol — a pet possession of mine — as 
he enters room. Except for Max trying 
to give Pincher spoonful of soup, which 
missed the dog but went over Turkey 
carpet, things are fairly quiet till dessert, 
when Tommy essays an olive and hurriedly 
retires from room to get rid of it. Boots 
eats enormous quantities of^ preserved 
fruit, and shortly after relapses into moody 
silence, looking rather pallid. Dinner over. 
Max says he “ would like to do a smoke,” 
but this I sternly forbid. He then strolls 
round room, picking up all the quaint 
china pieces, and keeping me in perfect 
fever of anxiety j whilst Tommy teases my 
pet Persian cat until, with a wild “ Mol- 
row 1 ” she bolts for door, upsetting fern- 
stand and smashing small Sevres cup and 


saucer in her rapid flight. Tommy looks 
quite surprised, and remarks that he is 
“blowed” if he didn’t think she liked it. 
At 9.30, venture to hint that it is time all 
good little boys were in bed. Boots at 
once rises, and (paler than ever) slinks 
quietly away. Tommy and Max both pro- 
test that when at home they always sit up 
till ten. Sigh resignedly, and wait another 
half-hour. At ten, say, “If you’ll go to 
bed quietly now, we ’ll ferret the banks to- 
morrow, and you shall have some rabbit- 
ing. “Hooray!” Ear-splitting sound, 
which brings Mrs. B. in from housekeeper’s 
room. I apologise for them; say “Boys 
will be boys.” “Boys will be men,” she 
retorts, “ and they ought to behave them- 
selves according.” Tommy, I regret to say, 
puts his thumb to his nose as she closes the 
door behind her. Get them off to bed at 
last. Thank goodness! Now for quiet 

cigar and just “ Please, Sir, the young 

gentleman who went up to bed first is 
groaning terrible, and says he ’s going to 
die, and would like to send a last^ message 
to nis grandmamma (who^ he thinks, has 
never treated him wdl), if you’d be kind 
enough to go upstairs and see him.” Put 
down cigar and visit sufferer. Find him 
sea-green colour, and wonder what on 
earth I ’m to do. Tells me, between heart- 
rending groans, that he is suffering severely 
in the lower chest. ^ Luckily, our doctor 
lives only half a mile away, so send my 
man for him at once. Doctor arrives, sees 
patient, then comes to my room. “ Greedy 
little beast — overeaten himself — be^ all 
right in morning.” Doctor accepts cigar, 


and tells me gleefully of singularly horrible 
operation, which was “ completely success- 
ful, my dear Sir; patient died, it’s true, 
but from our point of view, nothing could 
have been more satisfactory.” To bed at 
last, wearied and oppressed by vague sense 
of responsibility. 


Provincial Patriotism and Art. — 
Brighton and Southend, to commemorate 
the Jubilee, have erected statues of the 
JuEEN. In honour of this exclusively 
British celebration, these enlightened 
towns, having heard the name of Mr. 
Michael Angelo, obtained their statues 
from Italy. They would not employ mere 
Englishmen. Captious critics complain 
that the statues do not appear to have 
been executed by Michael Angelo. But 
Brighton, and Southend are quite satisfied. 
They know that the jobs were executed by 
the present firm, which carries on the large 
business of Messrs. Angelo, Donatello, 
Ghiberti & Co., most of the members of 
the old firm being dead. 



RATIONAL STAINED-GLASS. 

Design {late Plantagenet Period) for the 
Malwood Tem/perance Hall, Derby. 

[As suggested by Professor Sir "W. B. Eichmond, 
E.A., who recently protested (see Punch, No. 2947, 
page 310) against “ the mawkibh, effeminate, weak 
faces so often picture^ in stained-glass windows.”] 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI [January 8 . 1898 . 



EEIVTAUKABLE EFFECT OF A NATITICAI CANDIDATE ON AN OEDINAEILY STAID COMMUNITY ! 

[“The infectious high spirits and the jovial < salt-water’ style of Lord Charles Bbresporb cannot fail to take etfect upon his supporters .” — Daily FaperJ\ 


LUDWIG IN LONDON. 

Journey towards the Headtown. 

To the Over-Newspapers-Direktor and General-State conncillox , 
Mister Punchj Highwellboom, at London. 

Hiohwellborn Mister, — have the englisch Spiech in the 
Skul lernt. I kan she even so gnd as the most Germans, who 
she only in the Skul studirt have. Unluckylywise have i till nau 
no Opportunity had, she to reit and to spiek. But now endly 
kom i towards London, over Brussel and Calais, and in very short 
Time shall i as one Englandman spiek. The Outspiek — Am- 
sprcwhe~^is hard, the Orthographie is yet harder, but the Gram- 
matick is very light. The Germans are mutsch cleverer than 
the Englandmans, and lem the outlandisch Spiechs very rasch. 
I reit now seemly — ziemlich — gud, but later shall You one grate 
Bettering observe. 

On the from Calais towards Dover homing Dampship see i to 
first Your Land. It rain. I see astounded the little Haven, and 
the yet littler not so grate as in Calais Quay of Dover, at. What 
for one despisable Town I Even so rasch as possibly step i the Gang 
up, and haste after the Train. There kom one Mann to me 
towards and ask, “Witch Station P” “London,” answer i. JPJr 
unederhoUy “ Witch Station? ” Ach so! Bs gieht viele BahuhofCy 
wie in Berlin, Aber welcher? Central Bahnhof naturlich, I 
say also, “ Central Railstation.” “ Central Railway not finished 
yet.” Wie? Also London.” “London Britsch?” say he. 
“Yes well,” answer i. “Go to Kannonstriet.” “No,” say i, 
“London.” “Then change at Dovertaun Station.” Change, 
what is that ? I search in mine Wordbook. Ach so, aussteigen. 
I step in the Train up. The Waggon of the first Class is very 
little, but he go not very far. 

I am thirsty, i will one Glas Bier drink. I call one Knave, 
Knaben — ach nein, Boy — who etwas to drink sell, at, “ What for 
Bier hast thou ? ” “ No Bier, Maunsiah,” answer he, “ Kuppati.” 
“IcTt bin kein Franzosevy I am no French,” call i, “ i know not what 
is one Kuppati, i will one Glas Bier drink. Hast thou no 
Miinchener, no Pilsener?” “Dunnoam,” say he, “no Bier, 
Tea.” Thee! Ach, I) onner wetter ! NatilrUch! In Bngland 
trinkt man immer Thee. Wie schrecklich! Bier trinke ich so 

gern, aber Thee ! That kan i not. What for one Land I Kein 

Bier! If i only nau in Berlin, in the Caf^ Bauer, were I 


Nau go the Train. Too Minutes later halt he. What is that ? 
^ Dover Town.” Hier must i outstep. Ach, ich will ein Schin- 
'tenbrod in der Bestanration essen. Ja, ja^^ja! I see one 
Tepdcktrdger, and i call tootime. zweimal, “ Packagecarrier I ” 
Sndly kom he, and then, say i, “ 'V\‘here is the Restoration ? ” 
^The wot?” ask he. “The Restoration.” “There is the Res- 
olution,” say one hier to komiag Mister, “ of the old Church in 
he Castle, there is none hier, no Bilder doing anything.” “ BiZ- 
Zer,” answer i, “ i require no Pictures, i wish only one Ham- 
bread, but i shall not just to the Restoration in the Schloss 
ipstep. Gives it no Hambreads hier? Btwas zu essen, to eat.” 
‘Ah, to eat,” say the Mister, “the Refreshmentroom is there.” 
( fiaste therein. It is a Buffett. I search in mein Wordbook, 
ind i say to the Kellnerin, the BilffeMfrdulein, ‘‘Beg, one Sand- 
vich.” She bring ein Stuckchen, one small morsel/ Bread with 
iam. I search yet again, and I say, “ No, thank. Beg, one 
^^ausage.” She say, “ We have no Sausages.” Hirnmel! What 
ror one land! No Bchinkenhrod ! No Sausage! Aber ich musz 
*twas essen. Endly eat i one little Sandwich. Then say the 
Miss, “W^ill you have some Bier?” “Bier,” call i, “How? 
fCan man hier Bier and not Tea drink?” “Yes,” answer she. 
Even so rasch as possibly drink i one Glas Bier. Oh, ick gut! 
One second Glas, Ach, wie gut! Then eat i one Dossen, or 
more, of the little Sandwichs. Nickt so gut. And then yet one 
Glas Bier. The englisch Glas, as the englisch Sandwich, is very 
little. So drink i yet nineteen Glas. Ach, wie himmlisch ! The 
Biiffettfraulein is astounded. Warumf Then sit i in the 
Waitsaloon, in order this Letter to reit. The englisch Bier is 
gud. I am sleepy. 

I have the Honour me of Your AfFectionateness best to 
saygoodbye, and remain with completest Highattention, 

Your Highwellbom's obedientest Ltowio. 

“Limbs.” — The prim people of the United States never use 
the word “leg.” Naturally they have been interested, at 
Barnum’s Show, in the limbless man whose feet are joined to 
his body. He seems very cheerful and pleasant. Perhaps he 
thinks what an excellent type of man evolution might produce. 
His legs could not be mentioned even by the coarsest Britisher. 

A “Lusus NATtJRiE.” — A fly-man. 
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ADVICE GRATIS. 

My dear Ethel, — You complain, I 
understand, that in my last letter I failed 
to obey your wishes by sending you notes 
on “ what is worn in town just now. A 
modest distrust of my own powers must 
be my excuse. Frankly, it is extremely 
difficult for a man (and a bachelor at that) 
to enter lightly into the mysteries of cos- 
tume; it seems to him that a lifetime of 
study could scarce fit him to deal with a 
subject so difficult in itself, so abstruse in 
its technical terms. However, you repeat 
your request with such insistence that I 
dare not shirk the task again. Perhaps 
from the bald prose of my description you 
will be able to evolve the poetry of a 
fashionable costume, wherewith, I take 
it, you intend to dazzle your villagers at 
Puddleton at the commencement of the 
New Year. In any case, you will do me the 
justice to recollect that nothing short of 
your imperious bidding could have induced 
me to undertake the task, and that none 
can be more deeply conscious of my defi- 
ciencies as a fashion-writer than myself. 
How gladly would I have made this letter 
a joy to you and your numerous girl- 
friends, how gladly would I have garnished 
it with such words, full of occult delight, 
as “ guipure, and “ passemerderie,^^ and 

poult de soie,^^ did not my unhappy ig- 
norance prevent me from knowing what 
they mean ! 

However, I must delay no longer ; with- 
out further excuse, and merely begging you 
to pardon cuy blunders more than usually 
gross, I will write out my notes, collected 
during a few walks in the fashionable part 
of London. 

Let us begin at the to]\ with the all* 
important hat. If you wish for one quite 
in the latest mode, this appears to be the 
recipe. Buy a hat several sizes too large 
for you. Adorn it with ribbons of the most 
flaring hue, scarlet and magenta, foi 
choice. Put it on in the ordinary way. 
Then ask a friend to strike a severe blow 
on one side (^f the brim. The result, natu- 
rally,^ will bo that the hat will assume ? 
position on the side of your head ; thf 
greater the angle the better. Your “head- 
gear,” as I notice some of the milliners ar( 
beginning to call it, will then be fashion- 
able beyond reproach. 

The top part of the dress (which is called 
the “ body,” isn’t it ?) now mostly worn is 
indeed remarkable. Also, it must be con- 
venient, because it doesn’t matter how you 
put it on, as the back is exactly the same 
as the front, and there is a Mnd of rufi 
below the waist, which sticks out stiffly al) 
the way round. Both in front and behind 
the thing should be made with four times 
as much material as is sufficient; under- 
neath you should be able to conceal, let uf 
say, a^ fair-sized sewing-machine withoul 
, detection. The result, I have just remem 
bered, is called a “Russian blouse,” and 
for pure, undiluted hideousness it defies all 
rivals. 

I can’t say much about the skirt, excepi 
that, of course, you ’ll be careful to choose 
a colour for it that clashes as violently as 
possible with the rest of the costume. It 
should be lined with bright red^ and in this 
muddy weather you can legitunately pre- 
vent the public from being ignorant thai 
the red lining is there. But it were idle to 
offer you or any woman instruction on that 
point. 

It will add greatly to the effect if you tie 
j;our muff on to you with a chain, plenti- 



THE FESTIVE SEASON. 

DOOCE ARE YOU PlAYIN’ AT?” 


fully bejewelled with imitation gems. No- 
thing, in fact, could be in better taste. 
But as an alternative, you may wear a 
collar-chain of gold, which will hang down 
gracefully, and terminate, somewhere near 
your feet, in a golden heart about the size 
of a sardine-tin. 

I trust that these few hints will suffice 
for the present. Of course, as you say, it 
is most important to you to know of all the 
latest fashions at Puddleton, where, so you 
put it, you are buried alive. It is good of 
you to hope that I shall be able to come to 
you, as your mother kindly suggests, early 
in the New Year. About that, I confess, I 
have some doubt. For, when I hear that 
you have arrayed yourself in a costume of 
the most fashionable kind, when you have 
adopted the tilted hat, and the Russian 
blouse, and the sham jewellery and the 
rest or it — ^then, my dear Ethel, I shall 
hastily conclude that I have an engage- 
ment which will prevent me from coming 
to Puddleton. Yours most sincerely, 

Thomas. 


TO AN EXALTED PERSONAGE. 

Your notion is all very fine, 

0 William, who ’s second to none 1 

To succour the Christian divine 
Is right, and it ought to be done. 

The cynic who ’s captious may sneer, 

0 William, who ’s one of the best 1 

It ’s not for the priests that you fear. 
You’re hoping to feather your nest. 

“The Forum of Augustus is the oats’ 
home of Rome,” said the St- James’s Ga- 
zette. Surely the catacombs would be the 
more appropriate locality. And, db propos, 
as Whittington would have been nobody 
without his cat, so one of the noblest 
Romans of them all would have been a 
mere anybody, an ullus, but for the Cat 
which made him what he was, i.e., 
Catullus. 

A “Provisional Arrangement.” — A 
luncheon-basket. 
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THE POET PAST AND PRESENT. 





'I NTS ON ’UNTING, BY ’ARRY. 

Ir THE Thong of youe. Whip gets under your Horse’s Tail, just 

TRY TO PULL IT OUT ! 


SPOETUrS SONGS. 

A disappointed Rhymester bewails his past 
career and shattered hopes. 

Yes ! Somewhere in the long time past, 
Amid the mists of bygone years, 

I thought I ’d found a love to last, 

The while were smiles and never tears. 
The while the roses decked all June, 

The while the Sun-god shed his beams. 
And Pan piped out his merriest tune — 
Dreams, only dreams! 

And somehow in that long ago. 

When friends were many, foes were 
few, 

I even thought a Winter snow 
Would never cloak the hope that grew. 
That neither ice, nor storm, nor rain. 
Nor all the pain that joy redeems. 
Could alter love or make refrain — 
Dreams, only dreams! 

To-day I know that I was wrong, 

That Winter has its pride of place. 
The battle must go to the strong. 

The fleetest triumph in the race ! 

The brook that once I deemed a rill 
Is now the mightiest of streams ; 

On it I meant to urge my will — 

Dreams, only dreams! 


The candle-light I held still flares 
W^ith fickle and uncertain glow, 

The wheat is stifled by the tares, 

The clock 's wound up, but will not go ! 
The worn-out goose-quills seem to jeer 
^ At covered foolscap stacked in reams ; 
Yet once their union was dear — 

Dreams, only dreams! 

Albeit in my lonely chair — 

The scanty coal is burning low — 

I give not all to grim despair 
When musing on that long ago. 

For in the tableaux of my life 
^ Each picture mth the truth still teems, 
You are my sweetheart, if not wife — 
Beality, not dreams! 


Vegetable-Animal Life. j 

Young Larkins {reading from paper a | 
description of Osborne House). ‘^Thej 
grounds abound with conifers.’^ "V^at the 
dickens are conifers, father ? 

Old Larkins. Eh? (Thinking.) Conies 
— con — - (Suddenly.) Of course, they’re 
rabbit-skins, you young dunderhead ! 

Hairdresser. Hair cut to-day. Sir? 

Customer. Well — um (Makes up his 

mind.) No, thank you, I shan’t bother my | 
head about it. [JExit. : 


The Poet is popularly supposed to have 
a soul which soars above mundane things ; 
we can see him as he appeared in 1838, 
with his ‘‘eye in a fine frenzy rolling,” 
while be indited verses such as the follow- 
ing, which duly appeared in that part of 
the local newspaper known as “Poet’s 
Corner ” : — 

1838. ^ 

Once Cupid, ’tis said, 

In search of a bed, 

Distractedly sought far and wide, 

‘‘ Each rose bears a thorn, 

My wings will be torn 
Before I find shelter,” he died. 

About to despair, 

He finds a couch wh^'re 
He slumbers in blissful repose. 

F.)r surelv he lies 
In Celia’s eyes, 

Which violet blossoms disclose. 

But this is a practical age. The Poet has 
not ceased to twang his lyre ; on the con- 
trary, he sings louder than ever, and to 
some purpose, as the following elegant 
extract from the advertisement columns 
of the Surrey Comet will testify. 

The lay is* too long to give in exfenso ] 
we quote one stanza only : — 

1898. 

I got ’em asbo»-e, as I said b'^fore, 

At a port called Surbiton, 

A-facing the station is moored the ship, 

And “Fr-m-n ” is wrote thereon. 

It ’s an A1 craft, with a show on deck 
Of Station’rv, Purses, Frames, 

Pictures and Pottery, White -wood goods, 

And Pencils, and Paints, and Games. 


Brighton Statues. — The Corporation of 
Brighton has gratefully accepted the dis- 
carded statues from the late Mr. Barnato’s 
house in Park Lane, and is about to erect 
these precious works of ait, at considerable 
expense, in the public gardens. ‘‘Ar.s 
Honpa” these illnstrious municipal con- 
noisseurs are determined to have. Ears 
longer they must know they already possess 
— ears longer even than those of the more 
humble animals which at times adorn, not 
the public gardens, but the beach. 

During the Fog. 

Daily Passoiaer (tft sulturhan station). 
How are the trains running this morning? 

Facetious Station master. On the usual 
lines, Sir, 

An Essentially Polite Me.mber op a 
Popular Profession, — T he ciri! engineer. 



Up to Concert Pitch. 
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THE BABES. 

The Great Drury Lane Annual is in many respects greater tlian 
ever. Of not a few pantomimes it may be said, “ Magnificent, 
but not comic”; hut The^ Babes in the Wood at Old Drury, 
where, only a short while since, Druriolanus Maximus was auto- 
cratic, besides being brilliant as a spectacle, is artistically excel- 
lent in its scenic effects and in its rare combinations of colour ; 
while for rollicking nonsensical fun there are at least four 
capital scenes, of which the last, “ The Corner of the Paddock 
and the Racecourse,” is in itself a cleverly-contrived burlesque 
of a great “ sporting melodrama,” which was, some few years 
ago, the great attraction of an Autumn season at Drury Lane. 
The Treasury of Ancient Drury, as well as the parents of The 
Babes, Messrs. Arthur Collins and Arthur Sturgess, should 
profit considerably by this Pantomime, for excellently well have 
the two Arthurs achieved their joint Arthurship.” To the 



Enter Dan Leno and Herbert Campbell. “ The Babes.” 


indefatigable J. M. Glover, their most energetically-active Right 
Hand (and Glover) Man (more power to his elbow and 
hdtonf), is due all praise for the music which, having cleverly 
“ composed ” it, sagaciously “ selected it, and admirably “ ar- 
ranged” it, he convincingly conducts with arms, legs, head, and 
eyeglass ; now upstanding, while, as a musical .^olus, he directs 
“the wind” on the stage, ever and anon keeping watchful eyes 
and ears for the strings, cymbals, and big drum in the orchestra. 
The Babes themselves, Messrs. Dan Leno and Herbert Camp- 
bell, with the Prince Paragon of Pantomime, Miss 'Ada 
Blanche, all harmoniously working^ together, have done their 
very best, and will continue to do it nightly, in order to keep 
up the well-earned reputation of Old Drury, as the ancient home 
or genuine English Pantomime. 

The scenic artists have done wonders. Anything more per- 
fectly designed and painted than Mr. Henry Emden's “Prince’s 
Gardens” has rarely been equalled, still more rarely (if ever) 
excelled. It is a splendid specimen of how great an illusion can 
be effected on a simple “ cloth.” Examine it carefully through 
a good opera-glass. Then there is the Panorama by Kautsky, a 
beautiful work of scenic art ; the Mushroom Meadow, a quaintly- 
clever arrangement by Bruce Smith ; and once again Mr. Henry 
Emdbn compels universal applause for his last scene of all, 
wherein takes place the coronation of the Prince, Ada Blanche, 
who is united to his blushing Marian, Miss Violet Robinson, 
who, as the bride, appears in “ gorgeous ” array. This last scene 
for combination of colour, for original stage contrivances, for 
grouping on what may be termed “ the gangway,” and for the 
space above occupied by the graceful Queen Humming Bird, 


Madame Grioolati (as merry as a Grig-olati), and her flying 
fairies, beats the record even of Drury Lane’s great shows. 

Dan Leno, as the boy, never appears, speaks, dances, or sings 
without evoking bursts of uncontrollable laughter ; and his com- 
panion, Herbert Campbell, as the Babe-sister, is “immense.” 
The two robbers, Messrs. Grifpin and Dubois, are equally 
amusing as actors and acrobats. Ernest D’Auban ably sus- 
tains the ancient name and family reputation for ballet and 
pantomime, while in' Mr. John A. Warden, as the Baron Ban- 
bury, Mr.^ Edward Terry might any day find an alter ego to 
play for him. After the uproarious fun, the most popular inci- 
dent is a noiseless and exceptionally-graceful dance by the Prince 
and his future bride, for which Miss Robinson and Miss Ada 
Blanche could obtain a triple encore any night they may have 
tirne to take it. Prom^ beginning to end, for grand spectacle, 
artistic effects, and capital fun, the Babes at Drury Lane take 
the Twelfth Night cake, and behave themselves so admirably 
that it is impossible to beat them. 


OUR BOOKING-OEPIOE. 

There are few men more capable than Dr. George Smith cf 
doing justice to the task h© has set himself in sketching the lives 
and accomplishments of Twelve Indian Statesmen (John Murray). 
The muster roll is a blazon of honour: Charles Grant, Sir 
Henry Lawrence, Lord Lawrence, Sir James Outram, Sir 
Donald McLeod, Sir Henry Durand, Colin Mackenzie, Sir 
Herbert Edwardes, John Clark Marshman, Sir Henry Maine, 
Sir Henry Ramsay, and Sir Charles Aitchison. , Of the dozen. 
Dr. Smith, himself a distinguished Anglo^-Indian," knew all save 
one, counting some as intimate friends. With the double advan- 
tage of personal acquaintance, and of familiarity with social life 
and political events in India, Dr. Smith is able to re-jUumine the 
brilliant pathway of these noble lives. The twelve chapters 
compose a fascinating study of what may be done by the English- 
man abroad. My Baronite uses that term for the sake of co-n- 
venience. As Dr. Smith sets forth in a striking passage, Great 
Britain and Ireland have been thoroughly united m building up 
the Empire of India. Clive and Warren Hastings were Eng- 
lish ; Lord Minto, the Marquis of Hastings, and Lord Dalhousib 
were Scotch; Ireland helped tO' make the Queen Empress of 
India by giving birth to tne Marquis of Wellesley, and to the 
heroic trio of Lawrences — George, Henry, and J ohn. 

I am the fortunate possessor of a copy of The Story of Marl- 
borough,^ illustrated by Caran d’Aohe (H. Grbvel & Co.), with 
descriptive text by the Hon. Frances Wplseley. This work 
is, I hope, unique, as being so, it will be,^ in years to come, 
invaluable. The particular copy that now lies open before me 
is a Topsy^Turvily^ound booh! That is, the cover is perfectly 
and symmetrically correct; but, openj it, — and I find that the 
last page is the first, and the whole story of Marlborough is up- 
side down 1 Never was there such a thoTough upset of history. 
Let us, however, get it right side up, and then, without 
gymnastics, the Baron can duly read the letterpress and admire 
the pictures, which, with the exception of some of the eccentric 
ones, will somewhat disappoint the admirers of Caran d’Aohb, 
though even these friendly critics will wish that this artist 
had not attempted an imitation of Dore, after the man- 
ner of his Contes Drolatigues peculiarities. ^ The stoiy 
of Marlborough is of course something extraordinary, but ’tis 
nothing to the tail of Marlborough’s horse, as shown in the 
firontdspiece, where ^‘Malbrouh s^en va-t^ guerre and is 
evidently receiving an ovation. The series finishes appropriately 
with little figures in black and grey marching in the funeral 
procession of the great Duke, “qw, enfin, ne reviendra pas” 

Animal Land (Dent & Co.), by Sybil and Katharine Corbet, 
with an introduction by Mr. Andrew Lang, is a delightful non- 
sense-picture hook, exhibiting the creative faculty of the juvenile 
author who, Mr. Lang tells us, is only a four-year-old ! Certainly 
she is the winner of the Nursery Stakes. Tliig Sybil-line book 
has already inspired our Prehistoric Artist. 

The Baron db B.-W. 


Mesoal Intoxication. — A. writer in the Contemporary "Review 
describes his sensations when under the influence of the Mexican 
drug, produced from the Anihalonium Lewiuii cactus, originally 
discovered by a German professor. The Eniglish experimenter 
saw a wonderful variety of gorgeous visions, ending with human 
figures ** fantastic and Chinese in character.” Is it possible that 
another Grerman, much more exalted than the professor, habitu- 
ally eats this Mexican haschisch, with results precisely similar? 
Or is the Anhalonium Lewinii a <Merent plant, though of the 
same family as the Anhalonium Wilhelmii superbissimi ? 
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A NEW ROLE. 






HONOUKED IN THE BREACH? 

Aimt Agatha. “I think it such a pity when old Cuistoms die out. Now, the old Custom of Kissing under the Mistle- 
toe, THAT ’s entirely GONE OUT, HASN’T IT, YiOLET ? ” 

Violet. “Oh, why— of course — how should I know? Of course it has, Auntie. What a stupid question to ask !” 


THE YORK DILEMMA; 

Or^ Row unha;ppy co%ld I he with either ! 
Pity us democrats that stand 
With soul divided, sore in douht, 
Between a bloated Tory and 
A Liberal locker-out 1 


LUDWIG IN LONDON. 


A Stopping. 


Highwellborn Mister Over-News- 
papers-Direktor, — ^After i the two and 
twenty Glas Bier in the Railstationrestora- 
tion to Dover chinked had, slieped i in the 
Waitsaloon until tO' the last Passagiertrain 
towards Londonbritsch awaytravelled was. 
The englisch Bier is stronger as the 
german. Then musted i the Neit in one 
Hotel tobring. Mein Package is towards 
London goed, and i have only, in one- Sack, 
Washs, Clothingbits and Littlenesss, — 
WdscJie, Kleid'ungsstiicke und Kleinigheite. 

I go also in the Hotel againstover the 
Railstation, and i say to the Maiden in the 
Cash, Cassa, “ Gud Evening. ^ I wish one 
gud Slieproom in the first Stick.*’ That 
have i before in mein Wordbook finded. 
She see me all astounded ati Then kom 
the Portier, who reit gud German spiek, 
because he German is. Later say man to 
me that all the Waiters Germans are. 
That rejoice me. It are no englisch Waiters 
in the Fatherland, Ach n&in ! The german 
Waiter is cleverer as the Englandman, and 
he spiek Englisch often better as i. Man 


has to me often sayed that it in London 
many german Friseurs, who the Hairs 
mutch better as the englisch Freezers cut, 
are. Ach so I Deutschland^ Deutschland 
uber alles ! ” 

The Eveningeat in the Foods^oon, 
Speisesaal, is very gud, I eat very willing, 
i drink after yet seven Glas Bier, i smoke 
four Cigars, and then go i to Bed, Was 
fur ein Bett! The Room Us beguemy and 
elegant furnitured, with electrical Lighting, 
but it is no Oven tnerein, and the Steinkohl 
burn in one Hole in the W all. Achy vde 
dumm! But the Bedl No Fethercovei 
over the Foots, no sloping Bolster under 
the Hed. Only one little Fethercushion, 
with one har^ round Cushion ^ under, 
"^at for one Land, where man in such 
Beds sliep must, if man sliep kan I 

Mo-rningearly see i the "Window out. 
The Sun shine. She shine then in England 
in the Winter. Wrniderbar ! I am hungry, 
i will something eat, I haste towards the 
Foodsaloon forth. What drink man hier 
Mornings? Thee mit Bum, ohne ZweifeL 
That kan i not. Nein, man trinkt Kaffee. 
Also drink i Koffee. And man ©at Flesh, 
TTg.Tn and Sausages. I must one Sausage 
eat. She taste not gud ; she is not as in 
the Fatherland. 

Then wisch i in order the Town to see 
outtogo. She is despisable, the Striets are 
very narrow, i go to foot roundabout, i see 
Nothings interesting, and i am in the In- 
tention Wktoturn, when i toO' Soldiers of 
the little englisch Army, who Walkingsticks 


carry, see. Ach, wie lacherlich! Are these 
Walkingsticks the Weapons of the little 
Army? Why not Umbrellas? They were 
usefuUer in the englisch Klimate. The 
officers carry perhaps the Umbrellas. So 
have i something New in Dover seed. J a, 
ja, ja ! 

After the Walkgo am i very hungry. It 
is eleven Clock. I wish the second Es^ly- 
bit, das zweite Frilhstuck, the Morning- 
lunch, to eat. Man bring me Calfs-cote- 
letts and Beafstek. They are very gud. I 
eat myself full thereon, and I <Mnk six 
Glas Bier. Nau smoke i one Pair Cigars 
before i in the Railstation go. 

Permit your Highwellborn the Insur^ce 
of the complete st Highattention with witch 
i me undersein. 

Your Hjghwellbom’s humblest, 

Ludwig. 


HERR TROJAN, PROSIT 1 

Oh I English jokers, you safely laugh 
At Kaiser Wilhelm, no longer jung, 
And go unpunished, althou^ your chaff 
Must be Majestdtsbeleidigung. 

Jeer more' than ever at Wilhelm, who 
Is always a lachenswerter Mann, 

Yet if folks laugh, as he makes them do. 
They have to suffer like Herr Trojan. 


And pity this hero who gets it hot 
For making fun of the Fmpereur, 

A Trojan who beats all AEneas’s lot, 
Der Kladderadatschische Bedakteur. 





A BACHTiJI-OE UNCLE’S DIARY. 

- Past III. 

— Fearful shrieks from bath-room 
Moat 7 A.M. arouse me from troubled slum- 
A j- dressing-gown and rush 

to landing Boys (invalid included) souab- 
bhi^ for w^t they vulgarly oaU “ fcst go ” 
at bath. Pacify them, and ask, “mat 

i g°®® first?” Tommv 

says. Oh I it don t matter, of course. We 

^e lark of the thmg, you know, uncle.” 
bail to grasp tte idea, and retire to dress. 
At breakfast. Max eats four eggs, outlet 

«P with, first 

r nibbles some dry 

toMt. My keeper arrives at ten. Draws 

‘ s^- yoii 


"vveii, wJmt 

hif ^ G ^ ^ Bobbins merely scratches 
Jus head. So stupid of him. Whv doesn't 

he suggest someW? I say to bZ! 

Suppose you oome and watch me shocrt? 
I hwdly think you ought to bAtrimted 
chorus and assur- 
.f¥ had shot all their lives. 

This at fourteen and fifteen years of aee 
respectivdyl What am I to do ? 0^! 
promise by sa^ng I can only spare 

I ^ least rnmmise chance of co- 

roner’s inqiwst. Max, as senior, carries 
gun, to start with. Keep furtive eye on 


hun as we walk across fields to first bank. 

. rerret put m. Anxious expectancy. Out 
' g^ Pidls trigger. No result. 

- * 1 .^ \ * forgot to load the 

■■ beastly thing 1 he says. Great clamour 
1 w other pair as to whether this is, or is 
> “shot.” They contend he 

ought to give up gun to them. I adjudi- 
; cate, and decide in Max’s favour, on 
• groMd that you can’t have a “^ot” 
i empty gun. Adjust cartridges for 
■ him. Ferret m again. Soufiding heard. 
Cut bolts another rabbit, closely followed 
*? “louth of hole. Max blazes 
both bareels. Rabbit untouched, hut 
ferret killed on spot. Robbins very glum 

- Looks reproachfuUy at me. Why me? “T 

dkfwrt be Sir.” This assertion 

istmotly untrue. He never said a word 
about shooting ferret. Tommt takes next 
^ot, and misses ne:rt rabbit. Stray pellet 
luts Pmcher, who does record journey to 
rtie house, howling After Boots has also 
fruitlessly expended a cartridge, narro-wly 
missing the under-keeper, suggest ad- 
i^ournmg to the bam for rat-hunt. Feel 
happier when boys only armed with sticks. 
Pass rest of moramg killing rats. , In course 
on liire ponies for boys to hunt i 

exception of Boots 
talnng my pet Alderney familiarly by the 
w g^ttmg kicked over for his pains, 

attmpt some improving ” conversation 
resign when trio 
fa “Maynb Reid's all right, 
but that Shakspeare 's a bit of an ass ” 


; A DAILY (NEWS) WANT. 

Says an ^ advertisement in the Daily 
» News: First-class all round journalist 
' wants change.” Doubtless. The condition 
is one not unfamiliar to us all. But why 
this prominence given to an individual 
case r And why, since it appears so urgent, 
does not the first-class all round (what is 
his precise girth?) journalist state exactly 
the amount of change he wants, and, as 
the bland counter-clerk says when you are 
changing a cheque, how will he take it ? 

“PY SUIS, J'Y RESTE.” 

® I must confess to an 

Sublime Shadow 
of Constantinople. He has done nothing, 

*A *^2 nothing, and nothing wfli 
,*® anything. Now he has 
ordered four new ironclads, 
of Salaries 

spectacle 

mten^respect for his ^thods 
wthottt means. His Majesty may learn 

®“5 jf®"®at admirer (Asides 
Sir B. A.-B. and Cap’en T. B.) in 

Your obedient servant, 

/T X ^ , Hoeatio Naredowhebl. 
(Late Col. Hampstead Heath Rangers.) 

JRaMshacMs Dodge, Sheepwash-ou-ISea* 

Not a Mimtaht Man— G eneral Dealer. 
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LETTERS TO THE CELEBRATED.] 

No. TIL — To THE Marquis of Salisbury. 

My Lord, — ^In moments of depressio-nithas sometimes occurred 
to me tO' speculate as to whetfier you really exist. Is there, in 
truth, such a person as the po-pular mind variously conceives the 
present Marquis of Salisbury to be, and is this person in his 
actual corporeal existence at this moment Prime Minister and 
Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs ? Is it possible, I say to 
myself, that a real living man can be at once vigorous and feeble, 
determined and vacillating, cautious and blazingly indiscreet, a 
man of affairs and a devotee of science, a public speaker of merit 
and a shrinking recluse, the chief of a turbulent democracy and 
a cynic steeped in aristocratic prejudices, a patriot minister and 
a craven conceder of his country's just rights? No, the combina- 
tion seems impossible ; all these contradictions stagger me, and 
I find myself driven to the verge of believing that the speakers 
and statesmen of both our great parties have invented, each for 
his own purpose, a convenient figure, a variable avatar, and have 
labelled it with a noble name so that they may have some definite 
object for their hopes, their fears, their admirations, or their 
dislikes. In support of this theory, a man might plausibly allege 
that, of late, at any rate, your personal influence has made itselt 
but little felt either in the councils of the great powers of Europe 
or in those of the Unionist party. The Lord Salisbury of whom 
Eadical speakers declare that he is an unbending representative 
of the highest and driest and least popular principles of musty 
Toryism, who, as Lord Egbert Cecil, resigned his office rather 
than countenance the passing of a bill for electoral reform, who 
is, if one may use the phrase, red in tooth and claw with the 
life-blood of Liberal measures — ^how, in any case, can this be the 
Lord Salisbury who follows submissively in tne wake of Mr. 
Joseph Chamberlain, and alienates Lord JjOndonderry by carry- 
ing an Employers’ Liability Act safely through the storms ot 
the House of Lords? Can we recognise in the man who 
threatens the Sultan with the vengeance of Heaven, but shrinks 
from enforcing the spiritual menace by a fleet of warships, that 
stem opponent of autocratic ambition who helped to restore the 
tottering power of the Turk, and wrested Peace with Honour 
from the embattled legions of the Eussian Czar ? 

I might pursue this antithetical path much longer, but I re- 
frain. For after all, if you embody many contradictions, it is 
only because, in spite of your rugged speech and leonine appear- 
ance, you are more frankly human than most of those who 
support or who criticise you. Nature moulded you to be a man 
of thought, slow, critical, deliberate, and careful. The tyrannous 
force of circumstances, coupled with your own high and chival- 
rous sense of all that a great name and high position re<^uired^ ot 
a man, has driven you out on a tempestuous career, m which 
constant perils demand swift resolution and undaunted action- 
The time is out of joint ; that much you feel and know, but 
you feel with a more assured certainty that the spite is indeed a 
cursed one which has laid upon you of all men the heavy burden 
of setting it right. Leave it alone, you murmur to yourself ; 
touch it with care, you say in some Primrose League oration, and 
suddenly, lo and behold, you find yourself tinkering, and hammer- 
ing, and dovetailing and cutting away like any journeyman 
carpenter of the rest of them, but without the journeyman 
carpenter’s conviction that his work will improve instead of 
utterly destroying. Thus your malignant fate, working even 
more effectively than your own honourable ambition to serve 
your country, hfl.a made you the chief of the Conservative party 
at a time when most of those who' act with it seem tO' have de- 
termined that there is but little in the constitution and govern- 
ment of the State that is worthy of conservation. Occasionally 
you blaze forth into an outspoken revolt against yourself and 
them, and during the days that succeed the columns of the 
newspapers' that support your party teem with denials, attenua- 
tio>ns and explanations, while on platform after platform sorely- 
perplexed Conservative orators cover the black patches of your 
speech each with his own particular coat of whitewash. It is an 
amusing spectacle, and not leasit amusing, I take^ it, to you, if 
ever in the pleasant retirement of Hatfield or amid the anxious 
work of the Foreign Office you trouble yourself to give another 
thought to the matter. And in any case it must have been a 
relief to you to liberate your soul, whatever may be the conse- 
quences, and to strike a panic into the despised minds of those 
whose thoughts are bent on the retention or on the acquisition, 
quocunque modOj of votes and voters. 

Whether or not a political party is best served by such a 
leader may be left to others tO' determine. It is idle to deny 
that, now that politics know Mr. Gladstone no longer, you are 
by far the most interesting figure in public life. You puzzle, 
you surprise, you startle. Those who hear you or read your 



Sartffrml Artist, ‘‘Those will be all the Measurements I shall 

REQUIRE, SlR,>HANK YOU. AND NOW WHAT,. SORT OF SHOULDERS 
WOULD YOU PREFER? I SHOULD^REOOMMEND ’ THE MILITARY SHOUL- 
DER TO MATCH THE MOUSTACHE T” 

speeches are forced to think. You do not- juggle with words, 
nor do you bandy empty compliments. Your thoughts and the 
words in which you express them are noi mere pale reflection of 
the minds of others. They are your own, instinct with a definite 
personality, and they are more often than not unexpected. For 
the actions that follow on these words and often give them a 
flat denial, you are not wholly responsible, for when the time for 
action comes, others assert themselves, and fortunately or un- 
fortunately impede you. And it may be that to you action is 
merely a choice of evils, a process far less important than the 
utterance of an honest personal conviction. “ Thinking a thing,’' 
as James Eussell Lowell says in one of his essays, “ becomes 
better than doing it, and thought with its easy perfection, 
capable of everything because it can accomplish everything with 
id©^ means, is vastly more attractive and satisfactory than deed, 
which must be wrought at best with imperfect instruments, and 
always falls short of the conception that went before it.” 

I conclude, my Lord, by wishing you many years of undL 
minished activity. For it is well that our political life should 
still have power to attract men of ancient lineage of high 
and unblemiiffied character. You have known what it means to 
struggle in early days against adversity, and you have fought 
your way to the great position you occupy by sheer fo>rce of 
intellect and energy. Whatever may be your choice, whether 
you continue to devote your powers to the public service or seek 
a well-earned rest from the labours of the State, you can always 
co'Unt upon the high respect of your fellow-countrymen, even of 
those amongst them who have most strenuously opposed ^ou. 

I am, my Lord, always faithfully yours, The Vagrant, 


Charing Cross at Night.— “The finest site in Europe.” 
Can’t see anything of it, with one’s eyes dazzled by the hypnotic 
illuminated ^vertisements of somebody’s soap, somebody’s soup, 
and somebody’s snapshooter. , » 
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‘‘Mt Hair is oettino quite Grey, and will remain so as long as I Live.” 
YOU St” always make it remain Blonde as long 


SPORTIYE SONGS. 

A SentiTnerUal Jthymster espies <m early £ud in 
his JPart&rre^ and is reasonahly disappointed, 

I SEE a little bud to-day 
That fills me with delight. 

Fair as the blooms of later May 
That scent the Summer ni^t, 

A little bud of smallest worth, 

That rises from its bed. 

All pushed aside the leaf-strewn earth 
To which its root was wed 1 

A little bud, but still the first 
To point its little way, 

All eager, hungry and athirst, 

To taste the jo^ of day I 
All venturesome its path to cleave 
And this great world to know ; 

Eestless its mother-mould to leave, 

Not recking ice or snow I 

Perchance it might the cold withstand, 
And blossom into flower. 

Or perish ^neath the ruthless hand, 

Of some grim hail-stone, liowerl 


Only a snowdrop to recall 
Your message of To be, 

That token of the After All 
That made the Past for me I 

For you were Snowdrop in the Past 
Before the Springtime came, 
when skies were -dull and overcast, 
^Twas then I gave your name I 
I watched your tenderness arise 
Amid the arid land, 

You heeded not the loving eyes 
You could not understand. * 

But yet I send this bud to you 
In token of those days, 

Before I ^d biddeu long adieu 
To victory and bays. 

This little bud I 'd ask you wear 
In proof of Love not dead! 

I pluck it. Horror I I declare 
'Tis but a crocus head I 


Shocking Ocoxjbrencb in the Lectttre- 
RooM OP THE SoaETT OP Auts. — ^D r. Eam- 
SAT on “ Fire ” 1 


THE BITTER CRY OF THE MINOR POET. 

[“ Mr. Le G-allienne’s proposal that millionaires 
should endow genuine poets, and so obtain im- 
mortality seems, as yet, to have elicited no adequate 
response.” — The Mmstrel Advertiser,'] 

Whbnh’bb I wailk the public ways. 

How many poor that lack ablution 
Do probe my heart with j^nsive gaze, 
And beg a trivial contribution ! 

When they accost me as “ My Lord ” 
And pray that Heaven may guard my 
going, 

It cuts my vitals like a sword 
To check my charity from flowing ; 

To pass them by as though my ear 
Had missed their genial observations. 
And subsequently in the rear 
To catch a stream of imprecations. 

Perchance not all of these were bom 
To crave the desultory copper ; 

They were not ever thus forlorn, 

But came a paralyzing cropper. 

Haply beneath those rude outsides, 

In substance scant, in texture scaly, 
Some mute inglorious Barncjm hides. 

Or else an undeveloped Bailey. 

But sadder still it is to see, 

Advancing down the gutter’s hollow, 
Some sandwichman that used to be 
Closely connected with Apollo I 

Where now from shoulders slightly wrung 
You note the blatant boards suspended, 
In front — ^the living lyre was slung. 
Behind — ^the lustrous mane descended I 

Within that mane the birds of song 
Would build their nests and lightly 
carol, 

What time the owner moved along 
In beauteous velveteen apparel. 

Long since he sold his sounding lyre, 
Pruned all his locks and pawned his 
raiment ; 

He works for mere ignoble hire 
Because it offers ampler payment. 

Tfie spealdng eye, the godlike brow, 

That lips should lave and bosoms 
cherish — 

We trample on them, we allow 
These priceless things to go and perish ! 

The nations’ hides are very hard ; 

You ask a trifle nett — they grudge it ; 
You scarcely ever hear a Bard 
So much as mentioned in a Budget. 

Sweet millionaires I your chance is come j 
Yours is the duty and you know it ; 
Surely your hearts within you hum 
To reconstruct the starving Poet! 

0 Thomas Litton, gallant Knight ! 

(Your health in fragrant tea and 
fruity !) 

How can you sin against the light 
Who paid the champion cheque for 
Duty? 

0 Hoolby ! as you hope to win 
An Earldom with the Garter tied on, 
Come, make a paltry puncture in 
Your swollen wealth of tyre and Sidon 1 

Sell those ancestral halls and let 
Big syndicates of Song be floated ; 

And, by a touch of humour, get 
The Stock Exchange to have 'em 
quoted! 
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tliere was no sign of Imman life. The death-like silence was only 
broken by the strange hissing sound as, far aboye my head, 
gigantic coal-scuttles rushed tiurough the air. In the front of 
each gleamed a brilliant search-light. Each seemed to have three 
elastic tentacles terminating in a scoop, which it trailed along 
the ground as if seeking for its prey. Once a dreadful shriek 
thrilled through the air, and a hm^ed yards from me 1 saw a 
Coalscuttlian had shovelled up an unhappy man. The tentacle 
swiftly contracted, up flew the wretched victim through the air 
and vanished into the interior of his captor. With a shudder I 

crawled stealthily into the shelter of a olaokberry bush 

Several hours passed away. Sometimes a slimy tentacle came 
close to my face, and a shovel seemed to be digging at the roots 
of the bramble. But foitunately they were strong, and with 
an awful whistle the baflled Coalscuttlian passed elsewhere. 

As the evening came on, the glare of the search-lights became 
brighter. Occasionally a shower of coal fell upon my head. At 
last, impelled by hunger, I determined to make a rush for London, 
trusting that I might find other human beings there. But I had 
scarce left my shelter when I stopped aghast. There, straight 
before my eyes, where London had lately stood, was a gigantic 
black mountain, towering to the skies. In a moment the dread- 
ful truth flashed across my mind. The all-conquering Coal- 
seuttlians had buried the entire city under an enormous hill of 
best Wallsend ! . . . . {^Auikor'^s note to the Editor. — ^That ought 
bo thfUl your readers enough for the present. But IVe got 
plenty of horrors left for the other chapters, which will appear 
each month for a year or so in your magazine. Nothing like the 
scientific-shocker to raise your circulation nowadays I] 


‘^Ars est celare Artem-’’ 

Foot Belation (to rich Aunt^ Now, Axxntie, dear, we want you 
to come and dine with us on Thursday. 

Bich Aunt. Oh, my dear, I ’m afraid it is impossible^ 

Poor B. Don’t say that 1 Charlie will be so disappointed! 
Bich A. I’m very sorry, but I’m engaged to dine with the 
Smiths on Thursday. 

Poor B. (off her guard). Oh, yes; so I heard! 


THE FASHIONS FOR 1898. 

“Muzzles! They ’’abb bather a bother. But then, what 
CAN YOU no ? Every one wears them. I heard my old Lady 

SAY HERS WAS A GREAT PROTECTION IN OOLD WeATHER TOO ! 

THE COAL-SCUTTLE EPOCH. 

(Quite the Bates. Fashion in BoinaTice.) 

CHAPTERiiXLIX.J 

.... By this time the extinction of human life was well-nigh 
complete. By some strange freak the vitality of our race 1^ 
been transferred to one of the commonest of domestic utensils. 
There had been some warnings of this catastro-phe for many 
generations, but foolish mankind had failed to notice them. 
Thus, of all his servants, the coal-scuttle had given the clearest 
signs of resisting man’s rule. It had refused to perfom its 
duties, at times it would cover the carpet with coal, at others it 
consumed all the coal itself and was found to be absolutely 
empty when it had been filled but a ^ short time previously. 
About the year 1900 its unsuspected vitality became less dor- 
mant, and several powerful coal-scuttles began to throw their 
contents at their masters’ heads. Gradually man became weal^r 
and weaker, and the Coalscuttlians stronger and stronger. By 
the year 1950 they had become practically the masters of the 
World. A century earlier, certain scientists had predicted that 
the supply of coal would shortly come tO' an end. But this was 
obviated by the metamorphic irradiation on the lithosphe^ con- 
verting, or, rather, reducing the carbonifera to an oxyhydro- 
phospormetasulphate. (Yah, you wretched reader, that 11 puzzle 
you ! — Author^ s marginal note.) Of course this simple and ele- 
mentary result had been overlooked. But as the student or the 
modern scientific romance, who' likes this kind of d^ail, will 
readily understand, the natural sequence of events had helped to 
bring about the overthrow of man, and the supremacy of the 
terrible Coalscuttlians became complete, owing to the profound 

. « , n ^ 2x2 2+2 . 

scientific truth that — ^ ^ 

Ohapter'’,L. 

.... Wearied and exhausted I flung myself down upon the 
deserted plain of Hampstead Heath. As far as my sight reached 



SANDY MACPARTINCTON AND THE “ENCLISH" FLOOD. 

TA petition signed ly 104,388 Scottish people has h^n prw^ted to the 
pnJ St tS use of the words EnglanS >’ and “Unglish” ss rspre- 
nting Great Britain.— See Standard, December 30.] 
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Someone's Eat blows off. 

1 ^ 

THE L. C. C. VOTER’S VADE MECTJM. 

Question. You know that there is to be 
an election of the L. 0. C. in the course of 
a week or so ? 

Answer. Yes; I have seen something 
concerning it in the papers. 

Q. Do you know anything further about 
it? 

A. No ; but I suppose I shall be en- 
lightened by canvassers and leaflets before 
the polling day is reached. 

Q. But do you not think it your duty 
as a citizen to take an interest in the 
matter P 

A. Scarcely ; because I am satisfied that 
the dust-hole is regularly cleared weekly, 
and we have plenty of water. 

Q. But are you not aware that the 
L. 0. C. have nothing directly to do with 
either household dust or household water ? 

A. Very likely not ; but I really do not 
care, either way. 

^ Q. Do you not know that the beautifica- 
tion of London is practically in the hands 
of the L. C. 0. ? 

A. Very possibly; but I only interest 
myself in my own Terrace, and that is not 
likely to be improved yet awhile. 

Q. But I suppose you will listen to those 
who desire to instruct you before the elec- 
tion? 

A. Certainly, with the greatest courtesy 
and patience. 

Q. And when the polling day is reached, 
what will you do ? 

A. Why, act upon precedent, and forget 
all about it I 


Shortsighted Old Gent {excitedly). “ Hi ! hi ! 



At the Fancy Dress Ball. 

She, You won’t te long ? ” 

He. “No. I ’m going down stairs just to have a 
smoke.” 

Lights that often Fail. — Those in 
acrostics. 


Yoioks ! Gone awa-a-t ! ! ” 


AFTER YULE-TIDE. 

[MoTris, from a Note-book.) 

See that the holly and mistletoe, which 
have become dustier and dustier, are re- 
moved from my study without the dis- 
turbance of my papers. 

Write a line to the boys’ school pointing 
out the incr^sed charge for stationery- 

Get my wife to go through the Christ- 
mas cards with the view to ascertaining 
whether any of them, with the assistanoe 
of a piece of india-rubber, can be used for 
next Christmas. 

Examine my banker’s pass-book to dis- 
cover whether my standing orders to pay 
subscriptions for clubs, &c., has landed my 
credit account with an entry on the wrong 
side. 

Knock off answers to ‘‘hearty good 
wishes for the New Year,” with suitable 
excuses for delay in reply. 

Lastly, send for the doctor to set matters 
right in re my gout caused by port and 
champagne, and chronic indigestion, the 
outcome of mince-pies and plum-pudding. 


Well, to be Sewer ! — ^The City Commis- 
sion of Sewers, a body which has been in 
existence for 230 years, has now come to 
an end, not because its resources have been 
drained, on the contrary, it has always 
been very fl.ush of capital, but it has now 
been thought advisable to ^ke a clean 
sweep of the authority and incorporate it 
in the Public Health Department. 
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PROWESS. 

Yomig Farmer {after trying whin lushes for a rallit, to Cockney Friend 
out for h%s first shoot). “Hello! Eh I What? Why, you Ve shot 
A Fox ! ” 

Cockney Friend. “ Oh, come, I sy ! Why, you didn’t think I 
WAS SUCH A Duffer as to miss a grite big Beggar like that ! ” 

STUDIES IN NOT TOO PLAIN GBOMETET, 

{ByZ.Y.X.) 

' Proposition I. Problem. 

To make loth erids meeti each to eachj when a Parson receives a vanishing 
suh-multijple of his tithes^ and is inversely rated cm his jgrofessional 
income. 

Let a be the given parson, P the given tithe-payer, and LSI) 
the given finite tithe, which, as a matter of fact, is never given, 
but is generally bisected, and sometimes not produced at all : it 
is required to continue A in the same circle, that is, to make 
both ends meet. 

Because A is the centre of a circle, which may be of any magni- 
tude, ^ ^ \_Postulate 4. 

And P is a point within this circle, from which the given finite 
tithe LSD may (with great difficulty) be drawn ; {Axiom 13. 
It will be found that LSD is successively bisected, and produced 
ever so far both ways, but not in the direction of A ; 

But, since the part is less than the whole, [Axiom 9. 

Any number of lines may be drawn from A without touching P. 

[Hypothesis. 

■And one only of these, SAD, will produce SD, the lesser part 
of the tithe pm 

Consequently, SD only will pass through A y which is absurd. 
Therefore A cannot continue in the same circle ; 

For it has been shown that A is not equal to it ; 

Otherwise both ends would meet, each to each, which is im- 
possible. [Axiom 15. 

Wherefore, the problem given above has not been solved, q.b.f. 
[Note. — ^Each £100 of tithe yields for 1898 only £68 14^. 11«^.] 


Majestaetsbbleidigung. — The brave Editor of our German 
contemporary, Kladderadahch, is accused of this monstrous 
offence, and will probably be punished with barbarous severity 
by the Sacred Kaiser. What a pity there is not also the offence 
of Humanitdtsheleidigung, for which some punishment could be 
awarded to this Imperial buffoon. 


OUR BOYS. WHAT TO DO WITH THEM? 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^I am sure you will open your sympa- 
thetic columns to the despair of a father who' is left with three 
marriageable but unmarried sons on his hands. What is to be- 
come of them? Listen to my story, and then, if you can, 
wonder that I complain. 

Knowing that my boys would be left without a competence, 
and unwilling tO' trust them to the uncertain chances of matri- 
mony, I decided to- give them such a training as would fit them 
to find for themselves. Johnnie, my eldest, would be a bar- 
rister. I shuddered at the expense, but the poor boy was bent 
on itj and there was just a chance that he might become devil 

to Miss S , the great Q.C., in which c^e I was not without 

hope that his pretty ways and winning smile might bring him an 
offer of marriage. Delusion fond ! It was a father’s dream 1 

Miss S took in a niece of her own, and poor Johnnie, after 

waitin^ears for the briefs that never came, had to give up the 
Bar. He now teaches in a Kindergarten^ where he lectures the 
infants on conchology, and gives practical demonstrations on 
the shell of a periwinkle. 

Tom, my second, was all for surgery. I knew it was madness 
for a boy to enter what is par excellence a woman’s profession, 
but he would not listen to my reasons. Failure, in his case, was 
a foregone conclusion, and it is perhaps surprising that he Keeps 
himself in hats and gloves by nursing a cantankerous old lady. 

Philip, my youngest, was always a domesticated boy, and 
showed no desire for a learned profession. This gave me no small 
relief, and as Oxford and Bart’s had run away with so much 
moneys and done so little for my eldest sons, I determined to 
send Philip to the Board School. Here he had a brilliant 
career, taking numerous prizes in cookery and laundry-work. As 
soon as he left school, he obtained a^ situation as “ General,” and 
at the present moment he is enjoying what in these days is a 
sinecure, as gentleman’s help in a country vicarage. He cooks, 
cleans the boots, and does the housework for the family and 
paying guests; oaths the babies and tutors the children when* 
not otherwise engaged. In return for this he gets a Christian 
home, and half-a-crown a week. 

Now, Mr. Punkh, I ask you, what are we to do with our sons ? 
The overcrowding of the professions is an old, old story. Women 
won’t marry — our boys remain bachelors. 'What else is left? 
Domestic service ? I have tried it, and after my experience, I 
put it to you, Sir, can it be recommended ? 

Yours despairingly. Paterfamilias. 


“ 0 TEMPORA I 0 MORES 1 ” 

[“ The ^ Moody Manners Opera Compam' Limited ’ has just been registered 
\nth a capital of £3000,” &c., kc.^Dax\y ruper.'\ 

Excellent I Moody manners” should always be strictly 
limited in company. But is this a company for limiting “ moody 
manners,” or does Moody Manners wishj as his name suggests, 
to limit his company ? If the foimer, it is a magnmn opus, and 
needs a company accustomed to such weighty opera. This seems 
to exclude light Opera, which, considering the purpose of the 
company, is a pity. Perhaps, however, it is not all “moody 
manners” that are to be limited, but only manners of some 
moods — imperative manners, for instance, or manners indicative 
of bad breeding. Even so, the present company has a future 
before it in helping to make the imperfect perfect, so that public 
interest in its moods would be in-tense. 

It is to be hoped no shares will be issued to the public, in order 
to avoid increasing the numbers who already have a share of 
“ moody manners.” They should be kept as far as possible in one 
Hand, at any rate until the company can feel its feet. It must 
be pointed out that limited liability in this connection is no 
new idea, for in Mr. FuncJds company the liability to “moody 
manners ” has always been extremely limited, in fact non-existent. 

To be Let on Lease. — Some valuable properties on the sea- 
coast. Fine marine views. Good boating. No restrictions on 
building. No licence required for sale of beer. Tenants can 
terminate lease at any time. Rents extremely moderate. Tenants’ 
fixtures taken at their own valuation on expiration of lease. 
Neighbourhood very select, and likely to become popular resort 
for European families. Apply, Tsung-Ii-Yamen, Pekin. 


Telegram from dislingaishrd twlJcmav, Jute of the Board of Trade, 
to British Forces in the Sovdan. 

“ You ’VB gone too far already, don’t go — Farrer.” 

[Beply not worth paying. 
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RESEARCHES IN ANCIENT SPORTS. 

The Lhoullus GtOLP Club. 


MONTE CARLO. 

Oh, don’t I wish that I possessed a tiny principality, 

So’ beautifully placed upon a quite ideal spot, 
n Between two hostile countries to he sure of its neutrality, 

Then leased by a Casino ! "What an enviable lot ! 

My income would increase like that of Albert, Prince of Monaco, 
Who thrives so well on persons who are out upon the loose, 
But Albert for more golden eggs, don’t be too hard upon a Co. 
That keeps you. Where would you be if you killed the gam- 
bling goose ? 

OUR GIRLS. WHAT TO GIYE THEM? 

Dear Mr. Punch, — When my sisters went off to the cricket- 
field on a fine summer morning, and left me at home to dam the 
socks and overhaul the washing, I used to feel the bitterness of 
things and to blame Fate that had made me a man. But 
experience has taught me that few changes are so' fraught with 
evil as not to bring some compensating good, and even in this 
latterday reversal of the sexes, I find a drop of consolation which 
goes far to reconcile me to my altered lot. 

The problem, “ What to give our girls ? ” is one that vexes all 
men, and as I have at last solved it, a list of my presents will, 
I am convinced, be of interest and value to your readers. To 
Kate, who is a cricket enthusiast, I have given a cane-spliced 
bat and a pair of pads. The latter she has buckled on, and with 
the former in her hands, she studies her positions in the looking- 
glass all day, and slogs imaginary “fours.” Mart, who is no 
mean pugilist, would now treat subde and kid with equal scorn : 
I have, therefore, presented her with a pair of boxing-gloves, 
and she may now be seen in her bedroom sparring at a bladder 
from ten to four. Nellie, who is something of a scorcher, used 
to complain that her road-racing records were always being spoilt 
by stupid deaf old gentlemen, who would keep getting knocked 
down. I have bought her the loudest and best bicycle bell in 
the market, and she has now ridden for a fortnight without a 
;casualty. Jane is captain of her College Fiftt^erx, and I am 
‘working her the Girton arms upon a football jersey. As my 
little gift was not ready in time, I bought her an interim present 
of a hundred cigarettes. When Papa is not about she lets me 
-whiff one with her, and she says it is a pity I am ntot a girl, for 
I have plenty of pace, and with my shoulders I ought to be very 
useful in the serum. One of the Weaeier Sex. 


An Era of Palmistry. — The JSra Almanack for 1898 contains 
fac-similes of the hands of actors and actresses. All hands to 
the Era! These “hands” are not by any means out of work, 
put they are decidedly striking. Mrs. Keelet’s takes the palm. 
Though the hands are scored with lines, yet no one hand exactly 
indicates the line its owner has taken professionally. Nothing 


delights an actor more than “getting a hand,” and here each 
provides the requisite applause for himself. Should the Editor 
wish to continue the series he will simply have to advertise, “All 
hands to the Era ! ” 

OLD MASTERS AT THE GRAFTON GALLERY. 

Mr. Selx.ar, nobly emulous of the example of Mr. Henry Tate 
has been desirous of dedicating his private collection of pictures 
to the enjoyment of the public. The idea is excellent. Two 
Tites are, as the French say, better than one. Indeed, we could 
do with any number such as Henry. Bub there are pictures and 
pictures, and the Sellar Collection, not to put too fine a point 
upon it, is not quite equal to the Tate. A committee of experts 
called "upon to adjudge the merits of the collection, advised 
the London Corporation, to whose care the collection was com- 
mitted, to decline the charge. Mr. Sellar, appealing to Csesar, 
now displays his pictures at the Grafton Gallery and invites the 
public to decide between his taste and that of the committee over 
which the P.R.A. presided. 

The other night, TOby, M.P., supping with George Grossmith 
at the festival given at the Grafton* in celebration of Gee Gee’s 
golden wedding {Eheul how time flies), had an opportunity of see- 
incr the pictures. He is glad to think he seized it before supper. 
Otherwise, gazing upon these things in gilt frames, he would have 
suspected an access of nightmare. Old Masters they are called — 
old beyond recognition. Where a single man, of whatsoever active 
habits could have picked them up, is matter for fresh marvel. 
The probability is, Mr. Sellar was assisted in his generous 
labour by a procession of the gentlemen to be met with in country 
districts who go about with an' oil-painting tucked under either 
arm, and will “let you have the pair for fifteen bob” if you 
don’^t happen to have three guineas. 

The Gallery was crowded, and there was some idea among 
Gee Gee’s guests of buying “ Three Guyps and a Cow ” — ^a rare 
specimen of the Master’s earliest manner — and presenting it to 
the venerable host as a memento of the interesting occasion. 
But it came to nothing. 

Business done . — ^All Sellar’s ; no buyers. 

At Our Canal-side Sunday-Scliool. 

Our Curate. Now, my boy, you know St. Peter was first of all 
a fisherman with a fishing-boat. What did he become after that ? 

First Boy (after considerable pause, hesitatingly). Yes, Sir, he 
first ’ad a fishin’ boat — an’ was a fisherman — an’ 

Our Curate (encouragingly) . Yes — and then ? What was Peter 
called after that? 

Second and Smaller Boy (holding up his hand). Please, Sir, 
I know 1 

Our Curate (nodding to him). Say it, then. 

Seeond and Smaller Boy. Please, Sir, he became a Barge-owner. 

[Curcde eocpiains “ Bar-jona” and lesson proceeds. 
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A HAPPY BETURN. 


Not only like petit lonKomme^^ does 
the sprightly Circus Girl “vit encore^* 
at the Gaiety, hut she is growing yotinger 
as she gets on (a circus gH is aSv^ays get- 
ting on and off — ^her horse), and sprigtt- 
lier than ever. With the .most welcome 
return of Miss Erd.ATiiNB Tbebiss to the 
Gaiety Theatre, The Circus Girl seems to 
have obtained a new lease of life, without 
there having been any ordinary signs of 
the former lease having nearly run out. 
Its last nights are not yet withm anything 
like measurable distance. The piece is 
so constructed, on a sort of elastic hold-all 
principle, as to enable it to accommodate 
everything and anything in the way of 
music, song, dance, or malogue, that the 
astute Mr. George Edwardes may see fit 
to cram into it. And that this plan is 
appreciated by the public is evident, to 
quote the Bard, 

** As may appear by Edward’s good success,” 

which line, when found in the Third Part 
of Henry the Sixth, Act EH., So. 3, the 
reader may, an’ it so please him, “ make a 
note of.” En attendant Vive George I., 
Boi du Thedtre Gaiety,” and health, 
happiness, with all success to Miss 
Ellaline Terriss. 


Ee Genre Ennuyeux. 

That bordereau and that chose jugie, 

The papers are full of them ev^ery day ; 
That chose jugSe and that bordereau, 

One settled too fast, and the other too slew, 
Chers voisins, again the chose jugie 
You ou^t to try in another way. 

But don’t you think that the bordereau 
Might be forgotten, it bores us so ? 


Definition of the Logrollarithm (by 
our Literary Mathematician). — **The ex- 
ponent of the power of a number to deal 
with a certain other number, the whole 
power of the two combined being equal to 
the first as applied to the second. Q.E.D.” 

Proverb to be Remembered by any 
ONE Visiting the Sellar Collection in 
A Bond Street Show-Room. — Ars est 
Sellare Artem.” 

Winter Curb for Invalids. — Being 
turned out to Grasse. 



Brown (loTio has been dining at the Club with Jones), “Just come in a Minute, old Fellow 
AND have a Night-cap.” 

JoTies, “I’m afraid it’s getting a little late. Let’s see how’s the Enemy. 
Brown, “Oh! that’s all right. /S'hjs’s in Bed.” 


ODR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Lady Warwick has done a womanly and a graceful thiim (but 
that ’s tautology, my Baronite says) in volunteering to edit the 
life of Joseph Arch (Hutchinson). She has done more. She 
has written a preface in which the wife of a great Warmckshire 
landlord extok the work of the Warwickshire agricultural 
labourer who started and led to bloodless victory one of the 
greatest revolutions of the century. When Joseph Arch, dress- 
ing Hmself in a pair of cord trowsers, a cord vest, and an old 
flannel jacket, went out on the 7th of Feb., 1872, to address the 
gaunt and hungry crowd gathered under a spreading chestnut 
tree at Wellesboume, the agricultural labourer wm in a parlous 
state. In Warwickshire his wage was twelve shillings -a week, 
and indignant farmers told him ne ought to* be ashamed of him- 
self asking for more, since down in Devonshire it did not exceed 
nine shillmgs. “ He had no organisation,” Lady Warwick 
writes ; “ the Trades Dnions let him alone. He had no money ; 
the professional agitator ignored him. He had no Yote; the 
politician passed him by.” How^ all this was changed Joseph 
Arch tells in simple, graphic fashion. The stout volume has the 
double attraction of describing a great political episode, and re- 
vealing a notable man. The Baron di B.-W. 


“Thbottoh a Glass babklt.”— Sir,— This is dreadfully foggy 
reather, and I am at the best of times rather shart-sighted, so 1 
iky have missed something on the advertisem^ts of the Hay- 
larket Theatre which I ought to have seen. However, what I 
ave frequently seen within the last week is an announcement in, 
f course, Roman capital letters, to the effect CaatJuhus Ccesar 
i to be given at the Theatre Royal Haymarket. The advertise- 
lent, in very large letters so that he who -travels express may 
ead, is, Julius Ccesar — Alma-^Tadema, B.A,, and tlmre ^e 
ome other words probably of little importance. Jwhy, 8ii% this 
dll draw the town, for who can draw if Alj^-Tadema, K.A., 
a n ’t aye, and paint, too? Of course he 11 have to pkmt in 
aaking-up. What an artistic work his false Roman nose will 
>611 I must hurry off to obtain seats. All the world and his 
rife will be there. Yours, Bokbdius CiECUS. 

A Corner in Dogs. — Some shrewd Yankees, foreseeing a great 
ush to Klondike in the Spring, have bought up all the sledge- 
logs near the coast. At times, in the so-called silent watches of 
he night, we wish those Yankees would come to ^iidou and 
my up all the cats. Tinned, they might be sold in Klon^e ^ 
English rabbits. A comer in cats, which would remove the cats 
Tom every comer, is a kind of comer we should recommend. 
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CHRISTMAS HOUSE PARTY. 

* Au'n fxrrxTo mrr XT ' V ^ Gveeu Moom”), all EiasT, Duchess. Don’t be *hufey.* I ’m in theITableau, 

T dontoeeeknow. Oblbbbated Piotueb. Ohap PAIITTINO A Vasb. How d’yb do 1 How ’DO, lIdv Mab ! 

MOW DO, liADT GbeTYI LikB MY OEX DT! JOTT OOINO ON. LOOK SHAM TO TODB SbATS, OE YOU’LL MISS MB 1 Ta, TA 1” 


LUDWIG IN LONDON. 

Arrival in the ExMPireheadtownJ 

^ Honoured Mister Over-Newspapers-Direktor, — ^Endly kom 
1 after one fierful, in the because of the even sO' black as Neit Fog 
del0»yed Train, and because of the fast unsufferly, fast uner~ 
trdglichenj Hunger and Thirst who me during unbelievely long- 
weily Hours as one unluckly in one middleagely Castle inshutted 
PiMoner tortured, V oyage in London, the Headtown Englands, at. 

Dover in the towards Londonbritsch at the 
^dday gome Train away, I have to the Overwaiter, to the 
Former, to the Hausknecht, Houseknight — ach minj man say in 
Englisch “the Shoes”— and to yet other Persons, in the Hand 
^e Drmkgold pressed. Even so mutsch Drinkgold as in Wienl 
I had only german Gold, so have i the Beckoning therewith 
payed, but i have something in the Change lost. Lucklywise had 
1 some german Fiftypfennigebits for the Drinkgolds. The Biener- 
^haft seemed mot very content, i know not why. But in the 
Railstation ^ve i one Ftftypfennigebit to the Packagecarrier, 
^d he Maunsiah, not gud.” Warum sagen sie alle, 

M^ns^ah ? See i as one Frencher out? Dnpossiblyl It 
are Frenchers who siemly fat are, but they are so short. I am 
not tnm, but i am high as the most Prussiers. I inhabited one- 
time in Munchen, so drink i Bier yet willinger as the Berliners, 
and man say that the Muneheners ao' fat are, because they so 
mutsch Bier drink. 

Paciageoamer, “It k queit gud, it is german 
fnr mlx german Silver sixpenses 

irf ^ bad munny, yud git in quod— was 

V yer—Himmel, was sagi er?— so make 

It too bob— was ^s^ das?— and i say Nothing.” “I understand 
n,o;t, anwr 1 , what wish YouP Have You a Tarit.” “Yes” 
too Schillings.” Zwd Mark! Ach, 
Utter! :^gland is yet deerer as Wien. I have in the Hotel 
received, and i give him too Schilling 
■ ^ the Trai; 

together joined, 1 oodwaggons, the whole Train heeted, and so 


forther. Now am i in one little Coupi, without Heet, without 
h ood, inshutted, and hier must i sit remain, because it no 
Korridor along the Train is. I have only one Voyagefellow, one 

Window, who wide opened is. 
The Weather is not Kold, but it is unpossibly ini the January, 
without Heeting, so to voyage. “ Beg, gracious Woman,” sayi, 
permit You to me the Window totomake.” And i make it to. 
‘No, thank You,” say she, “i prefer it open.” “What,” call i, 
You wish the Window opened in the January, in this miserabel, 
kold, englisch Waggon ? It is unpossibly I ” “ We must have 
some Air ” say she, but she shut it a little. Himmel! The old 
englisch Ladys are strong. The fresh Air in the Summer some- 
times is sound, gesund; she is very dangerly, gefdhrlichy in the 
\V inter, in the german Kailwaywaggon kom she never. 

Ducklywise am i with mein Voyagecover, too Overcoats, and 
one Mantel, called in Germany “Havelock,” covered, and like- 
wise kan I smoke because the Coupe not Nicht-Baucher mscribed 
IS I kindle mein Cigar at. “Oh!” call the old Lady, 

‘ Smoking IS not aitewed.” “Beg,” i anser, “this Coup4 is not 
Not-Smoker. This is not a Smokingcarridge,” say she. 

‘ xiorgive,” say i, a little angry, “this is not Not Smoking. So 
kan 1 smoke. You shud not hierin kom.” Meenweil the Train 
thro several Tunnels, where the Air yet colder is, go, and then 
halt he. Garde 1 ' call the old Lady. TFas ist das f Ach, der 
hchafnerl The old Lady spiek, he spiek, i spiek. We are all 
angry. Endly understand i that in England man only in the 
Coupe, as m France “Fumeurs’* inscribed, smoke. “ I go also 
m one other Waggon,” say i. “No Time,” say the Garde, the 
there must i the whole Voyage with the old Lady, 
X? without Cigars, remain. Bonnerwetter ! 

At the next Bailstation dare i not outtostep, because the stop- ' 
pmg so short is. One half Hour later become the Heaven quiet 
^ Clock. Wie sonderhar! The Train halt. No 
Kailstation. I am hungry. If i only in Prussia were, now would 
1 one Sausage m the Foodwaggon eat, and one Pair Glas Bier . 
drmk Lucklywise kom the Train about half three in London 
at. So shall i at three Clock dine. 

Ach min! Not at three, not at four, not at five! I die of 
Hunger. But i relate the fierful Adventure in mein next Brief. 

Highattentionsfull humblest Ludwig, i 
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WHY GO TO KLON ? 

Tfir SwEEPEE.— Pitch, with goodwill, in the fashionable West 

man’.— Ad^ess^ *1^”] fourteen years ; good opening for a respectable 

We learn that the above advertisement, which appeared last 
columns of a lading morning paper, has been 
upon by a well-known company-promoter. The 
undertaking has been placed on a sound commercial basis, and 
Lued^?~^'^®' which we extract the following particulars. 

To-morrow, Thursday, Jan. 20, 1898, and 
Close on or before Friday, Jan. 20, 1899, for Town and 
Country. 

THE UPPEE BEOOK STEEET OEOSSING-SWEEPING 
AND CAB-RUNNING COMPANY, LIMITED. 
(Incorporated under the Companies Acts, 1862 to 1893.) 
SHARE CAPITAL . . . £100. 

Divided into 1,000 £600 per cent. Cumulative Preference 
Shwes of Is. each, and 1,000 Ordinary Shares of Is. each, 
followr--^ ofiered for Subscription at Par, and payable as, 

On Appli^tion, lid. per share ; on AUotment, lid. per share j 
on April 1, 18J9, 3d. per share j and the balance when called upon. 
Diheotors. 

Charts E Codlings, Esq. (the Vendor), Rowton House, 
Vauxhall, S.W. ' 

Policeman Ai6b6, Brook Street Fixed-point. 

Bill Muggins, Esq., Unlicensed Cab-Runner, London, W. 

The Duke of Seven Dials (no fixed abode). 

John Jones, Esq., Orator, Hyde Park, V\. 

Samuel Gerridge, Esq., Turncock and Gasman, No. 1, Mayfair 
Alley, VV. 

Bankers. 

The Consolidated Penny Bank, Threadneedle Street, E.O. 
Secretary, Auditor, and Consulting Engineer — 

The Vendor, Kowton House. 



Prospectus. 

1. This Company is formed to acquire the well-known and old- 
established business ot Mr. Codlings, Crossmg-s weeper, ot Upper 
Brook Sireet, vv., and tfiat ot Mr. Bill Muggins, Jrrotessiunal 
Cab-toilower, ot London-witinn-the-Kadius. 

ti. It IS proposed to ettect an amalgamation of the above- 
mentioned nignly remunerative and prosperous concerns, imder 
a scheme ot nnancial unitication, the respective working statts 
anid plant remaining discmct, as heretotore. 

3. The question ot “perks,’' over and above legitimate earn- 
ings, to be settled by private treaty between the V endor and 
his Patrons. 

4. The remarkably prosperous undertaking of the Vendor was 
first imtiated tourteen years ago, when the goodwill ot a sound, 
attractive, and well-orgamsed street-crossmg in Maytair was 
taken over tor a consideration by the present Vendor, first as a 
locum tenens, and subsequently in permanency, all out-standing 
claims and liabihties havuig been settled with the aid of a broom- 
stick. From the commencement the annual turnover has been 
on a largely increasing scale, owing to the adoption of business- 
like methods, and to the masterly mactivity of the Local Vestry, 
eombmed with a judicious nictitation of the eye of the adjacent 
policeman for the time being. ■ The weather has been almost 
consistently muddy and favourable for a steady high average of 
takings, and there is every prospect that this desirable state of 
affairs will continue. Among the Vendor’s Patrons are numbered 
some of the most exquisitely-shod wearers of patent-leather 
among the British aristocracy, and not a few short-sighted and 
timorous old ladies of a thoroughly reliable and benevolent 
character. 

5. The contemplated Cab-Running branch of the joint under- 
taking is a later development, but is already productive of a 
splendid dividend, the initial outlay being extremely small. Mr. 
Muggins has attended to his customers on a scientific and im- 
partial system, and it is felt that the time has arrived to invite 
the Public at large to co-operate cordially in the exploitation of 
his eloquent and unrivalled methods in the pursuit of travelling- 
trunks and the cajolement of their owners. 

6. It will be readily recognised that th< 
totally distinct from speculative schemes of 
and it is therefore scarcely necessary or advisable to present an 
estimate of the expenses (which are merely nominal, consisting in 
the purchase of one broom), and of the profits, which are likely 
to rival, if not to surpass, those of many of the Yukon bonanzas. 


BEFORE THE PARTY. 

Blas6c lAttU Girl on Sofa {to excited Younger Sister). “Ah, Dorothy. 
YOU ’re in an awful hurry to be off now. Just you wait till 

YOU ’VE BEEN THROUGH AS MANY SEASONS AS BoBBY AND I 1 ” 


“PERSICOS GDI, PUER, APPARATUS.” 

I HATE your foreign manners — ^hat in hand 
To surly cabman and officious bobby. 

Yo-ur comic songs I fail to understand, 

I am a tourist ridden by his hobby. 

I hate the way you stare at me, as if 

I were a madman, or trick-bear in training. 

Because my suit is check — ^because I whiff 
A British pipe, your cigarettes disdaining. 

I hate your ^cris tonnerres — ^your double Dutch 
Quips and retorts I find abomination. 

An honest English that they cannot touch 

(And what is left to your imagination) . 

Your dishes make me ill — cannot live 
Without a hearty meal at my uprising. 

All rolls and coffee would I gladly give 

For a small Bass, and steak that ’s appetising. 

They told me that in Paris I should find 
My mother tongue on all hands — an illusion. 

It was not SO', no-r can I call to mind 
One soul, to whom I spoke without confusion. 

If e’er again I ’m caught in such a pass 
Then find me drinking mazagan — or kola, 

Then write me down, if so disposed, ah ass, 

And — ^more — a follower devout of Zola. 


Cannibalism in the Church of England !-^It was recently 
reported that a certain clergyman had just been ‘‘ collated ” by 
his Bishop, who, immediately afterwards, invited several of the 
aforesaid reverend gentleman’s friends to a cold collation I This 
is most startling. Will there not be an Ecclesiastical Commission 
to inquire into the facts ? 


3 proposed venture is 
the “ wild-cat ” order. 
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Orcmdpapa. ’‘'Wbll, little Ladt, will you give mb a Lock of that pretty Haip 
OF TOTJES ? ~ A. 

Myory . “Yes, -Granpa’; ■ BVT :"-{ TmUoitmg)-‘‘l don’t fink Oiw Look would be 
ENOTJG-H, WOULD IT ? 


^^THE SECRET OE SEX/' 

Alleged Views op Madam S-r-h Gr-nd. 

[“Professor Schenk, of Vienna, has explained 
to a correspondent that he can guarantee the birth 
of boys, but not of girls. He works in the cause of 
science, and is not anxious to make a fortune. He 
has accepted no reward in the successful cases he 
has treated .” — Daily Daper.'\ 

Come to my heart, Herr SohenkI the 
strangely human 

Charm of the chaste and specious yarns 
you spin 

Prcves you (the leech) and me (the writing 
woman) 

One kin 1 


How often will a timorous confusion 
Redden the very nape of people’s necks, 
When anybody makes the least allusion 
To Sex I 

Should conversation turn upon the gender 
Of even substantives — they change their 
hue! 

But 1 am not so delicately tender j 
Are you? 

Nay, but where common angels hardly 
dare a 

J^ootistep on dangerously shaky ground, 
There in their element both Schenk and 
S-R-H 

Are found. 


They say you know by name each blood- 
corjfuscle 

Eespectively in men’s and women’s 
veins I 

I also haunt the scientist ; I hustle 
His brains. 

The many-daughtered fathers of Vienna 
Find you dispensing golden gifts hke dirt ; 
You make their blighted hope of infant 
men a 

Dead cert. 

A rule or two, a regimen of diet. 

Gratis you give for joy of truth itself ; 
You will not sell nor do they want to buy it 
For pelf. 

Ah, Schenk ! (I shudder at the contempla- 
tion I) 

Had you some years ago matured your 
plan, 

I might have been, to my humiljation, 

A man! 

A man, a mere male animal half-witted. 
My body bloated and my mind a blank, 

A specimen of nature only fitted 
To spank I 

I bless mj horoscope whose leading feature 
Shaped me a woman, feminine but firm ; 
And not a reptile, not a crawling creature, 
A worm 1 

But this in you, 0 Schenk I I find abhor- 
rent ; 

It seems like putting swine in front of 
pearls; 

You only promise boys ; you give no warrant 
For girls 1 

Then let my sisters, wise through your 
instruction, 

Reverse your method in its full details, 
And so avoid the dolorous production 
Of males! 

The eternal feminine’s eternal fitness 
May thus attain to wipe all men away ; 
Thou^ S-r-h hardly hopes, for one, to 
witness 

That day. 

’Tis well ! For men, I grant, were bom to 
grovel ; 

Yet, were they once abolished in the 
lump, 

There might develop in the sexual novel 
A slump ! 


Useful and Ornamental. — Girton, ac- 
cording to Miss Emily Davies, needs fifty 
more sets of rooms. Girton ’s a-girton 
on I Miss Davies observes, “ We have only 
just touched the fringe of the demand ” foi 
seats for women in the Cambridge lecture- 
rooms. Odd to commence with “the 
fringe.” We suppose the Girton girls are 
employing themselves in artistically-worked 
ccverings for the Professors’ chairs in the 
Dniversity, The mental work at Girton is 
excellent, but the ornamental will be first- 
rate. 

Pushful. — Mr. Chamberlain, at Bir- 
mingham last week, distinctly intimated 
that another university was wanted. 
Where? Well, he would put it “on d 
miori grounds.” Why not put it on “a 
Priory grounds,” if there be such a plot 
vacant ? 

Diplomatic Note (from our Special 
Mandarin ). — There is a general consensus 
of the Powers to isolate England, but 
China, though not by any means agreeing 
with the Powers, wishes England to stand 
a loan. 
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“Fond of Music ! Why, when I ’m in Town, I g-o to a Music-hall every night ! 


TWO WAYS OF DOING IT. 

That Side of the Channel. 

The accused liad left the Court ac- 
quitted. He had certainly said some harsh 
things about the people who now applauded 
him. He bad also passed through the 
ordeal of an inquiry into his personal hish 
tory with some anxiety. But he was ac- 
quitted. Yes, acquitted. So the people 
cheered him to the echo. He was tired of 
bowing his acknowledgments. He was 
weary of hand-shakes. He was of course 
gratified, but it was embarrassing. It was 
not that he had won some magnificent vic- 
tory over the would-be invaders of his 
country. It was not that he had made a 
discovery that had startled the wondering 
world by its novelty. It was not that he 
had written a book of such magnificent 
proportions that Molibre had zo withdraw 
and Shakspeare take a back seat. No, the 
ovation was awarded for none of these 
feats. It had been merited by an act of far 
greater importance. 

So the cheers were repeated again and 
again. The columns of laudation were 
printed and reprinted and reprinted. 
Everywhere joy ^and triumph were dis- 
played. It was a grand day for the 
greatest country on the earth. 


At last a foreigner asked the reason of 
the excitement. 

“ Do you not know ? ” replied the entire 
people, with one voice. “Why, we are 
making all this fuss because one of our 
citizens has been proved not to have been 
mlty of high treason ! . Hurrah 1 Likewise 
ip, hip hip I also bravissimo 1 ” 

And then the rejoicings were renewed 
with vigour. And that is the way they 
have in France 1 

This Side of the Channel. 

The accused had left the Court ac- 
quitted. 

There were a few articles in the papers 
pointing out that the matter was fairly 
satisfactory. And he himself was pleased 
to learn that he might claim to have left 
the Tribunal without a stain on his charac- 1 
ter. And a very intimate friend dropped 
him a line offering him luke-warm con- 
gratulations and a suggestion that he should 
be more careful in the future. 

A foreigner asked what it was about. 
“Scarcely know,” replied a casiial ac- 
quaintance; ^‘but that some one has bten 
proved to be innocent.” 

And then the accused retired into private 
life. And that is the way they have- in 
England 1 


LABUNTUB ANNIP 
Dear Mr. Punch, — I have just read in 
the North British Vaily Mail that Pro-- 
lessor Oscar Browning ot Cambridge is 
only in the fortieth year of his age. As 1 
had the proud privilege of being “ up ” to i 
nim when at Eton in the year lb6o, 1 con- 
clude that Professor 0. B. has either dis- 
covered a method of growing backwards, 
or that, at the early age ot six and a halt, 
ne was qualified to impart that knowledge 
with which he has always been so tecund. 
Anyway, the problem is an interesting one. 
Perhaps the undoubted discovery ot the 
Fountain ot Perpetual Youth may be the 
result of Professor 0, B.^s research into 
History 1 If so, Klondyke is not in it. 
Anxiously awaiting further information, 

I am, your obedient servant, 
Decimus Digwell. 

{Olim Btonensis.) 

JJripwell Monachornm, near Devizes. 


TO A SANDWICH-MAN. 

(^Suggested hy the recent appearance of Advertise- 
rneivt ofirls in the kitreets of London^) 

Enough, enough 1 i 

You are old and tough, 

Your mien is repellent, your manners are 
grulf, 

You nave had your day, you are merely 
male, 

You have certainly never adorned a tale. 
And even the moral you point is as stale 
As the station sandwich known by fame i 
To the first mad wag who started the' 
game, ^ 

And moulded a metaphor intO' your name. 

Avaunt, avaunt 1 
Let perish the taunt, 

And hide yoin: nead in some secret haunt. 
Our bread is new, and potted our meat. 
The railway sandwich we will not eat. 
So why should we suffer its like in a street ? 
Of women new 
There now are a few 
Who willingly strut in the world^s full 
view, 

And the world is the gainer — by loss of ' 
you! 

From the Courts. 

Cross-examining Counsel* Now, Sir, how i 
far away were you from the prisoner r 



Irish Witness. Exactly a cubic yard, Sor. 
Magistrate {severely, to witness). Do you 
know the meaning of “ cubic yard,” Sir ? 

Witness {with an outburst of frankness), 
Begorra 1 I do not. 




34 


PUNCH, OR THJJ) LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Jasttaet 22, 1898. 


MR. PUNCH'S “ANIMAL LAND." 





cfiils gueer Uttle CrtA%re Soes 

Like vJaJs nor peers • It likes 

into ^a,S\p\auCCS an<r Sy^ Cfut 

intblhrmAt- If vgu pv^-nSthe-Tl^ 

LS cowu'njp^'t wll8^SM;n ‘Ufesmxnsttr 
an^}ieTe 


tHie Hw^uit 





JJfis Sear little '^nl>nal li.Kes'tbn/re 
on tke ti/^ that TnaXes the^6 
ones start /O/ayi^^r . It Twt 
ii'/te the Har^ai^^as a <5ai£^ 
or KiSIyiq xtseU dmona hook^anS fhe’^^ 
' ijAits to^^ts Sjxo uavts — * — 



^is Htt\e minimal mikes d^ocJ ^eil 

of noise. never runs . He i* 

vntfer ^ire or uafer* He J^sl ooe* it S-*!® xhsis 


PENMEN IN^PENUEY. 

It is aimoimeed that a charitable English ladyi 
has undertaken to establish at Antibes a ‘ Home for 
Poor Authors.^ TAe Woiid, Jan. 12.] 

On reading this statement, Mr. P'wncA, 
with his nsiial promptness, at once des- 
patched his own Prophetic Interviewer to 
call upon the Superintendent of the Home, 
and has received the following report : — 

The Home is a pleasant building, stand- 
ing in its own grounds, which are sur- 
rounded by a high wooden paling completely 
covered by advertisements. These set forth 
the merits of certain works written by the 
inmates. “ Try my Syrupy Son-nets 1 read 
one poster; while next to it was the an- 
nouncement, “My historical novel defies 
competition. Read Blood and Thunder, 
and you will be happy. Six murders, four 
suicides and three daring escapes for 4s. 6d. 
net 1 ” Posing into the building, I found 
the Supermtendent, who courteously gave 
me every information, 

“ Yes,” he said, in answer to my ques- 
tions, “ our establishment is quite full, and 
we have had to refuse a large number of 
applicants. Impostors ? No ; we are 
generally able to detect them. We 4id 
Snd, indeed, that the only work of fiction 
written by one of those who had gained 
admittance was a forged bank-note, and 
t^t another’s claim to be relieved as a 
distressed poet rested on the fact of his 
having written two stanzas in praise of a 
patent medicine. But almost all the oases 
are genuine.” 

“ And do they get on amicably with one 
another ? ” I enquired. 

“ There is some friction at times,” he 
admitted. “This morning, for instance, I 
found a mediseval historian fighting des- 
perately with a decadent novelist, and I 
had to put pepper on their noses before we 
could get them apart. But let me show you 
round our premises. Here,” as he threw 



open the door of a spacious hall, “ is our 
reciting-room.” 

On a platform at one end, a long-haired 
gentleman was declaiming cantos of blank 
verso, to, an imamnary audience. At the 
sight of us he became violently excited, 
and tugged his long hair while he stamped 
,on the platform. My companion looked at 
his watch. 

“ You Vo had your ten minutes. 


Snooks,” he remarked. “It’s Miss 
Brown’s turn now. Off you go 1 We allow 
them ten minutes each every day,” he 
explained to me, “ in which they may recite 
their own compositions, and they are abso- 
lutely forbidden to quote them at other 
times — a very necessary rule. Here comes 
Miss Brown ; she composes essays on 
Modem Man. Want to hear her? All 
right, then, we ’ll go into the garden, where 
you ’ll find most of our inmates.” 

We had hardly emerged from the house 
when a wretched-looking creature, clad in 
pitiable rags, came running up to me 
excitedly. 

“ Do give me a good notice ! ” he whined. 
“Here’s my new comedy — do say it’s a 
lifl-PPy jeu d*esprit, or a bright little gem, 
or something of that sort 1 ” 

“ I ’m not a critic, my dear Sir,” I said, 
soothingly, trying to disengage his Hand 
from my coat. 

“Oh, but you have influence 1” he 
pleaded. “ If you only know the wife 
of a reviewer’s second cousin^ it’s some- 
thing 1 Do get me a good notice from the 
critic® ” 

An elderly lady came rushing angrily 
towards me as he spoke. “A critic!” she 
shrieked. “A reviewer! Where is he? 
Let me get at him! Ah! you miserable 
cur, you oraven coward of a contemptible 
clique, you selfish and sordid sca- 
venger ” 

The Superintendent drew a gag from his 
pocket, and in a twinkling had clapped it 
on the lady’s mouth. “ Against the rules. 
Ma’am,” he said, quietly. No alliteration 
here, please. And this gentleman ’s never 
slated any of your books. Run away and 
throw mud, it will relieve your feelings.” 

“ Why should she throw mud ? ” I asked, 
as the lady departed, having shaken her 
fist in my face. 

“Oh!” he replied, “it’s a favourite 
amusement. Look, there ’s a lot of them 
doing it on the lawn over there.” 
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’I NTS ON 'UNTING, BY ’ARRY. 

If totj lose your Horse, just tell the Huntsman to catch it for you. 


“ Why, they ’re playing ‘ Aunt Sally ’ 1 ” 
I exclaimed. 

“Not exactly; if you will come a bit 
closer, you will see that the figure is a 
wax image of a well-known reviewer. Our 
unsuccessful authors pelt it with mud, and 
^njoy the amusement hugely. Now and 
then we let them bum an editor in effigy. 
And once a week, tO' give them exercise, 
they are allowed to hunt a real live pub- 
lisher across country. They have splendid 
runs sometimes I ” 

catdi him ? ” I asked, 

the Superintendent. 

„ „ : so much” as they run 

that they haven’t breath enough to get 
near him. And if ever he ’s pressed, he ’s 
only got to drop a small royalty or two, 
and they stop at once to scramble for it.” 

“ Eh, but it ’s warrm wark th’ noo,” said 
a gentleman with sandy whiskers, who had 
stolen up to us. “ And it taks a douce 
mon, like maself, to deescribe it. Aibhns 
ye ’ve heerd of ma Beets o’ Thrumtochty ? ” 
I replied, untruthfully, that it was one 
of my favourite works, and the Scotchman 
wept tears of gratitude. 

“And it ’s maself wad tak a wee drappie 
o’ whusky to drink yir health,” he sobbed, 
“ gin I ’d a bawbee i’ ma oxter ! ” 

^‘A sad case,” said the Superintendent, 
as we turned away. “He used to write 
kailyard stories, but they went suddenly 
out of fashion, and the poor fellow hadn’t 


“ And do they ever 
apprehensively, 

“Oh no,” said 

11^ 4.L. 


a penny to buy his *bit parritch,’ as he 
called it, when we took him in.” 

I thanked him for his information, and 
prepared to take my departure. As we 
passed throu^ the house again, I noticed 
a curious-loofing penny-in-the-slot machine 



Art Master, ** Been to the Millais Show at the 
B. A. yet?” 

Genius, <*No. Anything good there ? ” 


which stood in the hall, and inquired its 
purpose. 

“ Put in a penny, and you ’ll see,” said 
my companion. 

I did so, and took from the drawer a 
piece of green paper, on which was pasted 
what looked like a newspaper-extract. 
“By this book,” it read, “the literature 
of our language is appreciably enriched. 
Never in all our experience have we found 
sudi profound wisdom, such sparkling 
humour, such tender pathos united within 
the compass of a single volume.” 

“It encourages thrift,” the Superin- 
tendent explained. “ When an inmate has 
saved a penny from his weekly pocket- 
money, he c^ put it in this machine and 
get an eulogistic review, which makes him 
happy for a month. He shows it to all the 
others, and pastes it into a scrap-book. 
Oh I no trouble ; delighted to have shown 
you round. Good morning ! ” 


The latest Social Development. 

[“The Earl of R-ssl-n has joined the C-rt 
Theatre Company ,” — Mommy Gossip of Daily 
Daper.'\ 

TM Marquis of Middlesex (playing as 
Mr. Brentfob:!^ to Stage Manager), I 
must just run off to the House of Lords to 
speak on the Cat Tax Question, but I’ll 
certainly be back in good time for the full 
dress rehearsal. [Exit hurriedly. 
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Mr, Jenhs {who lilces Miss Constance). ‘'No, I asstirb you, Miss Constance. I have 

irjEVER INDULGED IN PlIRTATION. ’* 

Miss Constance {who does not care for Mr. JenTcs). “Ah, perhaps you have never had 
ANY ENCOURAGEMENT ! ” 


A BACHELOR UNCLE^S DIARY. 

Part IY. 

Saturday . — Hounds met about four 
miles away. Boys and I started in good 
time. Overtook my biggest subscriber, Sir 
Joseph Blowpield. Introduced nephews 
and Boots. Little wretches ducked their 
heads by way of greeting, and drop behind 
us and giggle persistently. Sir Joseph 
turns in his saddle unexpectedly, and 
catches Tommy grimacing at him, to huge 
joy of other two boys. Sir J, rides off 
furious. Shall probably lose his subscrip- 
tion now. Lent Max my hunting-crop, 
which he wildly tried to crack. Thong 
catches Tommy’s ear. Lets go a howl like 
hyaena. Intervene to avoid row between 
them. Arrive meet. Kennel up hounds 
in coach-house near. Deer-cart irresistible 
attraction to Tommy and Boots. Max now 
missing. Am about to order deer to be 
enlarged, when with terrific “ tow-yowing ” 
out ru^es whole pack from coach-house. 


Gallop off to see who could have 
let them out, blowing horn frantically. 
Thought hounds would be in half-dozen 
parishes before they sobered down again. 
On enquiry, found that Max was culprit. 
So anxious to look at hounds, that he must 
needs open door and peep in. Of course, 
they all bolted out, knocking Max flat on 
his back, and^ charging right over him. 
Max an awful sight, and covered with mud. 
Shut hounds up again, and return to deer- 
cart. Enlarge. Fifteen minutes’ law, and 
then lay on pack. Tommy scuttles down to 
only jumpable place in first fence, where 
pony refuses. Tries again, keeping whole 
field waiting. Pony sticks fast half-way 
through fence. All the people kept behind 
using fearful language. Man rides against 
pony’s hind-quarters, and knocks him clean 
through fence. All get over and gallop 
across next field. Stopped by wire. Tommy 
squeezes pony through small opening bv 
side of wire fence, and actually “pounds” 
the field. Great joy on hk part, mani- 
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fested in usual puerfie manner, thumb to 
nose at us. Mysterious sign this, equally 
effective to express either derision, tri- 
umph or scorn. We gallop off to gate on 
our left, and soon overtake Tommy. His 
triumph is short-lived, as next obstacle is 
quick-set hedge with big ditch on take-off 
side. Tommy’s pony rolls helplessly in, 
leaving boy in ditch, and galloping on 
riderless. Loose pony crosses Sir Joseph 
at next fence, knocking him down with 
awful thud. “ This is your fault ! ” shrieks 
irate Baronet, as I pass him. Why mine ? 
Deer turns and runs back almost to where 
he started from. Finally takes soil in mill- 
Dond. Whip off hounds and try to secure 
deer. Despite my warning, Max, who has 
been standing at first fence, fruitlessly 
trying to get his pony over all this time, 
endeavours to assist in capture. Deer sud- 
denly lo-wers his head, and forwards Max 
into adjacent cucumber frame. Rush to 
the rescue, Max shouting that he is killed. 
Extract him, and then turn to deer, leav- 
ing nephew picking bits of glass out of his 
hair. Secure deer, and return homewards 
with Max and Tommy : latter on foot, pony 
missing. Will probably kill itself, and I 
shall have to pay. No sign of Boots. He 
turns up at 5 p.m., teeth chattering, and 
very woebegone. Has been in brook. Two 
loafers accompany him, and demand half- 
sov. each for dragging pony out of brook. 
Pay them. They pocket money, and say 
they would like to drink my health. Con- 
sign them to perdition, and threaten po- 
lice. Hunting too wearing a sport with 
these boys out. Announce, at dinner, that 
one of their remaining days with me shall 
be spent at Pantomime (cheers), and 
another at British Museum. (Deathlike 
silence.) Next time my nephews ask them- 
selves to stay with me, shall tell them to 
go to — “ Beerits.” 

A non Lucendo. 

[The French Government plead “reasons of 
State ” for not opening the Dreyfus Case.] 

Once more to a terrible fate 

Poor Dreyfus has been relegated, 

For what are called “ reasons of State,” 

Which means — reasons that cannot be 
stated. 

“Much Ado About Nothing.”— The 
failure of Mr. Carton’s play, The Tree of 
Knowledge (on the point of being with- 
drawn from the St. James’s bill), to attract 
was certainly not due either to any fault m 
the^ dialogue, or to any shortcomings in the 
acting, which is excellent. Miss Addison, 
Miss Fay Davis, and Mrs. Julia Neilson 
in a most difficult part, all admirable. 
Good also is the small part played by 
Miss Winifred Dolan. The “character 
parts,” as played by Messrs. Irving, Shel- 
ton, Vernon, and Esmond, are excel- 
lent. In Mr. George Alexander’s part 
there is little scope for light and shade, 
the episodical love-making being apparently 
thrown in to give the character a domestic- 
comedy flavour. The “Mrs. Tanqueray” 
school of drama has had its turn, and the 
“woman with a past ” had better be con- 
signed to the lumber-room of bye-gone 
stage-properties, until the time comes when 
once again she may be rehabilitated, and 
have a brilliant future before her. 

It is to be succeeded by a Shakspearian 
revival, the title of which exactly describes 
the squeamishness that found a scene in 
Mr. Carton’s play most objectionable, viz., 
Much Ado About Nothing. 
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Born 1832 . Died January 14 , 1898 . 

Lover of children I Fellow-heir with those 
Of whom the imperishable km^dom is ! 
Beyond all dreaming now your spirit knows 
The unimagined mysteries. 

Darkly as in a glass our faces look 
To read ourselves, if so we may, aright ; 
You, like the maiden in your faerie book — 
You step beyond and see the light I 

The heart you wore beneath your pedant’s 
cloak ^ 

Only to children’s hearts you gave away ; 
Yet unaware in half the world you woke 
The slumbering charm of childhood’s day. 
We older children, too, our loss lament, 
We of the “ Table Round,” remembering 
well 

How he, our comrade, with his pencil lent 
Your fancy’s speech a firmer spell. 

Master of rare woodcraft, by sympathy’s 
Sure touch he caught your visional 
gleams, 

And made your fame, the dreamer’s, one 
with his. 

The wise interpreter of dreams. 

Farewell ! But near our hearts we havi 
you yet, 

Holding our heritage with loving hand, 
Who may not follow where your feet are set 
Upon the ways of Wonderland. 

The Birmingham Church ‘‘Scrubbing 
Service.” — When the scrubbers and cleah- 
ers were at work in the Church of St. 
Lawrence, the good vicar preached. He 
might have given a new translation of the 
text, ^‘Vigilate et orate as ^^Wash and 
pray.” 

“Put that in his Pipe,” &c. — Chinese 
smokers would like to borrow any numbei 
of pounds of Loan Jack,^^ which is nov 
their synonym for “John Bull.” 



*■ This isn’t the ^‘Boarded Ladj^” from Bamum’s 
on her Sunday out ; but it is simply the effect oi 
the fashionable Medici Collar. 



DISADVANTAGES OF PERFORMING AT A GOUNTRY HOUSE IN THE WASP SEASON. 

(J'ust in the most im^portant passage, too,) 


REGULATIONS FOR WAR 
CORRESPONDENTS. 

{According to the Heeded Imagi'nation of some 
Specials,) 

No one but a combatant officer in full 
regimentals shall be allowed to follow an 
army in the field beyond the railway ter- 
minus at Southampton. 

Should a special find himself at head- 
quarters, he will report himself to the 
General commanding, and receive a band- 
age for hiis eyes, a gag for his mouth, and 
a pass to the dungeon situated under the 
nearest cell beneath the castle’s moat. 

Should a Pressman see the smoke of a 
distant battle, he will report that a chim- 
ney has taken alight, and the budding to 
which it belonged was adequately insured. 

A reporter will on no account be per- 


mitted to use the telegraph wire for any 
message unconnected with his household 
affairs. 

I Should a victory be won by the British 
army, the officer commanding will collect 
the cream of the account into his own 
record, allowing the Press historian to 
come in three daj s later in the ruck of the 
private letter-writers. 

War correspondents will be practically 
reminded that “ copy ” for the future is of 
“no account to nobody and nothing.” 

In conclusion, should patriotism be 
checked or curiosity baffled (alternative 
I according to taste), then the Press had 
' better follow an old precedent, and write 
I their letters from ITleet Street. 


Musical Fish. — The Bass and the Deep 
i C Oyster. 


nifiiiiKi 





“ MANY A TRUE WORD SPOKEN IN JEST.” 

“Hullo, old Chap,— a new Horse ! Where did you oet him?” . “Picked him up out op a Cab in London Streets.” 
London Streets ! H’m— ha ! Should be able to go through the Mud, anyhow 1 ” 


LETTERS TO THE CELEBRATED. 

No. YIIL— To Mb. Eudyabd Kipling. 

Sir, — N ot very many years ago (I fail ,tb remember 

number) there was published in our beloved and 
mendly Spectator a review, eulogistic tO' the point of enthusiasm, 
of a little volume of soldier-stories which had lately seen the 
light of publication at, I think, Allahabad. In this review we 
were called^ upon tO' take note that a new literary force had 
inanifested itself. ^ Here, said the Spectator critic, is something 
absolutely fresh, direct and powerful, a series of tales in which 
the author goes straight to his point, grips the root of the matter 
^th an uner^g hand, and ^ieeps his characters -true '?o life 
throughout. He had, so- the Spectator assured us, v insight' and 
uimommon dramatic power. What inore could be desired? The 
jaded student of the literature of the day resid this review” in his 
usual otiose fashion. Had he not heard time and again '■similar 
announcements, (hscoveries of bright particular suns that were 
to shed a new brilliance and warmth on the dark arid places of 
^e earth ? And, lo, with a feeble twinkling they had risen and 
mckered hack into- the dismal gloom -from which they had so 
lately emerged. This knowledge made us sceptical, and thus’ 
nwien we read the article I have referred to-, * we shrugged our 
shoulders, smiled incredulously, and forgot — ^forgot everything 
except the quaint, jagged, burlesque name of the Spectator's- vbw- 
found au^or. Yet soon the Spectator was justified of its dis- 
covery. Throbbing and booming from India's coral strand the 
new force began to make itself felt, until with a rush and a roar 
the clouds hurst, the thunder clattered, the daily and the weekly 
papers tom up the reverberating echoes, and the products of 
Htjbyard Kipling s pen fell, thick as leaves in Vallombrosa; into 
the hbranes and the railway book-stalls. — - 

Men, wise men and critics, may sometimes be heard to marvel 
at the surprising welcome that was extended to you. Why, they 
ask, should this man have leapt at once into- fame whilst' others, 
his equals if not his superiors in art, lingered on obscurely in the 


remote bye-paths? I think I know one reason at least. You 
came at one of those recurrent periods when great impulses have 
spent themselves, and some men, noting that all their famous 
ones have died or faded, begin tO' think that the last word in 
literature has been said. It is related of John Stuart Mill th^,t 
— ^I was about to say, when he was young, but Mill was never 
young as other men are young — ^it is related of him that, at a 
comparatively early period of his old age, he was seriously per- 
turbed as to the future of music. His mathematical mind sug- 
gested to him that, as there was only a certain fixed number of 
notes^ it was demonstrable that these were capable of only a 
certain fixed nuinher of permutations and combinations, and 
that therefore, within a period of time strictly limited, all 
possible tunes i^d variations would be exhausted, and the world 
would be left with no music but the stale airs of past generations. 
Ordinary mortals do not much trouble their heads with these 
speculations ; we have rubbed along comfortably enough in the 
meantime with Wagner, Gounod, Verdi, Brahms, Tchaikovski 
aM others, and even the boy in the street now and then yells or 
whistles some fresh and original song of the music-halls. So, 
too. Lord Kelvin tells us that a fearful danger threatens crea- 
tion, since, at our present rate of breathing, a few paltry hun- 
dreds of thou^nds of years will see all the oxygeni in the air 
exhausted, while the shores of creation will be strewn with the 
w)rpses of those who will have died literally for want of breath. 
But in the meantime we breathe on and live unperturbed by 
the^^ remote catastrophes. We waste no sorrow on them, unlike 
m this respect to the mastodons, of whom, as you may remember, 
Mrs. Browning wrote (I quote from memory) : — 

“ It did not much 
, Console the race of mastodons to know 

Their place would quicken with the elephant. 

They were not elephants, but mastodons." 

Yet, although most of us who were neither wise men nor critics 
^d not speculate seriously upon the death or even upon the 
dearth of literature, we could not, at the time of which I speak, 
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but be affected to a certain extent by the dismal forebodings of 
those who said. they knew. Dicioesns and Thackjiray were dead, 
Tennyson and Bbownino had done their work. Who was ieft.f* 
So the grey-beards shook their heads, and warned us to begin to 
read philosophy and prepare for our latter ends. And suddenly, 
trumpets sounding, and drums beating and swords flashing, in 
marches ErUDYAan Kjbling at Uie head of his scarlet-coated 
retinue, bringing with ]iim the gunpowder-smoke and all the 
great barbarous primitive instincts of man dehghting in battle. 
In a moment the face of things was changed. Now we knew that 
hitherto our lives had been] blanks for want of British soldiers, 
and Indian battle-stories, and barracks, and mess-rooms, and 
cantonments, and swarthy cruel natives with snaky hair and 
murderous knives, and regimental traditions. Pale, pigeon- 
breasted young men began to breathe fire, and refused to sleep 
0 * nights unless they Tiad swathed their dauntless bodies in a 
Union Jack, and surrounded their camp-bedsteads with a 
chevaux~de-frise of bayonets. How patriotic we were all going to 
be, and with what a scathing contempt did we intend for the 
future tO' look down upon Bengalees, and legislators, and com- 
merce, and the puny, sickly people whO' lived in streets (we 
ourselves were mostly constrained not altogether unwillmgly to 
live in streets, but what of that?), and how gallantly we all 
proposed to carry the name and fame of England into the reniote 
parts of the earth over the shapeless, trampled bodies of myriads 
of foemen. Even Mr. Alpbed Austin caught a belated little 
flame, and implored us, in the columns of the Times and at the 
Alhambra Music-hall, to hurry up, hurry up for pity to the help 
of Johannesburg. That phase has now passed ; we have begun 
to realise that froth will not float our fleets, that bluster will not 
bring victory to our armies, and that quiet men who refuse to 
rave and spout have their use in the world ; but something of 
solid advantage does, I think, remain to us in a quickened sense 
of the greatness of our motherland, and in a new sympathy for 
those ™o fight her battles. For that I believe you. Sir, are 
more nearly responsible.even than Mr. Chambeblain. It matters 
not that you, the Tyrtaeus of this warlike movement, should have 
had to confess that when assaulted by a raging relative you 
preferred to invoke the protection of the law before a humdrum 
justice of the peace, rather than to act according to the gospel of 
Ueaboyd, Mulvaney 'and Obtblbris. Men, when they read of 
this incident, smiled without malice, and realised that after all 
there was nothing else to'lDe done under the circumstances. 

"Well, Sir, you have done great things on paper (I use the word 
without a hint of offence), and great things remain for you to do. 
You speak to- us with a brutal (hrectness, and we are forced to 
listen. In your stories there is no beating about the bu^. 
A\'hat you want to say you know, and your meaning starts out 
clear, sharp and distinct before the eyes of the dullest of your 
readers. Those who have fed on the strong and generous fare 
you have furnished t<j them have nO' stomach afterwards for the 
sickly kickshaws of the analysts or the decadents. You help us 
to realise by means of manly characters that, when all is said and 
done, we too are men, men with passions and impulses and vices 
andi virtues, and that we have the work of men tO' do in the 
world, if only we will leave off puling and complaining, and set 
our hands tO' something, . Not even Cablyle, that Hebrew 
prophet with the Germanic style, forced this truth home to his 
generation as powerfully as you have forced it upon yours m 
vigorous English and without preaching. And the gift of sym- 
pathy and manly tears is yours. Let those who doubt this read 
again your story. Only a Subaltern. There is a perfect little 
masterpiece without a mawkish sentence in it. 

Henceforth, I think, your greatest work will he in verse. Not 
that I like McAndrew's Hymn,’' with its inventory of engines 
and their fittings. But you have already written one 6f the most 
stirring ballads in our language, and, such is your comm^d of 
moods and your apparently inexhaustible power of words and 
rhythm and fire and music, that I am confident that m 
the triumphs that still remain to you wiU be won. May they be 
innumerable as the laughter of the sea. With that wish I end, 
and remain, Your admirer, The Vagkant.' 


OuB NEW Statue Group ; or, Ladies in an awkward Pre- 
dicament. — “Boadioea and her daughters” are at the top of 
the steps leading down the Westminster steam-boat pier. 
Boadicea having lost her reins, with great presence of pnid, is 
taking advantage of her Horses attempting some of their old 
circus tricks, to hail a peniiy-steamboat, which, it is hoped, will 
soon come to her rescue. ... 

Why is an inclosure where sheep are kept like a lusus natures ? 

Because it is a sheep foaVd. 



NOT A PLEASANT WAY OF PUTTlNd IT. 

Hostess. “ I ’m afraid we are going to be a very small Party 
to-night. The Fog seems to have kept away all our rrst 
People ! ” i 


ELEVEN LITTLE EEASONS WHY. 

Because of course they play cricket in Australia all the year 

round. ^ i -n t i. 

Because it was too hot for anything, and of course the English 

team were unaccustomed to the heat. > i is j. 

Because there was a chapter of accidents; from . the first, and 
everyone had bad luck. ' . ■ ' , . i -j 

Because the coin never would 'come down the right side on the 
top, and consequently the British could not go in first. 

Because the ground got hopelessly' out of order by the time 
that the first iunings of the Australians was over. 

Because the constant trayelhng- and,;ocoasioiial feting were 
enough to put everyone out of form. , * 

Because there ought to have been more extra men to fill up the 

ranks on emergencies. , ■, r. "i * i 

Because at least one admirable cricketer was left at home whose 
services on several occasions woiild.haf’e!heen invaliiahle. 

Because tjie tea 'interval coming after the luncheon pause was 
confusing to the 'Mother Countrymen.- ^ . 

Because the glorious uncertainty' of cricket is proverbial, and 
success may be deserved, but cannot on that account b® always 

attained. , . , .-i 

Lastly, and probably thb" right rea^oiip because the ^ other side 
had the better men. ■ " j."*’ . ’ . 

S ; 

.V' f ’ .ICi. - 

Tidiness. — Sir W. B. Riphmond, R.A,., .pleads, •a^d wifn good 
reason, for greater tidiness ip our streets.^ Bqt in other 

things may also^ he adyocated. Some, gifted and persons 

wear their, hair yeryjopg*.., wbmh some close-crpppad persons, 
neither gifted igor artiHbici might consider very imt^dy* . 

A propos of S^ain and, Cuba. ' 

Our Intemperate FolitidtiTh (after dinner^, a long vm^^.guoting 
Shakspearb to his purpdse^^ “What’s (hie) Cuba .him op he 
to (hie) Cuba?” 



“What’s that Book you ’be beading, Papa?" 

“ Thb Last Days of Fompbii, my Pet.” 

“What did he die of, Papa?” “An Ebdption, deab/ 


THE AMALGAMATED NIBLICKS. 

[“ Tlie ‘ NilDs ’ are an association of the best- 
known professional writers of music-hall songs. 
They have banded themselves together for mutual 
protection.”--J5flfi?y Mail.l 

The -Society of Amalgamated Niblicks 
has the honour to present its Prospectus 
to the Artistic World. The gratifying suc- 
cess of Nibs, Limited, invites friendly com- 
petition. Our object, to be quite frank, is 
to cut them out. High work at low 
figures, but those cas/i/, is our motto. We 
reallv have two mottos. The other one 
is — “Give me the making of a Nation’s 
Songs, and I care not who makes her 
Laws ” ; or words to that effect. 

A fraternal system of Co-operative 
Anonymity is our leading feature, thou^ 
we do not disguise the fact that the Pre- 
sidency of the Society is to be offered to 


the Poet Laureate (late of the Alhambra) . 
Taking a line from the Trades Unions, we 
intend that all members, skilled or not, 
shall compose for an equal number of hours 
a week, with or without results. On the 
Saturday they will draw the profits equally, 
waiving all invidious distinction. This pay 
should constitute, with luck, a living wage. 
Otherwise they must all perish simul- 
taneously ; or ti^ something else. 

That the Singing Public may have some 
ccnception of the repertoire which the 
Society has already amassed, we append a 
few suggestive 'samples of our stock. It 
will be understood that^ there are more to 
be had where these coine from. The sam- 
ples will be found to consist of choruses 
embodying the distinctive motifs of various 
types of song; though, as a fact, the 
regular verses, not here published, are in 
some cases of an even higher order of. 
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merit. Along with the samples we offer 
one or two Mnts as to the class of per- 
former best adapted for their interpretar- 
tion. Its price is also assigned to each 
article. 

SAMPLE I. — The Patriotic National. 
(lOs. 6d.) 

This is suitable for a full-bodied lasso. 
It can be sung during periods of foreign 
complication. Also when there are Ju- 
bilees going on ; or Naval Reviews. Note 
the quiet humour underlying thils frag- 
ment. 

Then Hurrah I and again Hurrah 1 
For the glorious British Tar I 
For Jack at the helm 
On our Ocean realm, 

Or drunk at the harbour-bar ! 

And it ’s likewise three times three 
For the Ships of the Queen’s Navee I 
For they’ll go anywhere. 

And they ’re always there, 

And that ’s where they ought to be ! 

SAMPLE II. — The Topo-Political. 

(8s. O^d.) 

To be delivered in a statesmanlike man- 
ner. The artiste should withdraw early in 
this kind of song if he finds himself out of 
harmony with the major portion of his 
audience. 

While the Kaiser ’s a-blowin’ his trumpet, 
And Russia ’s a-lickin’ her chops. 

There ’s a party would like us to lump it. 
And swallow humility slops ; 

But Berespord — gosh ! he ’s a nipper. 

He ’ll York ’em, you bet, an’ no kid ; 

He ’s the right little, tight little, skipper 
To scuttle their binnacle-lid 1 
SAMPLE III. — The Popular 
Sentimental. (45. lOcZ.) 

A fine effect of contrast is produced if 
this song is put into the mouth of a well- 
known humorist. But your audience must 
be intelligent. Otherwise it might miss the 
true intention of this little gem. The 
success of the words must be judged by 
their power to touch the heart. One 
pocket handkerchief in ten (free passes ex- 
cluded) is a fair proportion. 

Little Disy ! pure young thing 1 
’Ave they bin an’ took yer, dorlin’ ? 
Where the blessed ingels sing 
Carnt I ’ear yer voice a-callin’ P 
Just abart the dorn o’ dy. 

Might ’a’ bin a shide past seven. 

Little Disy fled awy 
Like a narrer strite to ’Eaven ! 

SAMPLE IV. — The Patho-Romantic. 

(Is. Hid.) 

^ This is suitable for artistes not specially 
gifted with humour. The tenor that takes 
it should be able to command a tremolo ; 
but he doesn’t need to know anything of 
clog-dancing. It might be given early in 
the evening before the stalls arrive ; or 
later on if the bar wants patronising. 

Come, then, and let us part, love 1 
Adown the aching years 
We two propose to start, love. 

On opposite careers ! 

See where the aspens shiver, 

And poppies yearn with pain ; 

For the mists are on the river. 

And the moon is on the wane ! 
Applicants for further .samples are at 
liberty to enclose stamps ; not necessarily 
for consumption, but as a proof of Iona 
fides. We recommend the “Comic Sar- ; 
torial,” the “General Domestic,” the | 
“Plaintive Marital” (for either sex), and ! 
the “Randy-Dandy” (for a perfect lady). . 
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Londonbritsch. 

Honoured Mister Over-Newspapers-Direktor, — ^In mein last 
Brief related i how the from Dover towards London homing Train 
at too Clock halted. Few Minutes earlyer piped the Lokomotive, 
and we goed one Tunnel thro. 

At the other Side all is dark. I see the Window out, but i see 
Nothings except nebulous, smoky Darkness. Flotdichf sudden, 
hier i too Explosions, the old Lady call Oh I ” and the Train 
halt. Was ist das? Ach so! Nehelsignale- The Lokomotiye 
pipe, and endly move the Train quite slow before. Few Minutes 
later again too Fo^ignals. Again the Train halt. So go we, 
and each Foremoving is slower and shorter, and each Halt is 
longer. 

I am fierf ul cold, fierful hungry, fierful thirsty. The old Lady sit 
quite still, ever nitting, and spiek no W ord. The Gerihans spiek 
ever very willing and „very mutsch. I wish to spiek in order 
Englisch to lern. I lem not willing the hately, hdssliche, englisch 
Spiech, but in every Commerceshaus must man she no. If i only 
spiek could, so were the Voyage not so fierful longwhily. But 
the old Lady see very ungemutlich out. If i only to Foot along 
one Bailwaywaggo-nkorridor go could, so were i not so fierful 
cold. If i only smoke could, so w^re i not perhaps so fierful 
hungry. And i kan no Glas Bier drink. Ach, verfluchtes 
En^andi verfiuchtes Klima I If i never komed were, if i only in 
Germany were ! Whikt for one Land, where man in the Train of 
Hunger, of Thirst, arid of Coldness, dy kanl 

The old Lady seek something in her Voyagepocket, Feisetasche. 
She bring one little silver, with the little eiiglisch Sandwitchs 
filled, Box, hierout, and she eat, ever quite still and her Tongq.e 
holding, and then shut she the Box, and nit again. She offer me 
no Sandwitch. I am yet hungreyer. If i only the Misery of 
the englisch Eailwayvoyage hoed’ had^ so had i Flasks Bier, 
Sausages, Bred, cold’Elesh, Flasks Wein, and so farther, with- 
bringed. The old Woman is very still ; she nit not. Ach! She 
sliep. If i only the Window shut could, then were i not so fierful 
cold. I stand up, i step quite careful, i have the Hand on the 
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! Strap, when sudden the old Woman open the Is — ach nein, that 
reit man, Eys — and say, “Tbauk you, I prefer it open, the 
W eather is warm.” Vonnerwetter I 

f It is nau three quarter towards four, and we kom not at. It is 
four Hours since i something eated have, i have no Bier, no 
Wein drinked, i am quite week, i no not what to do. The Train 
halt ever frequenter, and the Darkness become nebulouser. The 
fresh, by the old Woman so willing breathed, Air is only smoke. 
I see absolute Nothmgs. Selhst die alte Dame ist fast ver- 
schivanderii self the old Dame is fast vanished. 

Endly halt the Train, and man call “ Londonbritsch.” Du 
lieher Kimmell I snatch mein Things, i say to the old Woman, 
‘‘Gud Evening, luckly Voyage,” but she anser not — ^the Eng- 
landers are very uncourtly, they say not ^^Mahlzeit!” Mealtime, 
Gluckliclie lieiber^ and so farcher — ^and i step out. One 
Packageoarryer kom, and say “Luggitsch?” “No,” anser i, 
‘‘Bier. The Refreshmentrestoration, Bier and Sausage.” The 
Ferrari is very dark. 1 follow him after, and endly kom i to the 
Buffett at. i kan not mein Wordbook see, but i wish to the 
Kellneriii quite courtly to spiek, and FrduLein^^ to say. That 
is the Diminutiv of Frau, \vhat is the Littleingword of 
“ W Oman ” ? Ah, it give no Diminutivs in Englisch, so must i 
little W Oman,” as “ little Father ” in Russisch, say. 

“ Beg, httle vv Oman,” say i, “ ten Glas Bier.” “ Who are You 
calling httle W oman ? ” say tJie Buffettfrdulein. “ It ^s like Youi 
Impercinense. Get along with You.” What, she send me forth? 
Unmoglichj ich musz etwas Bier trinJceu! “I go not, little 
Woman,” say i, “i must sometlnng Bier drink.” “Well,” anser 
-she, “it it^s only Chaff.” Himraet! “I wish no Chaff,” call i, 
“i die of Thirst, i wish ten Glas Bier.” “ \vell youra thirsty one 
an no Mistake,” say she. “Stake,” say i, “have you Beef- 
stakes?” Sie verneint, she negative. She say it are “Buns.” 
Was ist das ? Ah so, little Hakes. I drink six Glas Bier. Ach, 
wie gut! I eat one “Bun.” Oh, abscheulich! Then kom the 
Packagecarryer a^d say again, “Luggitsch?” “No,” say i, 
“ Bier.” Then drink i yet ten Glas Bier, and wish Sausages to 
eat. Es sind keine, it are no.^ So must i yet on^e miserabel 
“Bun” eat, and then kom the Packagecarryer, and say again, 
“Luggitsch?” “No,” say i, angry, “Bier.” Then drink i yet 
threeteen Glas, and endly am i ready. 

I kuKhe one Cigar at, and i go out. It is yet nebulouser, but 
i find hinij and i say, “1 wish no Luggitsch, bring You to- me 
one Droschke, one Onespanner, and seek You mein Package.” I 
give to him^ the Gepackschein. He spiek mutsch, and endly 
understand i that mein Package is not there ; it is in Tscher- 
ringross. “Better teikekeb, Maunsiah,” say he. “Teikekeb,” 
say i, “ what is that ? ” “ Kerritsoh, Maunsiah,” say he. 

I no not what to do. Mein Package is losed, i see Nothings, 
of the Fog on account, i have Nothings eated, and the Voyage 
not yet to End. Oh, verfluchte Beise! If i never komed were I 
I shall to You again reit, Highattentionsfull humblest 

Ludw^ig. 


Answers to Correspondents. 

Neophyte. — ^An epic poem in 247 verses would of course be 
the very thing for pubfication in Funch, if there happened at 
any given time to be space for it. Many thanks for offer. 



“THE DREYFUS ‘ S0APEGiOAt.’ “ 

^ ■ XAfter—a long way — Holman Hunt's celebrated PUhlrC,) 
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MR. PUNCH’S “ANIMAL LAND.” 


( With achiowledgiM%ts as before. See Fumh Number for January 16, 22.) 

eJlie'BvTTit-Ha.tcha. ^ ^ ^ ^ 

^ Cjr09.S/i. 

or / \ 

J{icks^I;eec)i 



to Wince 

witK a I fie. overtTo^ si^e It 

is ve^ ntce plainspoW . It tomes m 

tb €ver^ itrcnz-6ccr ‘just to‘ see vou are/ 

povni - ^ lb iiue5 on h-ter dyiS tcloi^Q an/ 
tin-tackisej 



3)^Shoiift 



little SoLlt-Wd.ter JintyKol is ue^^ootT 
atsun^s and act's on. pr^vvell idit}iVie liah JfnLmal t$ Verv )ione.& anJ 

Esshvn.its.'BvC tLsk'^>n. a.n.Milhiyux. ve.'ryj to It hAS 3i1>e<^ Jio voitLe. tin 

Jllvcolt rurtS SkITo q^Uc^io Oe^ both s/eS - ^^/.c/^^ver it <s&Xt ZtAfS 

d.n«k/er . ZJ/ten, ^ri>(es i s /:'i.ncr on a wadqon in ^tc “TSItA. a>/ cedi ovtaLul 

anj ^€5nt e^«c/c no cktps ^x,nish^- he (ooh ar/^tcA2zsis> einS ^'n8s . It^SoonSs 

Jia oT^ier Hr^ ovt Soots 


SONGS FOR THE NATION, 

Songs, more songs, and let the laws go hang ! ” 
Goethe or Gatty. 

I CANNOT help thinking that the modern 
“love^^-song is behind the times. Mj 
effort, which I send you, is a eonscien 
tious attempt to rise to the height of the 
sublimely ridiculous. 

My Own Moan. 

{A Lay of Love. ) 

Angel ! the moon doth afliict me with mad- 
ness, 

Sorrowing, sighing, I’m yearning foi 
thee ; 

Mine are the joys that are centred in sad- 
ness, 

I groan over lunch and I weep in my tea. 
Thou art a seraph, a birdie, a cfucky, 

I am an abject, unspeakable clown ; 

Star of my heart 1 1 shall think myself luckj 
If I may kiss but the hem of thy gown. 
Eefrain, 

Mona, my own love 
Hark to my moan, love, 

Lend me thine ear while I swear I will sigh 
for thee, 

Laugh for thee, cry for thee, 

Live for thee, die for thee, 

Quip for thee, quirk for thee, 

Fight with the Turk for thee. 

Do all but work for thee, 

Ah-h-hl 

[To be gurgled^ so as to express mexpressible 
emotion. 

Here on the beach I appeal to the billows, 
(Sing to me. Sea, of the charms of my 
love I) 

Thousands are lying at rest on their pillows, 

I can but rave to the moon that ’s above. 
Oh let me fly, with a lover’s devotion, 

Till at her feet I sink gracefully down ; 
Swe^ I will fling myself into the ocean, 
j If I may kiss but the hem of her gown. 



Some Fruit from “The Tree of 
Knowledge.”—^ propos of The Tree of 
Knowledge at the St. James’s, Mr. George 
Alexander writes to say, that by the 
time it is withdrawn, “it will have run a 
hundred and thirty mghts,” and will have 
brought to the management and the author 
‘a large profit.” Delighted! If we pos- 
sessed such a tree, we should let it go on 
Rowing and producing still more fruit. 
As a piece, why “tafee it of ’’—unless to 
burlesque it? 


UNDER PROPER CONTROL. 

[<‘ Gertrude Bessy Amos, fifteen mouths old, 
described as ^of no home and no occupation,’ was 
charged at Southwark on Saturday with not being 
under proper control. News.] 

Impossible ! Monstrous I Appalling I 
This dangerous infant at large, 

Pursuing her desperate calling. 

And left under nobody’s charge ! 

Who knows what designs she ’s conceiving 
In the sinister depths of her soul ? 

Ye gods 1 It is past all believing ! 

Not, not under proper control! 

How long has this terrible stranger 
Escaped from her prison and chains ? 
How long has this horrible danger 
Infested our alleys and lanes ? 

She ’s terrorised London, it may be, 

For months in her murderous role — 
Quick ! Quick ! Lose no time ! Get the 
Baby 

At once under proper control. 

Up, constables ! Take your position ! 

Draw' staves and prepare for the fray ! 

Up ! marshal the Southwark division, 

And bid them be heroes to-day ! 

Come, courage! Let nothing appal you, 

0 thou mounted patrol! 

Tis your Queen and your Country that 
call you 1 

Get the Babe under proper control ! 


‘‘0 Woman! in our Lours of ease.” 

]\£iss CcBTulea Oackleton (who has insisted 
upon joining the whist party, and already 
revoked twice). Now, my dear Major, if you 
could only see my hand ! I Ve no trumps, 
and no picture cards! Don’t you think 
we ’d better give them the game ? 

[And the Major, with a fist full of good things, 
only relieved Ms feelings by swearing to 
himself. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Darkl, just issued from Blackwood’s Press, Mr. Black- 
MORB calls A Romance of Surrey.” The scene opens in Surrey, 
dwells awhile, providing opportunity for some of those 
sketches of country folk and country scenes which the author 
knows so well how to present. Towards the end the reader 
m transported to the frosty Caucasus, wliich probably Mr. 

never left his market-garden to gaize upon, but 
which he makes delightfully clear in its rugged grandeur. He 
tries a n^ flight by making his story chiefly revolve round a 
group of Caucasians, most of whom are exceedingly tall and of 
surpassing beauty, whilst some are phenomenally wicked. The 
narrative of the pursuit of the wicked Queen IMarva, and the 
fight which rescues her brother from her feline grasp, is told in 
worthy of the historian of Lorna Doone. But on the 
whole my Baronite is not warmly drawn towards the Caucasians, 
Referring Mr. Blackmokb when he dwells among his own people. 
Happily, a few are to be found among the foreign element of 
JDariel. 

It is not without a thrill of perhaps wicked excitement that a 
cntic (who has, of course, “failed in Literature”) comes upon a 
book written by a publisher. It is true that Mr. Marston issuing his 
charming little volume. On a Sunshine Holiday, retains his pen 
name, The Amateur Angler. But the veil of anonymity is ex- 
ceedingly thin, and only the modesty inherent in a publisher 
counsels its retention. My Baronite frankly confesses that there 
IS here no opening for paying off imagined scores by scathing 
criticism. Mr. Maeston not only convoys the reader into pleasant 
pathways by field and river, but discourses of things by the way, 
from the lesser spotted woodpecker to Stonehenge, in charming 
fashion. Nothing is pleasanter in the book (of course published 
by Sampson Low ; no others need apply to- E. Maeston) than 
the dedication to “My dear Boeothy,” which in its delicate 
humour has the flavour of the elder essayists. 

Mr. Oscar Brownino appropriately brings out his life of 
P eter the Great (Hutchinson) at a time when Sir Henry Irving 
at the Lyceum has stirred afresh human interest in that marvel- 
lous man. 0. B., with the judicial manner, not to say the 
fngidity, of a college Don,^ is by no means carried away by 
admiration, surprise, or indignation at the various episodes in 


Peter s grandly-mad career. Some people would say the 
style of treatment is a little woodeny. But the theme is so 
stupendous that no collegiate coldniess can prevent it from 
bubbling up even in these severely-placid pages. There are 
several interesting portraits and some sound information in the 
ivork.^ It also^ suggests to my Baronite how much the world has 
0^ since neither Kinglakb nor Macaulay took Peter and the 
birth of modem Russia for his theme. The Baron de B.-W. 

THE EVANGELIUM. 

The GeHon has had to tow 
The Deutschland towards the Chinaman ; 

Such progress seems extremely slow 
For that which bears so fine a man 
As Heinrich, far from dumb, though dumm, 

To preach that Evangelium* 

FIT FOR THE FLEET. 

Belay there, Messmate Punch I 

I see. Sir, that some association or other — ^I think they 
3all themselves the Ship Society, or the Boating Body, or some- 
bhmg — have been offering a reward of five pounds, or, may he, 
more, for pi essay on the Navy. They want, if I read them right 
—and, st Ae me with a marling-spike, there ’s so many of these 
sort of things nowadays, and they are all speaking at once — ^to 
improve the Navy. Why not ? What cheer, right it is, Sir I 
But belay there, and ease her, turn her astam and stop her! 
r can tell the Ship Society or whatever they he, Sir, how to 
mcrease our fleet in the twinklinig of a penny steamboat’s 
compass. Why not use the fleet laid up off the piers? They 
have nothing to do in the Winter. Because why ? Because the 
British public, which is never toe partial to the London river, 
hates the sight of the Thames in Winter. WFat cheer, then? 
Why it is. Right you are 1 

Put the penny-boats in commission as auxiliaries to the fleet 
during the Winter. Then if a war breaks out in the summer 
they can still be used, as no one will want to* go to Hampton 
Court, far less Nine Elms, when the old flag of England is 
braving the battle and the breeze. Yours patriotically, 

Battersea Bill the Bo’sun, 
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:^MLBT AT A MATINfiE. 

(By our Special Beporter,) 

[‘^Ladies, I implore you, don’t wear large hats.” 

Mr. Forbes Mohertson^ at Birminghmn.'] 

Nothing could be finer than the scenery, 
so far as I could judge. I frankly confess 
that, instead of the ramparts, I saw one 
lady’s picture-hat, and lost half of the 
graveyard act, thanks to the chapeau a la 
FrariQaise. 

And now for the acting. Mr. Three- 
stars would have been admirable as the 
Frince, if he had been visible. And like 
praise would be the due, no doubt, of 
the charming exponent of Ophelia. But 
neither the Frince of Denmark nor his 
sometime fiancee were en evidence. It was 
believed that they were both shouting in 
the distance, shut out by huge toques and 
gigantic bonnets. 

So I bring my notice to a conclusion, 
with the hope that some day female head- 
dresses, like children in arms, will not be 
admitted. When that blessed hour arrives 
the critic will see his Shakspeare once 
more, conscious of the fact that the fair 
sex are no longer selfish, but have returned 
to their rightful garb and their proper 
senses. 


S SPELLING REFORM IN THE^WEST* COUNTRY. 

Squire. “Hullo, Farmer! What d’you’’mean by that?”. 

Farmer. “That’s just to warn ’em as there ’s Wi?ie. Ain’t it'right ?” 


Axiom by our own Irrepressible One 
(evidently at large). — They say “Xe jeu ne 
vaut pas la Chandelle.^^ It seems to me 
that it all depends whether the candle be 
burnt at both ends 1 Mine is. 

Monte Carlo. January 20, 1S9S. 


I 


HEAETS AND HOLMES AT THE GLOBE. 

Bqsemary at the Criterion showed how an elderly gentleirna] 
fell in love with his youthful ward, and made the mistake o 
thinking that this young girl had fallen in love with him. He wa 
soon disillusionne by the object of his affection coming to him fo 
his consent to her marriage with a good youth of her own age 
In A Bachelors Bomance, an ejderly man, a kindly literar; 
recluse, falls in love with his ward, and she with him, proving thi 
genuinen^s of her sentiment by refusing to marry a young mai 
of “her time o’ life.” It is a pretty comedy, which Miss Marth 
Morton might have told to greater advantage in three acts insteac 
of four. The fourth -act, however, has in it more movement thai 
the preceding three, and the final scene, very happily contrived 
brings down the curtain on a thoroughly satisfactory climax. 

In David Holmes, Mr. John Hare has one of those delightfu 
middle-aged parts in which he is “just perfect.” His geniality 
his soft-heartedness, his uprightness, his quick-temper, and hh 
readmessfoT self-sacrifice, endear David Holmes to the spectator 
and gain for him the entire audience as his personal friends. 

Mr. Gilbert Hare’s make-up and performance of the ole 
clerk,' a'kind of Tom Finch, is most artistic. The authoress oughi 
to have made more of this character, a remark, by the way, thai 
applies to everyone throughout the play. All the characters aw 
too sketchy. In only one thing do 1 venture to doubt the judg- 
ment of Mr. Gilbert Hare and the authoress, either or both, 
and that is, in the third act, where the joviality of David Holmei 
sets heavy Mr. Mulberry (well-represented by Mr. James Leigh) 
and over-boisterous young Mr. Savage (Mr. Erank Gillmore) 
singing dancing, in which they are ultimately joined bv 
feeble old brcken-down Martin Beggs. Far more effective would 
his bye-play be were be dumbfounded at witnessing this exhi- 
bition of forced boyishness (as one who was seeing something 
strange m a vision, and realising it as a fact), and were he 
• , ^<^T^®rly overcome by the self-consciousness of his own 

inability to share in this exuberance of animal "spirits. How- 
ever, as- it is, the song and dance of the quartette “goes” im- 
mensely,^ ^rprises, brought in naturally, will always do on the 
stage. Mr. Frederick Kerb’s pourtrayal of a Ne’er-do-well-tiU- 
^-does-^better sort of man is excellent ; and Miss May Harvey, 
Mss Oram^ Miss Susie Vaughan, are all “as good as they make 

is a charming ingerme, 
but ^so..good,”J^so nice,”. “so simple,” as to be almost ^.im- 


possible “young person,” until the last act, when she suddenly 
develops into a sensible young woman, who not only knows her 
own mind, but ^ives two or three of them a bit of it. Altogether 
a very pretty, if not a very strong, play ; memorable for the 
finished performance of Mr. Gilbert Hare, and of Mr. John 
Hare as David Holmes, “ Holmes, Sweet Holmes I ” 


AN APPEAL TO C.^SAR. 

, Dear Mr. Punch, — I see that Mr. Bbbrbohm Tree has been 
writing a lot about Julius C-esar— how he comes to think of 
such clever things I ’m sure I can’t tell— on the occasion of the 
Shakspearian revival at Her Majesty’s. Well, of course, it’s 
awfully good and learned of him. But I really wish he wouldn’t. 
I hate having my fixed ideas shaken, and my fixed idea about old 
Julius is, that he came to England B.C. 55 to eat oysters and to 
write a book to worry the lives out of the lower school. 

Yours sincerely, Smith Minor. 

Fourth Form. 


Going with the Times. — Every Englishman is becoming accus- 
^med* to see the “ u ” treated as superfluous in many words. 
The American system is to rid the English vocabulary of super- 
fluities. But it is, we fancy, quite a novelty to see “parsi- 
monious” spelt, as it was in a leader and in a law report in tbe 
Tim^s, parcimonious.” Undoubtedly its Latin derivative hath 
with a “ c ” ; but according to Nuttall, Ctoerq (Kikero or 
Sisero ?) spells the substantive^' parsimonia.” Which is it to be ? 
Shall we write “susumber” or “kukumher”? If “c” before 
“i” is tO' be hard, then “city” becomes “kity.” Well, we are 
nearing the end of the kent^ry, and so let every kivilian spel as 
bestpleseth him. “The old order changeth, giving plase to new.” 

FAmNB Au* LAE.—This is a new contemporary, published in 
Dublin. We are very glad to see the name, though we cannot 
say it. The nearest we can get is Fanny A. Lee, but this sounds 
more like the name of a lady than of a newspaper.' 

Sir Herbert Kitchener’s greatest Chance.— A Soudan 
victory without any press. 


Modern. Version of ^'Olympian .Games.”— Olympian “Freaks.” 
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‘‘MORE MOONSHINE.” 

[It is asserted that a Hamburg astronomer has 
made a discovery of a new moon, and that this 
hitherto unobserved satellite of the Earth will be 
visible on July 30 next.] 

We do not want a second moon, 

One satellite is ample ; 

Nor should we deem it as a boon, 

This brand-new German sample. 

One moon is ^uite enough to shoot, 

Or rake out of the river ; 

A];d extra Bedlamites to boot 
Would make sane people shiver. 

W^ can dispense with further^rhyme 
To Luna’s new-found rival { 

Of moonstruck odes ’twould be a crime 
To risk a fresh revival. 


Occult your orb then, next July, 

Eclipse your Hamburg planet ; 

Or we shall wink the other eye, 

When asked, child-like, to scan it 1 

Musical and Historical. — ^In a recent 
article on English Musiciansj a contributoi 
to the Saturday Review, signing himself 
“ J. F. R.,” asks, should they want 

degrees .? Degrees help no one to play or 
compose any better.” Such academical 
distinctions may, or may not, be a help to 
a composer, but “degrees,” as associated 
with the Harpist’s art and the Poet’s inspi- 
ration, can boast of, most ancient, as also 
of most weighty, authority. For have we 
not on immortal record more than one 
inspired composition of King David’s, 
styled “ A Song of Degrees ” ? 


A Crib for the Use of Schools.— The 
^ if ^ day a children’s comic opera was very 
of in the Times. The music is 
by Mr. Festino Jones, which name a 
Mrs. Malaprop might very well mistake 
1?L Q-s Festive Jones. The 

bnghtly-written book is supplied bv Mr 
F. H. Grib.” Now, isn’t Crib an inauspi- 
cious name for an original author? Any 
student wishing to study King Bulbous,” 
will do well to consult this Crib. 


THE STERN POLITICAL ECONOMIST 
To Mr. Joseph Chamberlain. 

Beet, beet, beet, 

’Tis a horrible root, J. C. ! 

Yet I hope that the words you utter 
Are true economy. 

Oh ! well for the Briton’s purse 
That he buys of the Belgian plant : 

Oh ! well for the foreigner’s price 
That he pockets his government grant ! 

But your statesmanship goes on 
To a haven imloved of Mill, 

Where the Indian cane may be spared, and 
perhaps 

The English child spoiled — by the bill. 

Beet, beet, beet, 

’Tis a cold, hard world, J. C. ! 

And some may say that your cure for cane 
Is merely chicanery. 


The Cremationist’s Motto.— “D e Mor- 
tuis nil nisi Burn ’em.” 



RATIONAL STAINED-GLASS. 

Design for a Window in commeTnorcdion of tlw 
TorTc Election, 1898. 


VOL, cxiv^ 


F 
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DELINQUENT DONS. 

[“ A Professor at a Scotch XTniTersity has been 
depiiyed ol his office by the governing body, in 
conseijuence ol a petition presented by the students, 
asserting that his lectures were * deleetiye and un- 
methodical.' Daily Daper,’] 

Considerable interest was aroused in 
Canibridge on Thursday last by the trial, 
beioi^ the Senate, of Professor Dbyasdust, 
a university lecturer on history. The gal- 
leries of the Senane-house were filled with 
undergraduates, while several ladies from 
Gurton and Newn ham were accommodated 
with seats on the Vice-Chancellor^s dais. 
The charge against the Professor was, in 
etf ect, that he was incompetent to fulfil his 
ofnce. 

Phigsbt, an undergraduate of 
King’s, was the first witness. In his 
opinion, the Professor’s lectures were de- 
fective — ^were, in fact, quite worthless. It 
was at his instigation that the prosecution 
had been begun. Previously he had at- 
tempted to improve the lectures by setting 
the Professor right when he went astray, 
but these efforts had not been successful. 
On the contrary, the Professor had told 
Mm to hold his tongue, at which, naturally, 
he felt hurt. A lecturer unwilling to be 
interrupted by his pupils was, in the wit- 
ness’s opinion, clearly incompetent. In 
cross-examination, Mr. Pbigsby acknow- 
ledged that he had only passed his “ little- 
go,"' at the fourth attempt, a week before 
he sought to instruct Professor Deyasdust. 

Mr. Lackingtin, a Fellow of Trinity, 
was the next to give evidence. He fully 
shared the opinion of the last witness that 
the Professor’s lectures were unsatisfac- 
tory. He had not, of course, attended 
them himself, but had heard about them 
from undergraduates. In case the Pro- 
fessorship were declared vacant, the wit- 
ness expressed his willingness to undertake 
its duties himself at a moderate stipend, j 
Cross-examined, he stated that he had not * 
been on speaking-terms with the Professor 
for some time, but denied that any per- 
sonal feeling influenced his evidence. But, 
in justice to himself, he felt bound to point 
out that his own claims to the Professor- 
ship 

At this point the Court invited Mr. 
Lackingtin to stand down, 

Mr. Blade, of Magdalene, was next 
called. He stated that he considered the 
Profe^or’s lectures silly drivel. Jlis own 
experience showed that they were useless, 
for he had been clean ploughed in the 
history tripos, althou^ he had worked for 
seyexaJ hours on the night before his exa- 
mination. Pressed as to the number of 
times he had attended the lectures, witness 
said that he had been twice at least. He 
might have played “ noughts and crosses ” 
the whole time he was in the lecture-room. 
He could not say that the Professor’s lec- 
tures were worse than others, as he had 
not attended any others. He considered 
all lectures “ rot.” 

The next witness was Mr. Soulsby, of 
Pembroke. He considered that Professor 
Dryasditst should be ejected from office 
immediately. His lectures were crude and 
prosaic to a degree, being chiefly made up 
of sordid facts ana dates. There was a 
total lack of poetry in them, and no sign 
of the Higher i^stheticism. The Professor 
had shown no appreciation^ of witness’s 
Ballade of Monarchs* Amours^ wMch 
proved his utter want of the true critical 
faculty. 

Amidst some sensation. Miss Minbeva 



^ ^ (md seen a horseless eamage for the first 

S WBLL-(to/)-BUT THEY OAN’T eInD 'ER WAT 


Simpkins, of Girton, then entered the 
witness-box. She declared that she had 
been compelled to attend lectures given 
by the Professor, whom she detested. 
Asked as to her reason; she explained that 
he wore a shabby coat and a hideous tie. 
(Applause from the gallery, wMch was at 
once suppressed.) 

The next witness. Mr. Chundra Dab- 
JOREB, of Christ’s College, had begun to 
explain that lectures on history which neg- 
lected to ^al fully with India were an 
insult to his nation, when Professor Dry- 
asdust interrupted, and begged leave to 
make a statement. He said that the pro- 
ceedings need not be protracted further, 
as he had quite decided to resign his office. 


Before doing so, however, he wished to 
give his candid opinion about the Court, 
which was that of all 


ling thAt he could not hear the witness on 
this point, and the proceedings then came 
somewhat hurriedly to an end. 

Example op English Practice in the 
French Chamber. — Count Badeni, the 
Austrian ex-Premier, could not obtain ad- 
mission during the fracas in the Chamber 
of Deputies. His ex-Excellency, if the 
Count as a Premier ever were an Excel- 
lency,^ had to leave. This is clearly a 
following of our English Parliamentary 
procedure (adapted to the occasion), and 
mown here as a Count outJ^ 


“ A Plea for Legislation ” {vide F. Sey- 
mour Haden’s letter to the Times/* 
J anuary 24) . — “ I ought to put on record 
a respectful expression of my surprise,” (fee. 

^ I Never too late for another variation of 

The Vice-Chancellor interposed, remark- 1 “ Haydn^s Surprise/* 
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HUNTING STUDY. 


Short-sighted Party {thrown earlier^ after weary tramp, thinks he 
sees Momt on ploughed upland, and approaches hush coaodngly), ** Whoa, 
MY Beauty ! Steady, my Gal, steady then,” &c. 


Same Short-sighted Party arrmd''' at thorn-hush, discovers error, 
cmd reflects— miles prom Station, perhaps Ten— Fifty 

MILES FROM ToWN, "MISSED ^EXPRESS, MISSED DINNER, LOST MOUNT, 
WET THROUGH, GETTING DUSK, AND, BY^THE WAY, WHERE AM "P? ” 

[Left reflecting^ 


OUE BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Cessation of publication of the valuable work, Annals of Our 
Time, leaves a grievous gap. Mr. Edmund Eoutlbdge, rushing 
in where it has not occurred to others to tread, produces his 
Book of the Year (George Eoutlbdge and Sons). It purports fco 
be a chronicle of the times and a record of events. As far as 
my Baronite has tested it it misses nothing of importance. Being 
produced at a price suited to the pockets of the populace it, of 
course, has not the fullness of the text of its more costly and 
bulky forerunner. But though not sc deep as a well or so- wide 
as a church door, it will serve. Of its literary style the following 
entry, under date, Tuesday^ May 4th, shews how Mr. Eoutledge, 
though not unduly stout in' person, can, an’ he will, make the 
flesh creep : “Sir Ellis Ashmbad-Bartlett, M.P., stopped by a 
Greek warship and made prisoner.” Not a word too much, you 
see, nor any touch lacldng in order tO' bring before the mind’s 
eye that memorable incident in the world’s history. 

The excellent re-issue of Charles Lever’s novels (Downey 
& Co., Limited) progresses most satisfactorily. Heartily wel- 
comed have been our oldest friends, Charles O^Malley, Sarry 
LorreQuer, Tom Burke, and The Knight of Gwynne, and most 
an^ous has the Baron been to make the acquaintance of those 
other children of Lever who have hitherto been to him little 
more tlmn names, Svr^ Jasper Carew for example, illustrated 
not by the, to- us, familiar hand of Hablot K. Browne, who gave 
such a “go” to all Lever’s early works that each one of them 
went off, like a bottle of champagne, with a “Phis,” but by 
another Browne^ yclept Gordon “ of that ilk,” and well has he 
^ught the spirit ,of his author. “ Phiz ” served under two 
Charles’s, and was loyal to both Dickens and Lever. But the 
old illustrators ^ve passed away, giving place to new, and in his 
illustrations to Con Oregan, Mr. Gordon Browne has just given 
that life-like touch to Lever’s characters which is of their essence 
and he has made the most of Lever’s dramatic situations. ^ 


^*jEtiez-vous d Sedan?” These were the last words of 
Napoleon III., addressed to his old friend and faithful com- 
panion Dr. Conneau. The adventurous life which practically 
ended in the death-trap of Sedan, is related by Mr. Archibald 
Forbes. His Life of Napoleon 111. (Chatto and Windus) adds 
to the accuracy of a historical annul the charm of romance. Up 
to 1870 he is indebted for his facts to a Wttalion of authorities 
drawn up in imposing line on a pre.atory page of the volume. 
From these he has compiled a stirring narrative, more especially 
forcefid in the earlier chapters. After the coup d^JStat the work 
drops into the vulgar commonplace of the Empire. With the 
first blast of the trumpet of war the pluckiest, most resourceful, 
and most successful war correspondent of the century is at his 
best again. The story of the campaign which began at Saar- 
bruck and ended at Sedan is. my Baronite testifies, a briIJiaut 
piece of writing. It carries the reader breathless to the closing 
scene at CHsTehurst, and the infinite pathos of the dying 
Emperor’s faintly-murmured last words. The Baron de B.-W. 


THE RULE OF THREE. 

New School (running against Old School). Dear me, who would 
have thought of seeing you again ? 

0. S. Well, what is the latest parrot’s cry? 

N. 8. (sharply). That I am better than you in every particular. 
And that ’s a truth, and not a parrot’s cry. 

O, 8. (sardonically). Glad to hear it! How are you better? 

N. S. Why, can’t you see that during the last twenty years I 
have advanced in evei^hing— dress, furniture, and drama ? 

O. S. (surprised). Have you? Well, bet your last dollar that 
twenty years hence the Future will say the same about you. 

N, 8 , Oh, nonsense, the Present is the best possible time. 

O. S. So was the Past. 

N, 8, (cheerfully). Then let the Future look after itself. 

[And it will I 
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TOBY, M.P.^S TOILET NECESSARIES. 

In view of the proximate opening of Parliament, Toby, M.P. 
has been approached by an influential syndicate with the re* 
quest that he would permit his name to be associated with a 
number of toilet necessaries to be dispensed in the hairtkesser's 
department recently added as a wing to the Palace of West- 
minster. It is pointed out to him that a gentleman well-kno-wn 
in the journalistic world has recently floated a hair-wash on 
which he has bestowed his name, “He Sims to be doing very 
well with it, too,” said the spokesman of the syndicate. The 
following is a rough draft ot the circular it is proposed to adver- 
tise in the morning papers and circulate with the Votes : 

rnOBV, M.P.’s LIQUID hair DYE.—This luoious compo- 
J, sition will be found most easy of apphcation. It is merely 
necessary to have the head brushed for five mmutes with a besom. 
Then damp the ham with the dye sprinkled on a floor-cloth. In 
twenty-tour hours it will produce an extremely light brown, a 
dark yellow, a bright blue, or a vermilion colour according to 
taste. M.P.'s are recommended in the course ot debate to 
secretly sprinkle a tew drops on the head of the hon. Member 
seated immediately before them and watch the results for them- 
selves. Sold in bottles at fls. (5d., 5s. 6d., 10s. fld., and 21s. 

ri'^OBY, M.P.’s NOSE MACHINE, — successful contrivance 
JL which, by firm but gentle and judicious pressure, directs 
the soft cartilage of which the nose consists, so that a periect shape 
is obtained, itoman nose. Is. extra. It is required to be worn 
an hour daily for seven, fourteen, or twenty-one days. It is 
rather becommg to the expression than otherwise, and may be 
worn at the Speaker’s Levee, It is suited to ail shades of pohtics, 
and it never tails in producing good results. Its price is lOs. 6d. 

rnOBY, M.P.’s hath DESTKOYEK on DEPILATORY.— 
JL Kemoves superfluous hair from the knuckles, neck, or 
elbows without the slightest injury to the sKin. in raniily circles 
much innocent amusement may be derived irom cuttmg a small 
circle of cloth, soakmg it in the Depilatory and placing it un- 
observed on the head ot a guest, un removmg the cloth the 
hair, whether superfluous or not, comes away with it. 

r I TOBY, M.P.’s OANTHAHIDES OIL.— Spanish Ely is the 
X acting ingredient m Toby, M.P.'s Cantharidea Oil. The fly 
is cultivated, regardless of expense, on the window-panes at The 
Keainel, Barks. Toby, M.P.'s Oantharides Oil is a sure Hestorei 
of Hair, a swift Producer of \Vhiskers. Its eiteot is immediate. 
It is patronised by Koyaity and some Bishops. Prices, 3s. 3d., 
6s. 3d., 10s. 6d., and 21s. per bottle. By post for 54, 84, 144 
stamps. The largest size is sent per luggage train. 

T oby, M.P.’s hath OUHLING ELUID,— No matter how 
straight or otherwise ungovernable is your hair, the fluid 
curls it immediately. There are authenticated cases where a 
patient’s hair curLed off at the sound of the drawing of 
the cork of a bottle of Toby, M.P.’s Hair Curling Fluid. Extract 
from letter from the late Charles' Dickens, communicated by Julia, 
clo W, Stead, Esg,. — “ Tommy Traddles was born before his age, 
A bottle of your Fluid would have transformed him.” 

T oby, M.P.’s bloom of noses.— So called from its deep 
sunset effect. With addition of a little water it will bring 
a blush to the most shameless cheek. For Members addicted to 
sitting up late at night, reading blue-books or otherwise it will 
be found iavaluable. 

T oby, M.P.’s great hair restorer.— it contains 

nothing injurious or otherwise. Restores grey hair to 
any tint you like in a few days. Has little sediment, and that 
of the very best. Pending the growth of the hair it endows a 
bald head with a beautiful gloss. A little taken internally before 
going to bed is recommended. Can be had through all chemists 
or of the maker, Toby, M.P., The Kennel, Barks. 

T oby, M.P.’s toilet necessaries.— O ut of a heap of 

testimonials, the following are selected — The Marquis of 
S-L-SB-RT. “In recent negotiations with Foreign Powers! used 
Toby, M.P.’s Hair Destroyer or Depilatory with remarkable effect. 
After a few applications it caused to disappear British positions in 
Central Africa to the advantage of Germany j divided Zanzibar with 
that country ; and removed the superfluity of Heligoland from the 
British Empire.” From the Right Hon. J-s-ph (Sc-mb-rl-n — “I 
ordered to be despatched to Mrs. Kr-g-r, in time for delivery 
at Christmas, a bottle of Toby, M.P.’s Hair Curling Fluid, She 
has sent for another bottle, remarking, that to curl 0-m P-l’s 
kair every night involves considerable consumption of the ini- 



MAKING THE MOST OF IT. 


“Mummy, please divide ’at Apple into two laros Halves !” 

valuable mixture.” From Sir W-ll-m H-rc-rt — ^‘I tried one 
bottle of Toby, M.P.’s Great Hair Restorer mth surprising 
result. W'hen in the course of three days my hair had grown a 
foot long, I began to use the Hair Curling Fluid. Effect 
picturesque in the extreme. Being undesirous of excitii^ envy 
I had recourse to Toby, M.P.’s Hair Destroyer or DepiIatojT', 
which, after a severe struggle, removed the overgrowth, enabling 
zne to appear m the House in my old form.” 

T oby, M.P.’s toilet necessaries.— No dressing-room 
complete without them. 

DIPLOMATIC PRIVILEGE. 

Two minor officials of the United States l^bassy have success- 
fully claimed the diplomatic privilege of riding bicycles on the 
footpath at Maidenhead. 

The butler of the Russian Ambassador is stated to have daimed 
the right to ride his bicycle up and down the steps of St. Paul’s. 

An under-hoiusemaid of the French Embassy intends to ride in 
the Brompton omnibus without paying the fare. 

The dogs of the Vice-Consul of San Marino- are not muzzled, 
their owner pleading privilege. 

A itnan was. yesterday charged at Bow Street with being drunk 
and incapable. He stated that he had once cleaned the windows 
at the German Embassy and was immediately released. Another 
man, a shoeblack, was charged with picking pockets. Having 
proved that, on the previous day, he nad bladsed the boots of 
the uncle by marriage of the second footman of the Italian 
Embassy, he was liberated. A third man was charged with 
assaulting his wife. He called witnesses to prove that his wife 
had been washerwoman to the Spanish Ambassador, and he was 
therefore at once discharged. 

At Her Majesty’s. — Mr. Charles -Allan was “oast” for 
Cinna. He would have been anything but a “ miserable Cinna.” 
Yet at the last moment he was omitted. Now, according to the 
Westminster Gazette, this Cinna is to be forthwith “ restored.” 
A “restored Cinna” implies repentance; but, it is highly pro- 
bable that Mr. Allan will still be about as thorough-going a 
Cinna as ever was seen. Of course he has been taken by the 
Cinna-matographic apparatus. 

By Our Incandescent Lighter-man. — The very lightest pos- 
sible clothing — “Mantles.” 
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She 0? THB^LOO^’^rSHOULD raiNK^” t.KT. ’ 


THE COMIHG OF THE COMMOHS. 

[Parliament is summoned for the 8th of Pebruarv. 
Please be there.— WUp.'\ 


From mild Sicilian mountains, 
^From Kiondyke^s eager clime, 
Where Yukon’s yellow fountains 
Koll bullion all the time ; 

From Iceland’s giddy geysers. 
From Biscay’s bounding bay. 
The Terrace calls to Tea, Sirs I 
It is our opening day I 


What though in likely places 
Ihe spicy odours blow, 

And rather pretty faces 
^re seen about at Pau ? 

What though in meditation 
On Monte Carlo’s shore 
Y<m trace by calculation 
How much has " gone before ” ? 


What though mosquitos scourge yo 
^^hia’s lonely links, 

Or <ionkey-arabs urge you 
To go and climb the Sphinx ?— 
-^rt nor Nature’s beauty 
Sh^ tempt your soul to stay : 

^ the trump of Duty ? 

That trump you must obey ! 

Wither it catch you thrilling 
Ihe natives round the polls, 

I ollowing hounds or filling 
Refined domestic rdUs^ 


By routes of rail or river. 

Ether or Ocean’s plains. 

Come back, and please deliver 
Our earth from error’s chains 1 

Y(m’ll tell us how you travelled 
By Afric’s desert sands. 

And furtively unravelled 
Riddles of unknown lands ; , 
feet of yours have scudded 
0 ’er many a Dervish tomb, 

And how you sat and studied 
The outer halls of Oom ! 

you took your pleasures 
We somehow wagged along ; 
Th^^ reft of you our treasures, 
We re going fairly strong ; 

Ihe labour war is ended. 

And like the blessed dew 
Sweet Peace has now descended 
Without consulting you. 

Eastern^ and other questions, 

TT always burns, 

u helped by your suggestions 
Have taken useful turns ; 

Keen eyes have watched the Russian 
In hope to win the day 
Ere you could raise discussion 
And give the show away. 

So to our merry meeting, 

0 men of varied gifts I 
And ^ke your country’s greeting. 
And hear the prayer she lifts, 


That under that or this chief 
Satan may have in view 
No special sort of mischief 
For idle hands to do ! 

A Want. — Dear Sir, — I have been wait- 
ing m vain for a patriotic music-hall ditty 
illustrative of the Anglo- Japanese entente 
cordials. How ’s this for a start ? 

“Japs! Japs! Japs! 

Jolly little chaps. 

Who ’ll never knuckle under in the least* 

So, hand in hand with Japs, 

We will never care for raps, 
hut with them we will conquer all the East, 
My lads ! 

But with them we will conquer all the East ! 
Japs! Japs! Raps I Raps ! (Sere every 
one hmgs the tables and floor with 
sticks^ ^c.) Japs ! Raps ! ” 

This is the chorus. The necessary stanzas 
I leave to some poetic and patriotic genius. 

Maximilian MacChequer. 

Suburban Delighits. 

A PaHy returning home in hired brougham, the 
Driver of which is somewhcd Inebriated, 
Paterfamilias {who, a% a Killy climbs on 
to the box at the request of Materfamilias) , 
Grive me the reins. 

Coachman, ’Ave you hever druv down 
this ’ere ’ill afore ? 

Pater, {taking the reins) , No, I have not. 
Coachman, Then I ’ll walk. [Does so. 
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< Theik End was Peace. — ^After the great fight in the French 
Ghamher of Deputies the combataiitfi were removed to the Salon 
<w la Paix. This calmed them at once, and the next sitting of 
the Chamber was quite undiaturbed. It would seem a good plan 
to conduct select parties of the Deetetts disputants thxou^ the 
pme apartment. The irrecondlables mi^t be sent to the start- 
ing place of the new Klondike railway, Fort Wrangel, and left 
to settle their di erenoes there. 


Mu&Dinr, Mt Mummy 1 1 — ^The mummy of an Ibis was recently 
unroUed in London, and, according to the published account, it 
was mdosed in “thirty layers of linen.’’ Without pausing to 
inquire what s^ of fod is a “layer of linen,” we may con- 
jecture from this the origin of the proverbial saying, “ In medio 
iuiistimut Ibii” 

Fbbnoh Fussiness.— T he Debteus Case. 



WHAT WE WAY EXPECT — ^THE BOOT-SOLE GALLERY. 
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MR. PUNCH’S “ANIMAL LAND.” 

( With achnotoledgnients as before.) 


[Febeuabt 6, 1898. 
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“LITTLE NELL.” 

Who among Gaiety patrons (within the 
last twenty years, shall we say ?) does not 
remember the humour and pathos of 
Nellie Farren, when, as the little street 
^ab, th^ scapegrace Aladdin^ in the late 
Kobert Reece’s burlesque, she sang, half 
impudently, half beseechingly, with tears 
m her voice, 

** Please, Sir, ’old yer nag, Sir ? 

Tyke yer little bag, Sir ? 

Werry ’ard to live 

J ust wot yer ’ll give — — 

Thank ’ee. Sir / ” 

And now, partially paralysed and well-nigh 
penniless, Miss Nellie Farren finds it 
weiry ’ard to live”; and so “kind 
tnends m front” are doing their utmost 
^ benefit” for her, the proceeds 
of which, placed in the hands of two 
business-like trustees, will be invested 
for the little lady” to the very best 
advantage, and thus secure for her compe- 
tence and comfort. 

H.R.H., never appealed to in vain in 
the cause of charity, graciously heads the 
list. Johnnie Toole, the source of so 
much mirth, and one of her former com- 
panions in Gaiety burlesque, has secured 
d front seat in the gallery for twenty 
guineas. ISever has Johnnie Toole acted 
better 1 ^ And the ^ first to volunteer her 
services in this charitable cause was another 
Nell, Miss Ellen Terry, who, enthusi- 
astically, offered to “ do anything ” in order 
to assist the other Ellen. 

To Mr. Geoboe Edwaedbs, of the Gaiety 
in^tre, all letters on the subject, all sub- 
scnpti'ons and requests for seats, should be 
sent. Prosit. 


A Suggested Inscription 

On a colossal Equestrian Stciitue rejfyresenting 
Energy or Force, upon which Mr. Watts has 
been working for many years, and which he 
is presenti'fig to the Nation. 

This mighty statuary of man and horse 
Typifies aptly Energy or Force, 

Since spite of fourscore years here you can 
see 

The fruit of Watts’s force and energy. 








“THINGS ARE NOT AS THEY SEEM.” 
First Comic Sead {down). ^*Tou confounded 
idiot ! ” 

Second Comic Sead {fiercely). **I’ll Irnn olr yer 
ed off for twopence.” 


BADGERING A BART. 

{Queries to be put to the Members of a Hcmourahle 
Society.) 

Question. You are an ill-used man, are 
you not ? 

Answer. As a baronet, most assuredly. 

Q. What is your principal grievance ? 

A. That I take precedence below the 
sons of a life peer. 

Q. Is that a matter of serious conse- 
quence ? 

A. Undoubtedly; it causes me the 
greatest possible annoyance. 

Q. Have you any further complaint ? 

A. My eldest son should be, but never 
is, knighted on attaining his majority. 

Q. Is this really annoying ? 

A. Of course, as he should be able to 
take his place with the many illustrious 
persons who write “Sir” before their 
Christian names. 

Q. Is there anything else you would like 
to mention? 

A. That we should be allowed officially 
to wear a chain and medal — decorations 
which would increase our importance ten- 
fold. 

Q. Isthatall.^* 

A. Many persons who have no right to 
call themselves baronets do so regardless 
of consequences. 

Q. How did you obtain the dignity ? 

A. By an ancestor receiving a sum of 
money to settle in Nova Scotia. 

Q. Then why have you not carried out 
the intention of James the First, and 
remained away from En^nd ? 

A. Because our business is with the 
future, not with the past, and, thauk you, 
that ’s enough questioning for the present. 
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A TRUE SPORTSMAN. 

{A Last Shot of the Seaso^i.) 

Old Pothimter. “Always show mercy, my Boy, always show 
MERCY 1 Much better to shoot ’em sitting, and save poor 
Things a nasty fall ! ” . . - [Does, 


BOADICEA. 

Oh, great British Matron, the first and the best, 

We Britons may call you the one semi-dea 

This land has produced, to encourage the rest, 

Boadicba ! 

But not cast in plaster, and stood on a spot 
So very important ; we have an idea 

That melodramatic is what you were not, 

Boadicba. 

You ’re far less impressive than ladies we ’ve seen , 

For instance, gigantic Miss May, christened Leah, 

That ’s plain ; so are you, though you may not have been, 

Boadicba. 

There is but one place you could fitly adorn. 

Not Paris or Florence, not Rome or Pavia ; 

In Brighton no statue is treated with scorn, 

Boadicba. 

In Brighton the knowledge of art is but small. 

We ’ve only one feah, you mayn’t disappeah. 

Oh, deah, pray cleah out, speah and all 

Boadicba 1 

Les Chefs-d’ceuvre CHEZ LB Chef.— This year the two FrencI 
Salons will together occupy the Galerie des Machines. The riva' 
representatives of the Pine Arts will be separated by a buffet 
At each side of it, they may envy the calmer life of the cook 
Untroubled by controversy and dissensions, he pursues his ar1 
and no spiteful newspaper critics abuse the colouring of hi 
gravy, or the modelling of his jellies. With a careful accuracy 
worthy of the Salon des Champs Elysees he prepares the flavour- 
ing of a soup ; with a rapid touch more characteristic of the 
Salon du Champ de Mars he produces an omelette. And whe^ 
he dies he may leave behind him not a picture or two hidden ir 
the Luxembourg but a sauce known from San Francisco to 
Bombay. 

German Humour. — ^How to make the average Prussian less 
witty even than he is now. Give any one who makes a joke in 
that stolid country two months’ imprisonment in a fortress. 


THE HOUSE AND THE CHAMBER ; 

Or, *^They rmnage these things letter in France f 

Oi ’ve bin to St. Staven’s, an’ sat thro’ the 
ravin’s 

Ov Oireland’s oppressors, an’ wished they 
were done, 

For as for their spaches, the moral they 
taches 

Is London for sloomber, but Paris for fun. 

Thim Froggies— he jabers ! there ’s grit in 
our neighbours — 

Their Par lyment bates us to shivers, it do ! 

For a hit of oration or argymentation 

We can’t hould a candle to hould Parly 
voo. 

First one starts a-spoutin’, an’ while he is 
shoutin’ 

Another jumps' up wid a “Rascal, ye 
loy ! ” 

An’ “"What’s that ye’re sayin’, ye heath- 
enish bayin’?” 

Ses the first, an’ he lands him a wan in 
the oye. 

An’ then there is rooctionsl They don’t 
wait instrooctions, 

But ivry one springs wid a yell to his fate. 

An’ floys to the melly wid stick an’ um- 
brelly. 

An’ sorrer a mimberbut joins the debate. 

Begorra! Thim Frenchies was over the 
benchies, 

An’ clutchin’ an’ clawin’ whativer they 
met, 


An’ coats were a-tearin’, an’ as for the 
swearin’, 

Bedad ! ’twas the f oinest Oi ’ve iver heard 
yet. 

St. Pathrick I ’twas splendid : an’ when it 
was ended, 

The Chamber was scatthered wid rags 
and black oyes, 

An’ if they enjoyed it a quarther that Oi 
did, 

’Tis soon they ’ll be at it agin, the brave 
bhoys. 

That’s what Oi calls a matin’ an’ proper 
debatin’, 

That’s the Parlyment we want to see 
once agin, 

All boilin’ an’ bubblin’ in beautiful Dublin, 

So Home Rule for iver ! Amin an’ amin ! 


SONGS EOR THE NATION. 

‘ ‘ Faire les lois d’ un<» nation ? Chansons que tf ut 
cela ! — ± ossuet-Foudin. 

The “incomprehensible” style of draw- 
ing-room ballad is, or ought to be, an im- 
portant factor in our civilisation. It is a 
convenient vehicle for melody, and has the 
virtue of soothing the listener by a vague 
glow of impressiveness to which it is im- 
possible to attach any meaning. Unfortu- 
nately, the effect is often marred by lapses 
into coherence, which raise an irritating 
desire to know “ what it is all about,” and 
then the soothing effect is lost. This is a 
mistake, and I have done my utmost to 
write a song which shall he strictly incom- 


prehensible, and therefore of superlative 
value to the nation at large. 

If OnltI 

If only to-day were to-morrow, 

And yesterday followed to-day, 

My sadness would sink into sorrow, 

My vanity vanish away ; 

My spirit would cease from its roaming, 
Nor flutter away like a bird 
In the shadowy shade of the gloaming, 
The magical moan of a word. 

Alas! with the light of the morning 
To-morrow has flown to its rest, 

With feverish petulance scorning 
The hallowed delights of the blest. 

I yearn, with a cynical mocking, 

To grapple with infinite calm, 

’Mid aeons of silence unlocking 
The tones of a jubilant psalm. 

If only the world were a vision, 

If only the moon were a myth. 

If only the star of derision 
Would turn from its kin to its kith ; 

If only to-day were to-morrow. 

And yesterday followed to-day, 

My soul would eternity borrow, 

And solemnly vanish away 1 

Shaespbarb in West Africa. — With 
France and Great Britain in Nigeria, the 
question put by the Royal Niger Company 
to the native rulers has been, “Under 
which King, Bezonian? Speak or die!” 
And the answer, recently given^ by the 
Sultan of SoKOTO, is eminently satisfactory 
— ^to John Bull. 
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MNTS ON 'UNTING, BY 'ARRY. 

If, by mistake, you have halloed a Hare away, when out with Foxhounds, 

TELL THE HUNTSMAN YOU THOUGHT THEY WERE HARRIERS ! 


OYEE THE DITCHES. 

Determine to have- day’s hunting in 
Essex. Grand sporting country, big 
ditches, and plenty of room across the 
open Koothings. Find I must start by 
8,50 train from Liverpool Street. Can’t 
be helped. Tell groom to have horse there 
in good time. Looks sulky. Always does 
when it’s a matter of getting up early, 
lazy beggar! Dine overnight with the 
Chxjnkinses, who regard me as a hero. 
Rather like this. Put on hardy look when 
they pity me for having to rise so early. 
To bM at midnight. No sooner^ asleep 
than knock at door; “’arf past six, Sk, 

and a foggy mornin’.” D bother it, 

I mean. Put nose out of bed-clothes and 
execrate hunting. Catch sight of tub, 
shiver and duck under again. Five 
noinutes more, and then rush for tub, 
emitting dismal howl as first cold sponge- 
ful does its deadly work. Shave by candle- 
light with cold fingers, tepid water, and 
blunt razor. Cut chin. Again exclaim 
d — ^ bother it. Cab at door as I pull 
op left boot. Scald mouth with cup of tea, 
and inatch up piece of toast to gnaw going 
along. No time for more, and, strange to 
say, no appetite. Cab damp, also stuffy. 


Arrive Liverpool Street. Groom meets 
me, saying my brute declines to enter 
horse-box, and is engaged in deadly com- 
bat with whole of G. E. R. staff, from 
stationmaster downwards. Train leaves in 
three minutes. Rush frenziedly to strug- 
gling group round horse-box, and aim 
violent whack” at the beast’s quairters. 
Miss him and hit porter in the eye. Porter 
hurls whole of the English language at me. 
So rude. “W’y don’t yer back ’im in?” 
shouts friendly cabman. Of course; why 
didn’t we think of it before? So silly. 
Horse goes in like ship sailing “ stam fore- 
most.” I rush to shut up side of hors^ 
box, as train is just off. Jam fingers in 

hinge. D jam it, I mean. “Now 

then, Sir, jump in if you’re argoin’ on!” 
shouts guard. Scramble into last carriage, 
and we are off. Quite warm now, after 
my exertions. Fog on line, ^ and we stop 
every ten yards. Dismal journey, and 
arrive half an hour late. Get horse out, 
and start on my ten-mile hack to meet. 
Lose my way, and ask intelligent country- 
man to direct me, I. C. raises hat and 
scratches head. 

“Whoy, now, if you was to foller this 
’ere road strai^t as you can go for about 
vour mile, an’ then tarn to yer right ak 


go acrost a stone bridge an’ leave the ^ Fox 
and Geuse’ on yer left ’an’ then tarn to 
yer right agen, yew’d be somers on the 
road to where t’ hounds did meet last 
Toosday was a fortnit ago ” 

Thank him hastily, and pass on, saying 
that I will call in for the rest of the ex- 
planation when I have a week to spare. 
Trot on, and presently see man in pink 
ahead of me. Follow him, and duly arrive 
at meet. Large field. Don’t know a soul. 
Every one stares at me and chats to his 
neighbour. Feel uncomfortable. Wish 
they wouldn’t. Draw first cover blank. 
My horse gets fidgetty and unpleasant. 
Sidles up against big man, who scowls 
savagely and mutters something about 
Cockney sportsmen. Pretend not to hear. 
Hound rushes wildly between my horse’s 
legs. Sagacious animal lets fly, and kicks 
him yards. Fearful chorus of indignant 
shouts to “take that brute home,’’ and 
inquiries as to whether I want to kill all 
the pack ? 

Ignore them, smile in pitying manner, 
and light cigar. Have only had six whiffs 
when hounds find, and have to throw 
Cabana away. Pull up my girths, which 
makes horse lash out again, and very 
nearly bag another hound. Away we all 
gallop for small hand-gate which every 
one tries to go through at once. My 
brute arches his back, squeals and kicks at 
every stride. Feel that there is much day- 
light between self and proud animal at 
intervals ; frequent ones, too. Saddle hard, 
cold, and slippery. Get through gate at 
last, gate-post catching my knee, and caus- 
ing me to lose stirrup-iron, and exclaim 
»D botheration!” Gallop over beau- 

tiful bit of grass and jump several easy 
ditches. Very nice country to ride over, 
and all this talk about gigantic Roothing 
ditches simnlv rubbish. Nothing like £ls 
big as Hullo 1 what ’s this ? Navigable 
river? Part of the Ship Canal? Foity- 
foot saw-pit? No; only a real Roothing 
ditch. Instantly try to pull up. Think 
T ’ll go round. Too late. Man in pink, just 
in front, goes in head first and disappears 
bodily. My horse makes frantic effort, but 
jumps short, and we come down right on 
^op of unfortunate sportsman at bottom of 
ditch. Vision of coroner’s inquests, ver- 
dict of manslaughter, Old Bailey, and 
penal servitude float mistily before my 
eyes. Wave arms about wildly, and seize 
nose of the man I think I have slain. We 
sit up and face each other. He is not dead. 
He smiles. He draws note-book from 
breast-pocket. He speaks. And this is 
what he says : — 

“I am the Hunt Secretary, Sir, and* I 
trust I may have the pleasure of putting 
you down on my list as a ten-guinea sub- 
briber. Always as well to do business 
when opportunity offers. Allow me ito 
hand you my card. Cheques should be 
crossed London and County Bank.” 

And they call this “ sleepy Essex ” 1 

Mr. B. W. Leader, the recently elected 
“R. A.,” is very generally acknowledged 
to be “ one of the most popular of modern 
landscape painters.” Young arUsts in his 
line will do well to adopt the evident motto 
of “Follow my Leader.” 

Identification of the Man who let 
OFF A Pistol in the Gaiety Theatre. — 
At the police-station he said he “had been 
working as odd man at Anderson’s, Pop- 
lar.” Here, then, was “ The odd man out ” 1 
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A NEW ODE TO ^^DUTY" 

Stern daugliter — of no matter who ! 

0 Enty !— comprehensive name — 

You &Te not “ fight to guide,” with you 
Dancing is but a weary game. 

YoTir step is in itself a law 
\^^ch no collisions overawe ; 

Like^ some fell motor-car set free 
You jostle round, unblessed of frail 
humanity ! 

There are who care not if your eye 
Be on them ; others ask, in truth, 

A dance, but cut it by-and-bye 
With all t^e genial cheek of youth. 

Glad hearts ! They save themselves a 1 ot 
Of bumps, and know it— do they not?— 
They once their confidence misplaced 
Li you, and now no more their arms shall 
span your waist. 

Eor this, methinks, were pure delight, 
The haven where a man would be — 

To dance with whom one Hkes all night, 
And, so to speak, be Duty-free ! 

Yet they a dangerous course shall hold 
Who dare to Hve, unwisely bold, 

TJp to the spirit of this creed; 

Nor even give a set of Lancers as your meed . 

I. loving freedom well, have tried 
To bear the ill-concealed disgust 
Of fond mammas all stony-eyed, 

Who in me have reposed their trust. 

Eor oft when in my heart I Ve heard 
The call of Duty, I Ve deferred 
The task, in smoother waltz to stray ; 
But now— T ’ll have this extra polka, if I 
may! 

Stern Duty ! Now I see you wear 
A sort of smile upon your face, 

Though my request you grant, I fear, 
With not the very best of grace. 
Confusion in your footing treads, 

1 pray we fall not on our heads, 

^ The while we make the giddy throng 
Sit up in this wild polka, going fresh and 
strong. 

To Providence’s saving power 
Our mad career I now commend, 

This baddish quarter of an hour 
Which I ’m about with you to spend I 
* * * * * 

Meanwhfie let men take my advice 
And cultivate self-sacrifice. 

So shall they fail ofPence to give. 

And in the approving smiles of watchful 
chaperones live ! 



Miss Smith, “We Ve just come from Tannhauser, Doctor.” 

The Doctor {very dmf), “Indeed? 1 hope you had better^ Weather than we Ve 
BEEN having ! ” 


THE TOQUE’S PEOGRESS, 

Owing to tke enormously higli tri’ntnrii'ngg now put upon smart bats aucl 
toques, the ordmary brougham does not permit its fair occupant in full after- 
noon toilet to sit in comfort. Some of the leading carriage-makers therefore 
have had to lower the seats of many closed vehicles.”— Telegraph^ffib. 4.] 

There is no such thing as finality in Fashion, and we may rest 
assured that further developments are impending. 

The seats of railway-carriages will be arranged on a sliding-scale. 
Those of the third-class will perhaps remain as they are at pre- 
sent, but the second-class, containing, presumably, better-dressed 
lady-pas^ngers, will be lowered a foot, while first-class compart- 
ments will have no seats at all. The wearers of the omnipotent 
aigrette will cheerfully sit on the fioor of the carriage, or possibly 
on a foot-warmer. Gentlemen, of course, will have to stand, 
or travel in horse-boxes. It is expected that later on railway 
cuttings will be universal throughout the country, to> meet the 
increased depth required. 

^ theatres, the stalls will in future be constructed on the 
prii^ple of a stage-trap, through which the owners of matinee- 


hats will descend to the desired level, and, if necessary, disappear 
below altogether. A much-needed reform will thus be brought 
to pass. 

Omnibuses will be converted into penny drays, but straw will 
doubtless be provided for the convenience of female occupants, 
where the pavement is at all rocky. No gentleman, it is ex- 
pected, will hereafter hesitate to ride outside tO' oblige a lady. 

Hansom cabs and growlers will he built without any floor. 
La^es of any standing at all will recline on the step, or walk 
inside, like the historic Irishman, “ for the look of the thing.” 

In the case of covered motor-cars, ladies will push them behind 
like perambulators. 

And then, and not till then, will the fiat go forth that feminine 
hats are to be worn reasonably flat and low. 


According to the Westminster Gazette, there are ten teetotal 
bishops. The watering-places abroad are generally in want cf 
chaplains. Here, then, is an opportunity for the teetotal bishops 
to appoint to water-cures. 
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MR. PUNCHES “ANIMAL LAND.” 





Jlntntai IS i/er^ bcU UnS 
He U clever (cork. hvCa^^^ 

VtYV hrodA lyt pieces uie loicer Covyi^i-n^ 
ar<^^€ h^Str'hj^ Meff Vitm ovt- 'r 
ftITi.eTBwf UbuYieo very Ae^ }vst rmuj d^nA 
i-S whac )u. w.lDc3?Lntf /foY xSo*t>uev are ^^ll 
witJirage andijTj a 


I DARBY JONES ON SPRING TOPICS. 

Honoueed Sm, — ^There are loany tibings 
associated with the mellifluous term 
Spring, “to wif' (as they have it in 
the mandatory and disagreeable orders 
of Her Majesty’s Courts of Law), 
Spnng cabbages, Spring onions, Spring 
guns, Spring flowers, and Spring handi- 
caps. It is with the latter article that 
I have to deal, in the International Game 
of Equine Whist, wherein a bottled-up 
Enave often scores more readily than 
a tip-top Queen, an irreproachable Eing, 
or an, Ace desirous of Cromwellian su- 
prenu^y. Let us now, however, to the 
Handicaps. By the way, why handy P 
Why caps? I reply, handy, because our 
jockeys, like prLaefi^ters, know how to 
use tiieir fists at a finish ; caps because, 
until horses are painted with the owners’ 
oolours, they and the jackets must go 
together, and on a dull day in winter, they 
might just as well he displayed in Uno- 
ohrozne. I turn in pmrsuanoe of that task, 
which nets the compilation of a new Slang 
Dictionary at defiance, tO' the unravelling 
of the mesh which surrounds the Lmcoln- 
shire Handicap, run on Thursday, March 
22, beneath the shade of one of the most 
deftly renovated Cathedrals in England. 
And in connection with this event the 
Bard breaks forth in poesy : — 

The Medley seems bright 

When it ’s rid of the Knight, 

And Jjord Jdosehery's may have a look in. 

There ’s a King with a chance, 

And a Stow in the dance, 

But I look to a Saint for a book win ! 

So says the Augur, and with that know- 
ledge^ only derived from the Study of a 
Lifetime, he gallops over Aintree in his 
anticipation of the Grand National : — 

I don’t think a Declaration 

Will he source of jubilation, 

I ’d rather have a httle bit on Two from 
Erin’s Isle; 



And^there ’s a certain Wetrd 
Whom,'|to heattit will be hard, 

But matters J[ ’ll not mince, * | 

If game and good the^Prwj A 

He flummox all the lot in propt j style. 

This, honoured Sir, is my begi'^ning, the 
A of my Alphabet. By the time we come 
to Z, nay, long before that, you and my 
clients should be travelling about the 
country in personally-owned motor-cars. 
But alas ! for the Ingratitude of Mankind. 
Many of those who are now rnaVing pigeon- 
pies at Monte Carlo owe not a little of 
their well-being to the acute foresight of 
Your humble henobinan and heeler. 

Dibit Jonbs. 

A FROSTLESS JANUARY. 

The plumber wrung hits hands and wept. 
No frost 1 How hard for those adept 
At mending “ pipes that ’s busted 1 ” 
The butcher groaned to think of meat 
The mildness made unfit to eat. 

Such winter ke dktrusted. 

The merch^t of ne^ected coal 
Consumed in giief his stricken soul. 

Too utterly disgusted. 

The ice-rink man alone was glad ; 

No frost, except indoors j it had 
Been perfectly adjusted. 



A “PARSONA GRATA.” 

A SUBJECT fo-r a sermon by the Rev. Stbw- 
ABT Heablam, who once, as a Church Note 
in the St, Jameses Gazette records, recom- 
mended the Bishop of London to visit the 
Empire and see a ballet, might be “The 
Dance of the Daughter of Hebodias.” His 
Reverence could learn something instruc- 
tive from Dean Fabbab as to “posturing 
Pharisees.” What a charming transfor- 
mation scene, semi-ecclesiaatic-semi-fairy- 
landish, might be devised, with Madame 
Gbiqolati of Drury Lane as “The Pos- 
turing Queen of the Fairy Seas”l The 
Fratres Druriolani should take a bint from 
this for their next pantomime. 

A Drop too, much. 

{JBy a Licemed V%dtua,lUT,) 

[At the Local Yeto Conference at Manchester, 
Mr. Schwann expressed himself as tired of voting 
for a large measure which camiot|,be carried, and 
desirous of securing some^more^soM instdment of 
reform.] 

Though rabid teetotalers storm, 

^Tis better — shrewd Radicals own — 

To go in for Solid Reform — 

And leave people’s liquors alone. 

The KhNG or the Bakers. — Recently has 
been published a list of various Notables 
who are to confer as to the best way of 
celebrating the thousandth anniversary of 
King Alfred the Great. Shall Alfred 
have a statue ? Why, certainly. Should it 
not record the celebrated incident of King 
Alfred “ taking the cake ” ? 

One Way to increase the Army. — 
Why not give military commissions to 
Messrs. W^teley and Haprod, the Uni- 
versal Providers, and order a ready-made, 
ready-drilled, perfectly-equipped Force, to 
be under the command of “ General 
Stores”? 
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LUDWIG IN LONDON. 

WaLKGO TOWAEDS TiSCEEBEINGROssa. 

^ HONOUBIID MlaTEH OvER-NEWSPAPEBii-DlBEETOB, — I kaV© tO 
You Ilow ouo ever “ Luggitsch. asking Jr^ackagecarrYer to me, 
after mem uuspiekly ama unbelievely neiiui and never before 
endured touriiourisji Fast, from tJie at London oritscJa Jttailway- 
stationrelresiimentroom outkoming, one m London “Teikekeb^' 
named (Jonveywork, M'ntiTwerli^ commended sayed. 

X follow him, one Tunnel, wliere ad dark is, along, after, and 
then see i one Light. It is a Waggonlamp, Jiut wnat for one 
JJrosclikel The Loacher is behina, the Vvaggon is very little, 
and h^gs on the Horse. }Vo iat der JHuiiritti where is the 
hiUtry K Lehmd, perhaps. 1 see him not. Wnau, between the 
Waggonweel and the Horse?. Unpossiblyl The Lntry is so 
narrow ; i kan not therem go. Vv hat for one Land, where the 
Convey works only tor the Tmns maked are 1 

The Fackagecarryer put mem {Sack within, and call Tscher- 
rmgross.” i puli me up, he push, and endly am i on one Jb’oot on 
the little \\aggonst8p. Lut i must there remain atana, because 
i not within gO' kan. “ The JJoors aint open, Maunsiah,"' say ne. 
The Horse begin ontogo, i stand on one h'oot, it give iSotmngs 
to hold. “ You must kom out,” say he. Tnat ao i, and ver^ 
plotzMi, because i on the Fackagecairyer fall, and we together on 
the Harth rod. i elevate me, and i say, qmte angry, “ Tmmder- 
weatnerl i go not m Your engliscn uroschke. She is too 
dangeriy.” The unluckly tne Hed rubbmg Fackagecarryer sa> 
that he hurted is, and tnat i to him Money give must. X ohei 
to him one Fiftypfenmgbit. He say, “Flow me.” X say, “X 
have to You one Flow gived, it do me very Grief, i will not You 
a.gain blow, take You something Money.” "^He spiek mutach 
and violent. 

Fndly understand i that he no german Silver take wiU. X 
have no englisch. i bring one goiden Tenmarkbit out, and i say. 
You this change ? ” “Yes, Mau^isiab,” say he, “ but You 

S *t in.” “ Never 1” anser i. “You must,” say he. Ho open 
^ net Bo'urtt, i pull, he push, i hft the Foots up, i let the Hed down, 
i see too aorof*'bangjj\g leathern Straps, i grasp them, the 
Cuacher cry out, the Horse jump, and sudden am i downfalled, 
tlw Hed within, the Body on the Jjandingplace, and the Foots 
without. The Horse halt not. I crawl witfiin, and i sit on the ; 
Floor. Why halt the Coaoher not ? 

Fotztmsertdl Meiri^ Zthnrmrkstuck I Woutder Oepdcktragar I 
I see Nothings. I must toi the Coacher spiek. But how ? He 
is behind, i kan not the Wmdow open, so seek i round the 
Waggoncorner to see. Unpossiblyl i dare not on the narrow 
Waggonstep to go, so endly stand i up, and grasp after one of 
the leathern Straps, which, as i nau see, the Jtains are. I must 
the Horse stop. 

That do i. It go sudden towards the Side, i fall yet again, 
thistime fall the Hoorse likewise, the Teikekeb go down, i roll 
out, the Coacher fad on me, and we all are on the Earth to- 
gether. Mein Hat is braked, mein Coat is tared, ill is muddy, 
and i have Hedpain, Backpain, Legpain. I stand up, and i say, 
“Never again go i in Your accursed Droschke.” The Coacher 
s^nd up, he pull the Horse up, and then spiek he mutsch and 
violent. We are alone in the nebulous Darlcaess. I am greater 
as he, but i am plui^, and i am hurted. He hold his Whip, he 
say, “You bln»Tnin FiU offer Furriner ist dew he lay 
mutsch more, he say often that i hlutig am, that the Horse hlutig 
ia, that ill hlutig is, witch not true is, because we only bruised, 
not wounded, are, and i no Blood see kan, he shout, he wave 
his Whip, and endly say he, “One Quid.” “What is that?” 
ask i. “ Twenty Bob,” say he, “ one Pound.” Himmelj zwanzig 
Mark! 

That shall i not to him give. Bub he lift his Whip up, and i 
bring mein Twentymarkbits from mein Purse out. He say he 
take no “ blurpin german Money.” I say to him that i no other 
have, so endly take he too Twentymarkbits, and spiek frendlyer. 
He say the Fog so thick is, that he the Horse leed must, and as 
i in one Teikekeb nevermore up step shall, so go we to Foot quite 
slow. Ach Himmel ! In Germany as Younger have i me mutsch 
with the Tumunion in the Tumhall exersised, but now am i no 
Walkgoer, because i too plump am. 

It is fierful long. Tscherringross is, without Daut, ten Kilo- 
meter from Londonbritsch. The Fog is so fierful thick, 
and i am so fierful weary, that i Nothings observe kan. 
Since seven or eigt Hours have i Nothings eated. From Time 
to Time see i one grate Lmht. It ‘is one Biersbuhe, and often 
wait we in order one Glas Bier to drink. But it give Nothings 
to eat. I am ever wearyer, i breath only Coalsmok^ i dy of 
Hunger. Oh, verfluchte Stadb! I think to the Ferlinisch 
^nlTnalgarden in the Summer, when the Air fresh and warm, and 



“Papa sent you that Sixpence, and he wants to know why 

YOU NEVER PLAY MORE THAN OnB TuNE ? 

“*Cos People never want no more ’n One, Missie ! ” 


neither kold nor smoky, is. Umer Tizrgarten! Ach, wie 
angenehm f Therein go the Horsesway, Fferdehahn, so kan Iman 
without Wearyness atkom, and there, while man Sausages or 
Biefstakes or Calfsroast eat, Cigars smoke, and Bier drink, kan 
mart, quite begu&rw and happy sit remain. The Eemembering is 
so paretic, and i am so weex and miserabel, that i almost weep. 

As i in the Litention mein Pooketcloth, in order the Eys to 
wip^ outtobring am, kom we in one Co>urt at. Bern FLimmel 
sei Jbanh! It is Tscherringross. And it is one Hotel, The 
Coacher ask yet ten Mark. I am so weary that i not dispute 
kan, and i pay. Then eat i three Biefstakes and drink seven 
Flasks Bier, aim even so rasch as possibly go i to Bed. 

Figbattentionsfull humblest Ludwio. 


“PETER, DIDST EVER SEE THE 

Taming joif the Shrew, Act IV., Sc. 1 

Ii seems a pity that Fet&r the Great should be' dethroned. 
Rarely has our Sir Henrt been seen to heater advantage, in 
every way, than as the eccentric Caar ; and weU is he seconded 
by our American cousin, Mr. Robert Taber, while Mr. Mackin- 
tosh is once again the very best of spies. Bmd Mr. Irving, Junr. 
the author, only been able to render the female characters equally 
effective, and to have given (what Goethe asked for) ^^more 
light ” to the sombre drama, it might have held the stage, and 
the audience, for a considerable period. Perhaps there yet may 
be seen a second and improved edition. However, the fiat has 
gone forth, and once more ^^The Bells will be ringing for Irving ” ; 
Bhylock will make another desperate attempt to get a pound of 
Antonio* s fiesh, and Ellen Terry will delight us all as the light- 
hearted hlanchisseuse, Madame 8ans~Gine. 


A Good PxrFE. — The^isliop of London, during a recent inter- 
view, is said to have smoked seventeen cigarettes. In answer to 
numerous inquiries as to whose cigarettes these were, whether 
made by Messrs. — ^ or Messrs. — — , we are able to state posi- 
tively that they were the Bishop s — unless they were the inter- 
viewer's. 
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NOT THE PLEASANTEST WAY OF PUTTING IT. 

Inmltd. ‘‘Oh, Doctor, I’m atraid I’m pretty well at Death’s Door!” 
Doctor, “Don’t toxj worry, my dear Sir — ^we’ll pull you through I” 


AIRS RESUMPTIVE. 

THE FIGHTING GEFION ; 

Or, The Voyage to Kaiserland. 
(After Mr, Mewholi-from-the-Mue,) 

It was nine bells ringing, 

As they swaggered out o* Kiel, 

For tbe wat-ib was busy singing. 

And they ’d overdone tbe peel ; 

It was nine bells ringing, 

Por tbe watcb was busy singing, 

And tbe pilot’s wife was cHnging 
To tbe pilot at tbe wheel. 

Oh / to hear the pistons pouTudiiig^ 
Kaiserland ! Kaiserland I 
And the osculations sounding^ 
Kaiserland ! Kaiserland f 
Oh ! to hear the pistons powidintj, 
And the osculations sounding^ 

And Our Only Brother hounding 
On the boom to Kaiserland ! 

It was trombones trumping 
In tbe military band, 

And tbe tide was slowly slumping 
As be waved bis mailed band ; 

It was trombones trumping, 

And tbe tide was slowly slumping, 

And tbe Kaiser’s heart was bumping 
As they shoved Him off to land. 

Oh! they ^rebound for Hood and glory, 
Kaiserland ! Kaiserland I 


But their heads will all he hoary, 
Kaiserland / Kaiserland ! 

Oh ! they re hound forhlood and glory, 
But their heads will all he hoary 
Ere they tell the gospelstory^^ 

On the shores of Kaiserland I 

It was fog-boms blowing, 

Where the forts o’ Spitbead frown, 
And tbe tide belike was flowing, 

And belike was running down ,* 

It was fog-borns blowing, 

And tbe tide belike was flowing, 

When Henricus started rowing 
On tbe loose for London town. 

There ^ll he many another stopping, 
Kaiserland / Kaiserland I 
When the engine-fires are dropping, 
Kaiserland ! Kaiserland ! 

There ’ZZ he many another stopping, 
When the engine-fires are dropping. 
And the good tub goes a-flopping 
Bitch-arC -toss for Kaiserland / 

It^as cracked mu^s clinking. 

And tbe bleary eyes' were blinking 
At tbe hope o* touching shore ; 

It was cracked mugs clinking, 

And tbe bleary eyes were blinking, 

But the cabin-boy was sinking 
With bis eighty years or more ! 

Oh ! the orwmpled masts were creaking, 
Kaiserland I Kaiserland ! 


And the hilge was frankly leaking, 
Kaiserland ! Kaiserland ! 

Oh / the crumpled masts were creaking, 
And- the hilge was frankly leaking. 
And their throats ivere dry wi' syea\'ing 
Most profane o’ Kaiserland ! 

It was dumb bells tolling 
As they reeled at half a knot, 

P or they ’d done a deal o’ coaling, 

But tbe pace was never hot ; 

It was dumb bells tolling, 

And they ’d done a deal o’ coaling, 

When the wherry came a-rolling 
On to William’s little plot. 

Nine-and-ninety years were over I 
Kaiserland I Kaiserland I 
Since they cleared the Straits 0’ Dover! 

Kaiserland ! Kaiserland ! 
Nme-and^ninety years from Dover ! 
And the lengthy lease was over, 

And the heathen sat in clover "i, 

On the pews o’ Kaiserland ! 


A Bbvival. — Cock-fighting, according to 
the ^ Fall Mall Gazette, is coming into 
fashion again. “ Henny ” cocks are 
general favourites. “Well,” says ’Arry, 
“wot’s tbe good o’ trainin’ up spesbal 
cocks if henny sort ’ll do ? ” 

A Free Translation.— Lucas, A., non 
lucendo,^^yi/ucAB, Associate, is not such a 
shining light as Lucas, R.A. 



or’ WILL DO; 



OR THE LO; 
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A JAPANESE VALENTINE. 

Bkitannia, Misteess of the beine, 
Make valiant Jap youe Valentine ! 


[*‘ At the present moment there is ^nothing watched with more attention hy 
the Japanese Press than the attitude of Great Britaiu at this j^cture. During 
the past year, if I have heard a wish for an alliance with England expressed 
once, I have heard it expressed at least a hundred times.” — Tokio Oorrespm- 
dent of “ Daily MailP'l 

DE BONO ANTIQUO JULIO CiESABE. 

Cabissi\lb Magistbb PxjNOHitrs, — Ad Patrem metim dixi 
“ Nooane me duces videre spectaoidum classicum J 'ulium Coesarem 

p TTATTK PTaAnTT ? ” 

Certe,” respondit guhernator, addens, si promittes aoribere 
criticam, et earn mittere ad nostrum amicum Magidrum 
PunchiuTTiy sine obtinendo aliquid verbum de uUo dictionario.’^ 
“ Jurabo 1 per Jingonem 1 ” ego respondi, “ si fcu mihi dabis caenam 
post spectaculum. ad dubbum tuumP’’ Hie promisit^ et 
habuimus noctem capitalem. 

Sio hie itl 

Nimquam in vitS. me§. vidi tarn magnificum spectaculum quam 
ad hoc Theatrum Majestatis Suse ubi Indus Shaksptbahtvinsis, cui 
nomen Julius Gmar est. Acto{rem qui lusit J uUum^ ego reJs^- 
novi per naionem ejus, eadem naso quam videram quum ille 
apparuit in theatre Adelphoraim ut Dux WeUingtonius ’’ ; iste 
appellatur Magister Gaboltts FuiiTON : sed ille non est satis altus, 
nec satis severus, nee satis grandiosus. Et our non habuit ille 



Caesar et Calphumia domi. 

in manibus ejus “ commentaria,” et stylum post aurem ejus? 
Magister Beerbohmius Arbor est admirabilis ut Marcus Anr 
tonius ; et oratio ejus ad turbam, et turba ipsa vivens et damans 
“ Eheu 1 Eheu I ” f uit quidquid prseolarum et perf ectissimum I Hsec 
est via sola disoere et docere dassicam historiam. Cur debemus 
habere libros quando potes habere spectaoula sic acta P Subito ego 
quoque Poeta Eroxnaua. Audi I 

Die mihi quid scribaai de te Bbbrbohmius Arbor } ” 

Spero ut hoc sit cinne rectum I Sed prooedamus. Et tunc 


quam grandis et majestica fuit ilia puella splendida Lilia 
Hanburiensis, uxor Coesaris! etiam ilia decora foemina 
Evelyna Millarda, uxor Bruti! Sed conjux suavis Magistri 
Beerbohmii Arboris erat puer servans (species Buttonorum 
modernorum) et ilia cantavit perfects cantum dulcissimum 
qui induxit , omnes audientes, Brwto exoepto, subito et graviter 
dor]^re. Pater meus rogavrt si compositor musicse hujus car- 
minis fuit ^^Lullius^^? (Hie est jocus parvus gubernatoris.) 

“ Brutus et Cassius , nomina quae me faciunt putare de Latinis 
exercitationibus {‘^Haec olim meminisse juvabit!” vide gram- 
marum) similia ad “ Balbum et Caium ” qui ilium murum semper 
aedifieabant, admirabiliter acti sunt a Magistro- Ludovico 



Muriobe* et Frankltno McClbano, duobos dexteris actoribus 
quorum principalis (quae hujus pars est duarum difficilior) est 
Ludovtcus Muriob. 

Quid dicam de vestibus scenisque Romanis quae omnes dessinatse 
sunt a Magistro At.ma-Tadema Academiae Regiae ? Poeta fuit in 
errore cum iUe soripsit : — 

“ 0 formose puer nimium ne crede colori ! ” 

Nam “color” ALM^-TADBidL® est mirabilis, et tarn bene ennota 
facta sunt, ut ego possum dicere, cum alio poeta aut scriptore, 
uno verbo mutato : — 

_ “ Nullum ignotum pro magniheo I ”t 

Ave ’ Bebrbohmius Arbor 1 Ave 1 Ite caput 1 
Ad umbram Csesaris “referene” non “horresoo,” nam “vidi 
meiiora et probavi” (quotationes dassicas adaptatas lectoree) 
in usu magicae lantemae domesticse. 

Et nunc redirei domum quod habemus septem dies extra, sed 
quando tu, Magister Punchius, legis haec scripta, ero iterum ad 
illam i^olam cujus sum alumnus notabilis. 

Valete et plaudite I 

Binehns Minor. 

♦ Ludovico Muriorb. The pater told me Ludovicus is Lewis, and as 
** murus ” is “ a wall,” murior ” is a “ Waller ” ? Joezts ! \A.d JEditorem,\ 
f “ Nothing has been ignored for the sake of the magnificent effect I ” 


TALIEN-WAN. 

How is thils said ? To rhyme with “ yarn,” 

Should we pronounce it Talien-Wan, 

Or should we sa^^, to rhyme with “ on,” 

A as in “ what^” just Talien-Wan, 

Or that some journalistic man 
Spun all this yam on Talien-Wan P 

COMPENSATION, 

A G-ebman sailor having been killed near Eaao-Chau, the Ger- 
man Government has demanded more concessions from China, 
When at last the Deutschland has been towed, and tugged, and 
dragged, and pulled, and pushed to her destination, it may be 
possible to send in a little bill, thus : — 

To 1 Missionary, killed . 200,000 taels. 

Ditto ditto . . 1 Cathedral, complete. 

Ditto ditto . . 50 square miles of territory. 

To 1 Sailor, killed . , 1 Railway concession. 

„ 1 Colonel, insulted * 1,000 square miles of territory. 

,, 2 Colonels, wounded , X Province. 

,, 1 General, killed . . The Chinese Empire. 

This appeared in Manchester Guardian, February 4 : — 

“ Wanted, an Oldham Widow : state coudition and lowest price.” 
What on earth is the advertiser going to do with her ? Drive 
her in single harness ? 
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rinjf A e^«J7 day through a Se^ 

Hon. Analj^y breais down at one epoch. 
Members differ from schoolboys, inasmuch 
as they are as deHghted to get h^Hw 
tesh tem as they were boisterously hila- 
noM on breaking up for holidays. ^ 

I ten o clock this morning. House 

and library throiS 
ther^lvesTd 

^ S^cL ««/iWy chortled in theik 

^ *^ng of hands ! such slapping 
on the backl such hearty enouirv aftof 

eTerybody’s health I Might be fe^rst^ 
parted passengers 

sA ?h"i\aYo r w“ aii^ 

IS ®®y *Jia* we have 

throu^out with unvaried, un- 
qualified success. But whatever we Ve 

fc r sMar (ar^ZsCe? 

same had 

1 “ too^Z«®** l>ave done 

SSAKs ’““i' i'>^ •£ 

fvlirTJI + State, we should haye de- 


smothering anything like incipient revnlf 

Zr,.T' Jhere would haTbeen^^^^^^^^ 

talk, talk, and the end would have bepii 
preci^ly aa it is fashioned to-day. I begin 
o think that, after all, Caelyle, himself 
I- talking, WM 

ofrnJL!^ contempt for our dear House 
ot Commons. Now here they are again 
burstmg with wanting-to-know-you-hnow’ 
^d every other man\ theThrong^ril 
an Amendment to the Address m Li. 

better for all of us if they 

dok^i^f ^ of the 

oorkeeper. I hear him complain. Hats 

°f>, and through th; throng 

cf bared h^ds the SpeaskT, te wifand 
gown, his skirt upheld by his tiain-bLrer 
passes with digniLd pa<i inte ^e &’ 

of round 

ot duties, delights, and other things. 


CHOKING CHICAGO. 

is Chicago complain that their bread 

keatO “ “““sequence of the comer ii 

Little Jack Hoeneb 
bat m a corner,” 

Eating Chicago bread, 

^ stuck in his Jaw 
Bemg mostly of straw; 

We cannot repeat what he said. 


Q. Bid he make any other suggestions? 
A. Yes; he wishes to have the child’s 
ravounte pony and Newfoundland dos put 

S'.riJtCig'S,-' 

t.r“ii‘rfSSp‘° 

A. He does not consider it necessary. 
p“ctZ?! Academy 

ye^idL^! ^ charcoal sketch 

model?^’'® bandsome 

A. No; the handsome model has been 
permanently engaged by the eminent R.A. 

y. Under these circumstances, do you 
stiUe:^ to get finished in time ? 

A PLATONIC VALENTINE. 

H^your path long since crossed mine, 
Wnen love s arrows were acuter, 

Ifl.TVITr ‘Then vMi.. TT-T J * ? 


ARTIST’S VADE MECUM. 

Question. Has the anxious parent Kaati 
to see his child’s portrait ? ^ 

Ansj^. He bias seen it. 
y ^d he approve of it? 

A. He will like it better when T iiotra 
m^® slight alterations. 

Q. What are they? 

*1®. of the 

eyes made a difierZ wlour’ i 
and the expression of the mouk ^p^v^"; j 


a — ~ c^xauwb wer 

Wy then my Valentine 
X ou had been, and I your suitor, 

Nw no more our passions rage 
oentiment we bar as stupid • * 
V^^ng on the middle age ' 

We defy the darts of Cupid. 

Y^, althon^ with fancy free 
invim topics we discourse on, 
Valentme you still may be. 

Lady, and I’ll be your Orson. 

Stogbstion.— A sec- 
annoMoed of a popular work 

R Mr Empire. 

ila/' Edwaedbs included? He 

making the eZ 
ib«n ™ I tbe Gaiety and Daly’s. 

arfrvn a companion volume. Men 

Alhambra t 

With, of course, a portrait of M. Jaoob£ 
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A THOUGHTFUL MAN. 

Hmnds running hard. The handy lim of gates having come to an end, Mr, PulJcer and his Wife arrive at a stiff 'boundary Fence, 

Mr, Fulker, ^'Goodness gracioits, Jane! Do you know it’s After Four? We, must be starting for Home, or you ’ll miss 
THAT Mother’s Meeting. at Five. What a confounded Nuisance !” 

MEMORIES OF MY VALENTINES. 

The time I Ve lost in wooing.” — Moore, 

O’er rhythm and rhyme 
I Ve wasted my time 
In singing the praises of Nancy. 

Who proved bnt a jilt, 

Not true gold, but gilt, 

And Lilian captured my fancy. 

My lovely KAthleen, 

My pride and my Queen, 

Alas ! it was dreadfully shocking ; 

We ne’er could agree, 

It turned out that she 
Was what people call a blue-stocking. 

There ne’er lived a man 
. Who so adored Fan, - 
She was all that my fancy depicted, 

So loving and kind, 

I hated to find 

She was with a temper aMcted. 

I do not suppose 
A girl such as Rose 

You ’d meet in the whole of life ’s jourpey, 
Ere I could decide 
To make her my bride, 

She wedded an artful attorney. 

Tho’ years may roll by, 

Still single am I, 

I can’t find a maiden to marry, 

For while I reflect, 

They seem to select, 

Such fellows as Tom, Dick or Harry. 


HOW TO LIVE LONG. 

Presumably as the result of the recent 
articles in the Daily News, Mr, Punch hat 
been inundated with letters from a host of 
correspondents who beg him to observe the 
rules by which they have attained longe- 
vity, in order that he may long be spared 
to gladden their leisure hours. He is, of 
course, gratified to find himself the object 
of so much solicitude on the part of his 
readers, but at the same time he finds it 
dij0&cult to follow the advice of all. “ Sep- 
tuagenarian,” for instance, urges him to 
become a vegetarian. “On no account 
touch meat. It is poison. For the last 
fifty years I have dined on a boiled onion, 
and supped off a pint of lentil porridge.” 
“ Octogenarian,” on the other hand, urges 
him “ to eat, drink and be merry as much 
and as often as you please. I find there is 
nothing like a jolly good dinner, followed 
by a theatre, and supper with plenty of 
champagne, to put me in real good form.” 
“ Nonagenarian ” declares that “the secret 
of long life lies in a cold tub taken eve^ 
morning, winter and summer, with unfail- 
ing regularity.” “ Centenarian,” again, 
writes, “Beware of soap and water — ^they 
spell death. For my part, I have oxdy had 
a bath once in my ifte, when I went to the 
workhouse and could not help* myself. The 
result was I caught a chill from. which I 
nearly died.” “ Home-bird ” avers that she 
owes her eighty years of happiness to ma- 


trimony. “Gay Dog of Ninety” says, 
“ Half a century ago I was to many, when 
I suddenly remembered your advice, and 
didn’t. 0, Mr, Punch! but for you I 
should have been dead these forty years.” 
“ Blue Ribbon ” argues that none but tee- 
totalers can, or deserve to, attain old age. 
“Liver,” on the contrary, writes, “Dear 
Mr. Punch , — There is nothing' like a good 
stiff jorum of your namesake to preserve 
a man ” ; whilst “ Law and Order ” declares 
for “ Regularity in all things. Look at me ! 
Here am I, ninety-nSne years of age, hale 
and hearty as a ciiicken of twenty. I get 
drunk regularly every Saturday night, and 
remain so till Tuesday morning.” “ Irish- 
man ” writes, “ If ’tis long ye ’re waintin’ to 
live, ye must begin Jover agin. ’Tis aU a 
question of heredity,ditds. Ye must choose 
yer own feyther an’i mother an’ see they 
coom from a long-lived stock, an’ that’s 
the only way at aU, at all.” If it were not 
for the initial objection that he is already 
bom, and the further difficulty of selecting 
yoiir parents before you yourself have any 
existence, Mr, Punch would he inclined to 
believe that “Irishman” had hit the nail 
on the head ; but for the present these two 
obstacles seem insuperable. For the rest, 
as it is manifestly impossible to adopt the 
advice of all, while it might he thought 
invidious to make distinctions, Mr, Punch 
has, decided to thank }iis correspondents for 
their kindly suggestions, hut to continue 
in his old habits and <to take his chanc6> of 
long life* with his neighbours. ^ 
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''ALL A-GROWING, ALLTA-BLOWINGS!? 


[** Miss Nicholson spoke of tlie facility with which vegetarians might, i* 
they pressed their demands upon their tradesmen, obtain vegetarian boots and 
vegetarian gloves .” — Report in Daily Doper of Meeting of the Vegetarian 
federal Xfnion^ 

Otir Lunatic Contributor thinks this an excellent idea. 
But why not have Yegetarian Coats, and Hats, too— in eaot, 
Vegetarian Clothing from Head to Foot ? 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. ^ 

Ths Confession of Stephen Whapshare (Hutchinson) is a story 
as powerful as it is unpleasant. Mrs. (on Miss) F.mma Brooke 
draws a vivid picture of a pretty, seljGLsh dinger to the outer shell 
of religious life mated to a strong-willed, deep-passioned, 
ambitious -man. As a work of art it is, admirable. But my 
Baronite fancies the majority of people take up a novel in search 
of pleasurable rest. This is not found in the company, the 
household, or the^ environment of Stephen TVhapshare and his 
wife. ^ The only time the heart warms towards birn is when he 
gets rid of Mrs. W. by an overdose of chloral. 

The Liberal Magazine, just issued from the Liberal Publica- 
tion Department, 42, Parliament Street, is recommended for the 
use of Liberal speakers and canvassers. It need not necessarily 
be limited to that school of politician, being full of formation 
on a wide range of public matters. Volume V. foritns a political 
record for the year 1897, which, with the assistance of a complete 
index, may, my Baronite says, be turned to with advantage in 
the coming year. 

Falklands (Longmans & Co.), by the author of The Life of 
Sir Keneltn IHghy, is the pleasantly told story of a statesman 
, who had been as unsuccessful in politics as in warfare, and not so 
extraordinarily hapt)y in his home. That Lucius Cary was cou- 
rageous is shown by his conduct in action ; and that he was rash 
in speech is evident from his bold attempt at making a pun out of 
the most hopeless verbal materials. Net even one of William 
Sil^speare’s clowns could have said anything more feeble than 
Lord FalktjAnd when he replied to Hyde that “ a Secretary in 
War may be present at the greatest secret of danger.” Indeed, 
a lame pun,” as the author says in a foot-note. Lord Falk- 
land, when he made this essay in punning, was just thirty-three 
and ought to have known better. On the other hand, it must he 
home in mind that he was not aware of the presence of a chiel 
amang ye. takin’ notes, an’ faith he ’ll prent it,” and so probably 
indulged m a witticism which be considered just about up to the 
level of his companion’s comprehension. The hook and its illus- 
trations are most mteresting. The Baron de B..W, 

'^Fugaces Annos ! ’’—Quite an impossibility, — 'Ho fix a day.” 


TO INTENDING JUDGES. 

The innocence of the Bench is a thing of the past. Nowadays 
a judge must he omniscient. He must no longer ask counsel to 
explain the meaning of the expression " Derby Day ” ; on the 
contrary, he must he prepared to instruct a “ bookie ” in the art 
of betting, or to explain to a milliner the difference between 
Homan and ordinary satin. Indeed, Mr. Lunch hears that in 
future candidates for judicial honours are to be subjected to a 
rigorous examination in General Information, of which the fol- 
lowing test-paper has been handed to him as a sample : — 

1. Explain the tenns "box-pleat,” "gusset,” “pou/,” "chev- 
rette,” "plastron,” "rerers,” "placket-hole,” "foundation,” 
"shaped yoke,” "combinations.” 

2. Give the genus, species and property of " molleton,” " cache- 
mire,” "tulle,” “chiffon,” "sarcenet,” ^^brocM silk,” glace silk,” 
“guipure.^* Sketch from these materials a toilette to suit a 
short, stout witness of forty-five. 

3. Translate into- English the following passage from a ladies’ 
journal, commenting on the grammar and the words italicised : — 

" The five-gore skirt is fitted without darts, and measures about 
3 1 yards round hem, pattern being used for cutting lining and 
material, which make up together, and in cutting out place 
centre front to a fold to avoid seam, front side of back gore to 
selvedge, and the line of oblong holes inside gore on the straight 
of material.” 

4. Give the dates of the following kSpring meetings: — ^New- 
market Craven, Lincoln, Chester, Lingfield, Nottingham, Hemp- 
ton. Mention the probable starters (with age and weight) for 
each. 

5. At what price did Bend Or start when he won the Derby ? 
Supposing that he and Persimmon were running in the same 
year, estimate the odds for and against either. 

6. Give the names, weights, length, breadth and thickness 
of the Oxford and Cambridge crews from 1 880. 

7. Give the batting averages to date of Stoddart’s team, and 
the bowling analyses of anv three Australians. 

8. Distinguish, if possible,^ between the terms, ^^sparrina 
match” " nnVfi fight” " homicide.” Under which category would 
you include the recent fight at the National Sporting Cliih ? 

9. Explain the words " Pav,” " Tiv” " Jimmy\s.” Write down 
anvthmg you know about them. 

^ 10. Translate and comment on the following technical expres- 
sions : "Blackheath’s tackling was judicious, but they were weak 
m the scrum.” "The forwards were ragged, and their shooting 
i? 2 Pcent of sting.” "Convert the point.” "Punt.” "Lob.” 
“Yorker ” "Niblick.” "Dormy one.” "Three up and two 
to play.” 

YALENTINE^S DAY— THEN AND NOW. 

Then — ^Thirty Years Ago. Family assembled. 

Paterfamilias. Post nearly two hours late ! Really disgraceful 1 

Mater familias. Well, dear, remember it’s only once a year, 
used to enjoy it ourselves before we were married I 

Fldest Daughter. I got half-a-dozen last year. I daresay I 
shall get twice as many this. 

^cond Daughter. I "daresay ! I believe you send them yourself 1 
Daughter. So probable ! How can you think of such 
silly things ! And how spiteful of you 1 

Son and Heir. Don’t quarrel, girls ! And here ’s the post. 

FrUer Servant with heaps of letters^ which are eagerly seized and 
distributed. 

Chorus. What are they.? 

Paterfamilias (disgusted at his budget). Valentines 1 
Now — To-day. Family assembled as before. 

^^ter familias. The fourteenth of February. Dear me, surely 
this IS a memorable date — somehow. 

Mater familias. To he sure, father. It’s Valentine’s Day. 

Fldest Daughter. Is it really true, mother, that people used 
to receive pictures just as we do Christmas cards ? 

Second Daughter. Come, you can surely remember. It ’s not 
so very long for you. 

Fldesf. Daughter. Don’t be spiteful 1 Remember, Miss, there ’s 
only a couple of years between us ! 

Second Daughter. Really I From our appearance there might 
be a decade! 

Son and Heir. Don’t quarrel, girls I And here ’s the post I 
Enter Servarvt with a solita/ry letter. 

Chorus. What is it ? 

Paterfamilias (perusing a bill). Not a Vnlentine ! 
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SELECTION FROM THE PICKWICK COSMOPOLITAN PORTRAIT GALLERY. 

[** Mr. Percy Fitzg-brald has told us that Fichivick has lieeu made a Dutchman, a German, a Korwegian, a Dane, and also a Jap, and has been 

claimed by the people of these countries as one of themselves.’^ — 


BEIEFLESS IN EE ZOLA. 

It ia my opinion that it would be distinctly out of place to 
hazard a suggestion anent the recent trial in Paris while the 
matter remains sub judice. But when I say this, I mean that the 
cause should be sacred so far as forensic jud^ent is concerned. 
I do not know why the ceremony observed on the other side 
of the Channel should not give a hint to those responsible for the 
procedure in the Royal Courts of Justice. Speaking for myself, 
I can^ say that there is a sad lack of enthusiasm in our Divisions, 
especially on the Chancery side. During the course of a career 
now becoming a lengthy one, I have scarcely ever caused the 
Bench to nod approvingly, much less to cheer. I have in my 
mind a case — one to which reference is frequently made in the 
Carey Street robing-room — which, had it been heard in Prance, 
would have gone, to use a colloquialiism, with shouts. It was 
known as Brown v. Smith and Simhins. To make my meaning 
clearer, I will give a report as the hearing might have been had 
Paris, and not London, been the site of the trial of the action. 

I will adopt the dramatic form, as the more convenient for 
reporting. 

Judge. Who appears in this action? 

Q. C. No. 1. I, my Lord, for Mr. Brown. 

Q. G. No. 2. And I, my Lord, for Mr. Smith. 

Mr. Briefless. And I, my Lord — I say, I for Mr. Simkins. 

Judge. You, Mr. Briefless? 

Mr. B. Yes, my Lord; and permit me to say, my Lord, with 
all respect to your Lordship, that the man who would not protect 
his client^s interests as his own is unworthy of the name of an 
utter barrister. {Loud cheers. 

Judge. I must beg you, Mr. Briefless, to make no speeches. 

Mr. B. My Lord, I have the greatest respect for the British 
Bench. I hold your Lordship in the deepest personal esteem. 
But I value more than life itself the liberty which opens the 
mouth of the advocate, and supplies copy to the pen of the 
hard-working, noble-minded and conscientious reporter I 

[Loud cheering i in which the gentlemen of the press join with 
heartiness. 

Judge. I do not quite follow you, Mr. Briefless, but the time 
will no doubt amve when I shall be glad to hear you. 

Mr. B. Asking your Lordship’s pardon, I declare that the 
time has arrived. I appeal to England, to Europe, the whole 
world 1 I say that free speech is the birthright of the British- 
born, that silence is the badge of slavery, and that John Bull 
will never, never consent to a condition of serfdom. Yes, my 
Lord, I declare this, and intimate with infinite respect that 
Britannia rules the waves and unfurls the banner of freedom. 

[Benewed cheering. 

Judge. That may be so, Mr. Briefless, but if I am to hear 
you, you must put your arguments in common form, 

VOL. oxiv. 


Mr. B. My Lord, I have done my duty, and am prepared to 
die for my country. [Enthusiastic cheering. 

Judge. As you are a member of the Bar, I am forced to believe 
you. But I would point out that you are wandering from the 
point. 

Mr. B. No, my Lord, with the utmost respect to your Lord- 
ship I declare I am not. I speak, and with the fiat of the 
people’s will. [L6ud cheers. 

Judge. If you are interested in wills, Mr. Briefless, you 
should take your arguments to the Probate, Divorce, and Admi- 
ralty Division. 

Mr. B. This is trifling, my Lord. (Murmurs.) Yes, my 
Lord, this is trifling. I appeal to your Lordship to save the 
honour of the Empire, to salute that flag that has braved the 
battle and the breeze for scores of years, nay, centuries — ^the 
Dnion Jack. ^ [Enthusiastic cheering. 

\ Judge. Certainly. But, Mr. Briefless, what are your objec- 
tions to the order I propose to make — all parties agreeing? 

Mr. B. I do not object, my Lord. No, my Lord, on the 
contrary, I support your Lordship. I do this in the sacred cause 
of virtue, innocence, and truth. I do this because I hold that 
grandest emblem of perfect humanity — a brief of consent both 
for plaintiff and defendant 1 

[Tumultuous applause, during which Mr. Briefless resumes 
his seat amidst the hearty congratulations of a score 
of solicitors. 

Such might have been the report of the cause cdehre to which 
I have referred, had Gallic precedent been acknowledged and 
followed. As it was, the affair — so far as I was concerned — occu- 
pied about five seconds. 

Under these circumstances I am distinctly of opiaion that the 
procedure in our Courts calls earnestly for immediate revision, 
(Signed) A. Briefless, Junior. 

Pump-Handle Court, February 12, 1898. 

CUE LITEEAEY PAEAGEAPHS. 

(Special and exclusive.) 

Mr. Snooks, the eminent novelist, has been greatly annoyed 
by the inaccurate accounts of bis methods of work which have 
appeared in certain of our ill-informed contemporaries. The 
statement, for instance, that this distinguished writer uses a 
quill is absolutely untrue ; he writes invariably with a gilt J. 
We may add, on the best authority, that he prefers smooth 
paper, and that he attaches his sheets of MS. to each other by 
means of brass paper-fasteners. This most important informa- 
tion has never been divulged before. Mr. Snooks is at present 
working on his niew story, which is to appear as a serial in the 
Whitechapel Gazette. 



HA* SAT TIGHT HEHE AND FLAPPED MY WiHGS 
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DARBY JONES ON THE FALLACY OF^ 
BEING TOO GLEYER.2 

HoNOimED Sm, — Just when the Sport 
of Emperors, Kings, Princes, Dukes, Mar- 
quises and other Leaders of Creation is 
about to put its nose through the soil like 
the Disraelic Primrose — 1 reter to the Legi- 
timate or h’lat-racmg pursuit, whereat Lin- 
coln leads the fashion, and is likely to have 
its local traditions enriched by the success- 
ful canonisation of a Transatlantic iSaint — 
I would like to say a few words gathered 
from the sayings of old geese and ganders 
for the beneht of the goslings who are as 
yet unaccustomed to tlie stubble, it is 
about this time of year that the inexperi- 
enced Descendant of the Biped, which 
saved the City ot Borne and is very fami- 
har to us at the if 'east of fcJt. Michael, is 
lured into wagering at least a Moiety of 
his Expectations on such contests as the 
Two Thousand Guineas Stakes and the 
Derby. With the avidity of a Chub in the 
Mayfly season, he swallows seven, nay, six 
or five to one about am’mals, which may 
be, long before the day of the race, lame, 
scratched, or even dead. If the Gosling 
w<ants to have a run for his money, far 
better would it be for him to plank down 
his “ spondulicks ( I use a flash idiom) on 
some selhng plater, which, by reference to 
the daily papers, he may note has “ arrived 
at this or that meeting. But unfortu- 
nately the Gosling, like - the great Mr. 
Houaxio Bottomley, wants to be con- 
nected with a Great Enterprise such as the 
Derby, and he will take ridiculous odds 
about Hawfinch, Disraeli, Dieudonne, 
jsatt or (JoLlar, over the Tattenham Cornei 
event, without ever considering that he 
is perilling his share in the^ Bank of Eng- 
land at prices at which an honest stock- 
broker would quiver with laughter. 

The whole system, honoured Sir, ot 
giving a betting return long beforehand 
on Big Paces is one fostered by the Book- 
making Fraternity — ^not that i blame the 
members of this unselect association. ^ If 
I knew how to promote a Great Spring 
Asparagus or Green Pea Prize, and could 
lay odds against the first grower in the 
open ground, I would take a whole page in 
the Daily Telegraph (quite apart from the 
ever-gemaT “ Hotspur 'O to advertise my 
scheme. But 1 should want to be in the 
“know.” And that is what Mr. Gosling 
always thinks he is. He is, in his own 
opinion, more clever than King Solomon, 
and infinitely superior to Lord Salisbury 
in his acquaintance with Men and Things 
— men being Owners, Trainers, and 
Jockeys ; and things four-legged creatures 
who are treated with far more considera- 
tion than their Human Contemporaries. I 
can see you smile at this assertion, but did 
you ever know a Man, and I will even say, 
a Woman, who would fetch ten or fifteen 
thousand pounds, to say nothing of having 
been tenderly nurtured for years, and 
given columns of displayed print in the 
leading Journals of the Day? Why, Sir, I 
make bold to say that personally my carcase 
would not realise the price of cats’-meat. 

But revenons d nos oies (I picked tins up 
at the Cafe de la Paix in the fair city of 
Paris), the sportive Gosling, from the mo- 
ment 'that he hatches out from the egg cf 
Eton and Oxford or that of Harrow and 
Cambridge — ^you know, honoured Sir, that 
the public school of St. Giles and the uni- 
versity of Clare Market have been my 
standards of education — could give Mr. Fbt 



MacNah {whose wife has met with a slight accident on the Railway^ to Railway Agent ^ who has 
called to offer condolence, and produces one or two pounds hy way of solatium), “ na, if she 

DEES IT WILL LIKELY BE TWA •B. THREE HUNDERS ! 


or Mr. Dick Dunn points over questions 
of betting, and on obscure discussions he 
could tell you off the reel that the racing 
colours of the Chevaher Ginisthelli are 
white and blue hoops, blue sleeves, with 
white cap ; and that Kitchener, in 1844, 
won the Chester Cup riding only 3 st. 7 lb. 
But this sort of knowledge doesn’t make a 
fortune. So let me warn Mr, Gosling 
against the “ mug-catcher,” or he will him- 
self turn out to be a “fly flat.” Such is 
the Jargon of the Vulgar, “ according to 
the ideas of the Strictly Correct.” Go 
upon a race-course and hear if the Upper 
Ton (not Upper Ten, please, Mr. Printer), 
don’t know how to slash around words not 
to be found in Webster’s, Walker’s, or Dr. 


Johnson’s Dictionaries. The proof of the 
“ poured in ” (language) is the beating. At 
Manchester, Sir, I implore you not to for- 
get the “ Distressful Country,” which, what 
with Football Matches and Timber-toppiag, 
must now be pretty full of Sassenach gold. 
When I implore, I can say no more than 
sign myself Your devoted dog-trotter, 
Darby Jones. 

Promising Lad. 

Faterfamilias {reading from newspaper). 
I see they are taking steps to renovate the 
dome of St. Paul’s. 

Ymng Hopeful. They’ll want a jolly long 
pair of steps to reach to the top, Pater ! 
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“HAMLET WITHOUT THE PRINCE.” 


Crmas, JSsq. (a new importatim to the Country). “'Would you sat to the Duke, I should be glad if he would arrange a 

MEET AT Mr HOUSE THIS WEEK?” HuntSTmn, “ QuiTE IMPOSSIBLE, SiR.” QmmS^ Bs(l, “Why?” 

Huntsman. “Ground much too ’ard, ’Ounds couldn’t go, Sir.” 

Crossus, Bsq. “Dear me ! But couldn’t His Grace comb without the Dogs? Say, I should be Bjsligstjed ! 

AIES RESUMPTIVE. 

THE RUBAIYAT of R-S-B-RY. 

(After the late Oimr Khayydm.) 

- Some of these quatrains are due to happy suggestions 

Mr. F-tzg-r-ld’s. They are not all, strictly speaking, in the original.] 


Wake I for the Writing on the Walls is still, 

And dark the cursive signs of Soap and Pill ; 

And lo ! the Sun emerging from his Couch 
Incarnadines the Peak of Ludgate Hill I 

ir. 

Arise and go it ! Death shall clasp your Clay 
If not To-morrow, then some other day ; 

The hardest Hide eventually yields ] 

Even the Elephant must fade away ! 

III. 

Str^ge (is it not ?) that Dust returns to Dust ! 
Philosophers have mentioned how it must ; 

One of the Best observed that Time escapes, 
And this Remark was also very just, 

IV. 

I flung my Astral Body into Air 

To solve Conundrums more than I could bear ; 

I cried — “ I don’t know strictly where I am ! ” 

It answered — “ You are neither Here nor There I ’’ 

V. 

Whereat I sketched my Future in the Rough : 
Broadly I adumbrated on my Cuff 


The Price to pay for problematic Power ; 

Then said my Soul — “ It is not Good Enough I ” 

VI. 

Here in this crusted Chamber where we sit 
And never legislate one little Bit, — 

Here where the Whither and the Whence are one, — 
Why should I waste my flowing Fount of Wit? 

VII. 

For simpler Joys my jaded Spirit yearns. 

The frugal Board, the rustic Page of Burns, 

For these I waive the Cretan Crux, nor ask 
What latest Tune the husky Concert churns. 

VIII. 

A little Villa somewhere Naples way, 

A Flask of Capri blanc, and You to play 
Beside me, HarcourT, ’neath the Olive’s Shade, — 
And Life were all an endless Roundelay 1 

IX. 

There, wreathed with clustering Vine, and Ivy dim 
On Virgil’s Tomb our Posies we will* trim ; 

What does he care for Vaccination Bills? 

Augustus never vaccinated him. 

X. 

Yonder (unfortunately out of View) 

Amalfi laughs above the tideless Blue ; 

What are the Woes of Erin’s Isle to her ? 

The same as Hecuba to Me and You. 

XL 

Nor would Vesuvius check his molten tide 
Though London Town were quadragintifled. 
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And forty Mayors and Corporations clomb 
Up to th-o Top by Rail and fell inside. 

XII. 

Fly, then, afar, where that infernal Hum 
Of fatuous Politicians cannot come. 

And there with \V iue and Talk of Turfy Things, 

Let us anticipate Elysium. 

xin. 

Who knows the What-N ext i I was bom and bred 
A Liberal ; yet, perchance, when I am dead, 

That overrated Flower tnat takes my JName 
The rathe Primrose may sprout above my Bed ! 

XIV. 

Lawson I if thither you should haply stroll, 

Fail not to pay your Due at Memory^s Toll ; 

Ah I sprinkle on this boon Companion's Grave 
Some droppings, WTlfbid, from your AVassah-bowl! 

OUR BOOKING-OEPICE. 

In portly volumes, pubhshed by Longmans, Mr. Wilfrid 
Ward tells the story of the Life and Times of Cardinal 
Wiseman. The two oompnse nearly twelve hundred pages 
of type, much of it smaller than is usually found in works 
of tins character. On his death-bed the Cardinal summed 
up his life's object and his life's work in a single sentence. 
“ i have never," he said, cared for anything but the 
Church." England was the outlymg pasture committed to 
his cultivation and he threw himseit mto the work with a 
self-devotion, a splendid energy, that cormnanded success. As 
Mr. Ward hnely puts it, he round his coreligionists in Eng- 
land a persecuted sect; he left them a Church. When, nearly 
hfty years ago, Or. Wiseman came to London as Emissary of the 
Fope, the English Catholic body was a heterogeneous team. 
There were various orders and congregations of secular priests, 
Jesuits, Dominicans, Passionists, Redemptorists, Oratorians, 
Rosminians, each strivuig to win over England in its own 
way, and place her salvation to its personal credit, Wiseman’s 
efforts weie directed to amalgamating these forces, marching 
them in ordered campaign. A masterful man, not mincing lan- 
guage when rebuke or exhortation was called for, he sometimes 
trod troubled ways. The storm that arose in England on his 
returning from Rome with the rank of Cardinal was sufficient to 
have blown a punier man clear oft the island. The Cardinal 
stood foursquare to it, and lived it down. To the present gene- 
ration the most vivid recollection of the episode is contamed in 
the memorable Fnnch cartoon, appearing when the Ecclesiastical 
Titles Bill was passing through Farliament, representing Lord 
John Russell writing up “hJo Popery" on the Cardinal's door 
in Golden Square and running away. We get a last view of the 
Cardinal a few days before his death, when the Canons assembled 
to receive his dying confession of faith. He would not, by reason 
of weakness of flesh, shirk any of the ceremonial. He insisted 
upon being fully vested. So, wearing his rochet, his red 
mozzetta and zuchetto, his pectoral cross, ids gold stole and his 
sapphire ring, he took leave of his co-workers. A frail dying 
mortal, but a Prince of the Church to the last. 

We are all familiar with the name of Arthur Young, and 
a^ume to have read his Travels in France. The real man is 
vividly revealed in his autobiography, edited by M. Betham- 
Edwards, and published, with portraits and illustrations, by 
Smith, Elder. Till religious monomania got a firm hold upon 
him and blmdness completed his misery, he lived a useful, 
bustling life. Incidentally we get glimpses of English country 
life at the end of the last century, and once or twice come 
within sound of the voices of Pitt and Burke. Few things 
written in more pretentious history give a vivider picture of the 
state of the country during the height of Napoleon's power than 
flashes in a note from Arthur Young, dated December ^ 1803. 
“ A letter," he says, “ from Lord Euston to Sir Charles Davers 
recommends that, in case of mvasion, all horses and draft cattle 
that cannot be driven out of reach of the enemy be shot, and 
that all axle-trees or wheels of all carriages likely to fall into the 
enemies' hands be broken." It was the death of his favourite 
daughter, Bobbin, that led to Young's final state of dementia. 
There are some pathetic passages in the autobiography, de- 
scribing how ^^I hoed part of my dear child's garden under 
the window, and carried her bonnet and cap to her chamber.” 
He had the body buried under the flagging of his pew, fixing the 
coffin “ so that when I kneel it will be between her head ana her 
dear heart." A very remarkable man, and a profoundly inte- 
resting book. The Baron de B.-W. 



“You needn’t be frightened, Sweetheart. He won’t hurt 
vou. See, he ’s wagging his Tail ! " 

“Yes, I see, Grandpa. But that isn’t the End I’m afraid 

OF !" 

KECKSOGRAPHY. 

{Vide Westminster QazetieT) 

W^ouldst con the coming ages ? Wouldst thou climb 
The steepy peak whereon I watch, and see 
Spread at tny feet in the wide vale of Time, 

The hidden secrets of Futurity ? 

Wouldst learn the fortune that the happy Fates 
Prepare thee? Treasure, glory, honour, land, 

And best of all the golden Fair that waits, 

All eagerness, to yield thee heart and hand ? 

All this wouldst know ? — Then take thee paper. Pour 
Black ink thereon. Fold it while still 'tis wet. 

Send it to me with shillings. (Mark ! the more 
Thy fee, the fairer fortune wilt thou get.) 

Then will I con it. Then will I, with art 
Most magical and known to none hut me, 

Read in the future thy hereafter part — 

(But Nota lene, don’t forget the fee !) 


“ MUhlhlY TOLD ME SO ! " 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^I have seen it stated that the mummies 
of Antioohus Soter and Ptolemy II., recently sold by auction, 
could be certified genuine by letters from Dr. Birch and Professor 
Bonomi. There must be some blundering inversion here. 
Surely what is wanted is not a letter from Bonomi, saying. This 
is Ptolemy," but rather a letter from Ptolemy, saying, ‘^This is 
Bone o’ me." Yours in (G. H.) Mummy mood. 

Pro Bono Meo. 

[This is afizz-ical absurdity. No mummified (G. H. or otherwise) Ptolemy 
could write such a letter, whatever his tendency to rot (extra sec). We sup- 
pose our cori’espondent would complain of another ^‘blundering inversion " in 
which letters played a pai-t, if we characterised his levity as abonojnible."] 

Answers to Correspondents. 

Chicken Hazard. — ^If you want to set up a poultry-yard “on 
the cheapest possible plan," we should advise you to buy a big, 
roomy sack, and wait for a moonless night. 




wl', , , 


She. “ What ak enormous expanse oe Shiet-pront Major Armstrong has ! 
He. “H’m — IT isn't his Front I object to. It's his Sidr!” 


LUDWIG IN LONDON. 

Lerning the Language. 

Honoured Mister, — Six weeks ago I came in London, and I 
sent you some letters which you have given out. Since then I have 
f tudied the english language each day and the whole day, I have 
had. conversation-lessons, writing-lessons, reediag-lessons, and I 
no it endly quite good. ^ Only the orthography is so very difficult. 
At first I new not that in english one writes the most substantivs 
with a little letter at the beginning. I have also lernt, what is 
curiouser, that ich is ‘‘ I ’’ and Sie is you.'^ How a German is 
politer than a Englishman I Not true ? He writes i,” quite 
humble, and “ You,^^ quite polite. A Frenchman even writes 
je, not J e. Only a Englishman is so consieted that he writes 
always as big as possible. Dusent he ? 

I remained only a day at the hotel, and then, in order to speak 
english always, I inoved to a boardinghouse in the South Ken- 
singtown quarter of London, where a relative of me stayed one 
time. So I have spoken enough, because in a Pension in any 
land, people speak without ceasing. But this house is good and 
dear, so I lem the best english from the guests. One of them, 
a young Advokat^ barrister, who must speak very good because 
he was a student of the university of Oxford, says, “The old 
tabby s jaw like one o^clock.” I have seeked these words in my 
dictionary, and I find that he speaks not of the boarders, as 1 
suppo^d, but of the cats, who truly make a awful row during 
the whole night, and not only at one o’clock, in the so-called 
garden of this house. 

Between my lessons I have visited some of the Sehenswilrdig- 
keiten, the things worthy of seeing, in London. I tbinlr them 
not up too much, because they all are so old and so dirty. There 
building unfar from here, called the naturalhistory museum, 
which I adnaire, because it is like a german building, and appears 
quite funkelnagelneu, sparklenailnew, that is “bran new” in 


english, and it is certainly the colour of bran, with some gray 
marks. The young barrister said it was made to imitate Stillton 
cheese. His face was quite grave, or I had thought he joked. 
That is very interesting. I shall tell you of the things worthy 
of seeing in other letters. 

In order to lern a language it is very useful to go in the 
theatre. Naturely one can not understand the dialekt in a 
Volkstheater, peoplestheater ; one must go to the Hof Theater, 
court theater, in a strange town. So I ask one day where is the 
court theater in London, and they say it is unfar from the 
boardinghouse. I go therefore one evening. I go no more in a 
“keb,” since my journey from Londonbridge to Cherringross, 
when I paid sixty shilling, and was nearly killed. Donnerwetter ! 
In London there are no horseways — ah no, you say tramsways — 
as in Berlin. Even in Leipzig they go everywhere every minute. 
I can not walk. So I go in a “fourwheeler.” The door is so 
narrow that I can almost not go in, thou^ the coachman push 
me, and when I am in, and arrive after a awful shaking, I fear 
I shall never come out. I like not the Droschken of London, 
they are made only for the thin ones. 

In the theater I am astounded. What a little building ! It is 
much littler than the Residenz-Theater in Miinchen. Wunder- 
bar I But the Queen of England is not often in London, so she 
needs not a large court theater. And what a play I All the 
actoresses have the ugliest clothes. Their faces are pretty, but 
they are thin. The women in Berlin are beaut 3 ^ul and plump, 
and they have the elegantest dresses, after the Berlin fashion, 
which is the best in the world. I suppose the play is a comedy, 
but I understand almost nothing. During the pauses I drink 
beer in the Buffett, which is also small. All is very small, except 
the price, and that is colossal. I pay ten IHark fifty for a Parhet- 
sitz. , Even in Wien in the Bur^heater, in the first row, that 
costs only six Mark, London is a jolly site too dear for me. 

Obediently, Ludwig. 





Fbbbuaby 19 , 1898 .] PUNCH, OE THE 



THE FASHIONS FOR 1898. 

‘‘It don’t pit me? G’aen 1 Don’t yee see it ’s a Rushin 
Blouse ! ” 

[The loose bodies worn so much at present axe called Russian blouses.] 

WHAT THE DICKENS ! 

(At the Court Theatre.) 

From the rising of the curtain even unto the final fall thereof, 
Mr. Pinero’s Trdawny of the “ Wells” is really amusing, because 
it IS capitally acted. Moreover, it is interesting, not so- much 
on account of the old, old story of the swain of comparatively 
high degree, who falls in love with an actress, but by reason of 
the peculiar costumes of the period that Mr. Pinero has boldly 
chosen for his play. It is the time of crinolines, hair-nets, pork- 
pie hats, peg-top trousers, and Dundreary moustaches and weeping 
whiskers. Nothing more hideous for the prettiest women, no- 
thing more absurd for the men, than these fashions. On the 
stage we have the reproductions of Leech’s pictures, which 
were exaggerations, but not to the extent of being broad cari- 
catures. “ Somewhere in the Early Sixties,” as the biU of the play 
informs us, the dramatist has placed a set of characters who wiU 
be recognised by readers of Dickens as belonging to the cele- 
brated Crummies Provincial Company, and here transferred, 
nominihus mutatis, from the Portsmouth to the Bagnigge-Wells 
Theatre. Mrs. Telfer (Mrs. E, Safer) is the Mrs. Grummles 
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who plays the tragedy queens (vide “Phiz’s” illustration in 
the first volume ot Nicholas Nicklehy)^ while Ferdinand Gadd 
(well played by Mr. (x. du Maurier), the tragedian, has the 
attributes of Mr. Lenville, who shares this line of business with 
the manager, and is as quarrelsome as he is cowardly. Miss 
Smveilicci, who was “trembling so much in her tights” when 
Nicholas bade the company farewell, finds her equivalent in Miss 
Avonia Bunn, capitally acted by Miss Pattie Browner and 
so for the others. 

Of course the fancy portraits are all highly coloured for stage 
purposes ; and the domestic life of the provmcial actors, that is, of 
the actors and actresses who used to be, before and “in the 
sixties,” members, for years, of a country company, is more 
ridly pourtrayed by Dickens than it couid be, in this paiticular 
piece, by our dramatist. But not a whiff of an unwholesome fla- 
vour, not a spice ot lax morality, is there in it ; herein differing from 
Mr. George Moore’s Zolaesque story of A Mummer^ s Wife. 
And Mr, Pinero’s representation of a provincial company as it 
was when the Bath, Bristol, and Plymouth Theatres were m the 
heyday of their existence, and when a visit to “ The \Vells ” was 
quite a journey out ot London, is as true as was Mr. Vincent 
Orumrnles^s description of their life when Dickens made Wim say, 
in taking leave ot Nicholas, “We were a very happy little com- 
pany.” They were ; simple and happy. Did not Mrs. Siddons, 
m the ooscume of Lady Macbeth, darn stockings, as she sat at 
the wing, while waiting to “go on,” and bid her husband “give 
me the dagger”? Vvell, thaii was the type of the provincial 
actress, a genius it may be, but a thrifty housewife witnal, who, 
m those days ot small salaries, had to consider the most trifling 
matters ot housekeeping. 

Mr. Sam Sothern, as Captain de Foenix, wiU forcibly remind 
everyone of the “in the sixties” period of Lord JJandreary ; 
while Tom Wrench, who, as actor, is little more than a “super,” 
but who as author is destined to roake a big success, must surely 
have his original in the late Tom Robertson, author ot Caste. 
And, indeed, has not the play written by Tom Wrench just the 
idea, as far as one is permitted to know anythin about it, of 
Caste ‘i Or perhaps the character may be a remimscence of Mr. 
Pinero’s own theatrical career. 

The part of the Vice-Chancellor is the piece’s weakness. That 
this relentless old father (of a very hackneyed theatrical type, 
by the way) should suddenly relent on catching sight of a pro- 
perty sword and jewel used by Edmund Kean, is as ridiculous as 
it is ineffective. We should like to forget this episode, and to 
see the part entirely re-written for Mr. Boucicault, when the 
present utterly inadequate motive would disappear. Miss Irene 
V'anbrugh, the heroine, is charming ; Mr. Fred Thorne deserves 
special mention as the waiter-greengrocer, as does also Mr. E. 
M. Robson as the funny little low comedian. 

Should the promise ot Trelawny prove as good as its performance, 
then may the manager of the Court, Mr. Arthur Chudleigh, 
hum to- himself the ancient refrain, adapted, 

“ And shall Trelawny die ? (bis) 

No ; not for many hundred nights ! 

I see no reason why ! ” 

And so the Chudleigh Arthur may rest peaceably on the 
Pinero Alrthur’s well-dusted laurels. Frosit! 


AN ACOUSTIC TERROR. 

ILe Menestrel, a musical journal published in Paris, says that a Roumanian 
pianoforte-maker has invented a piano of such strenuosity, that its tones can 
be heard at a distance of over six miles.] 

Thank Heav’ns, it is seven miles and more 
From Dondon to Roumania, 

Else there were painful times in store 
For our xmguarded crania I 

Roumania, with the emphasis 
On mania, now has gone sick, whence ' 

All folks whose ear is not amiss 
Have promptly fled in consequence. 

If grand piano drowns big gun 
In noisy strenuosity, 

While Europe ’s still at peace, we ’U shun 
This musical monstrosity. 

Chief Features in another South African Harlequinade. 
— ^Khuger’s re-appeamnce in the character of genial “Joey,” the 
Inimitable Clown, with Her Majesty’s High Commissioner as 
Pantaloon. Harlequiu Mr. Rhodes^ and Columbine the Hon. 
Sir W. F. Hely-Hutohinson, Policeman (unavoidably absent 
on account of engagements elsewhere) tlie Colonial Secretary. 
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TRIALS OF A NOVICE. 

“Confess now. Have you ever hit a Haystack, even?” “Well, of course I have.” “What hid you Aim at? 


' IN THE STUDIO OF THE IMPRESSIONIST. 


0* Well, it may be a battle ? Or is it a 
portrait of your grandmother ? 

A. Try again. Very creditable for a first 
attempt, but try again. 

C. Or it may be a Spanish bull-fight, or 
the last eclipse of the sun. Or perhaps it 
shrimping at Margate ? 

A. 1 dare say you are right. But the 
title is an after-consideration. But tell 
me, do you think I could improve it? 

C. Well, yes; you might turn it upside 
down, and repaint it. 

[Scene closes in upon the artist giving the 
suggestion favourable consideration. 


A Crusher. 

Country Manager (to Mr. Ageippa Snap, 
tM great London critic, who has come down 
to see the production of a piece on trial). 
And what do you think, Sir, of our theatre 
and our players ? 

Agrippa Snap (loftily). Well, frankly, 
Mr. Flatson, your green-room’s better 
than your company. 

SiNGULAE Spoeting Fact. — The stag in 
the famous hunt at the Crystal Palace is 
chased by Wulff hounds. 


I Artist. Well, what do you think of my 
I picture ? 

Critic. Capital 1 But what is it about ? 
A. Well, 1 should be glad to hear your 
opinion. There is nothing like a fredi 


.THE MODERN WOMAN’S VADE MEGUM. 

Question. Do you agree with a certain 
female lecturer, that it is the duty of the 
fair sex to captivate the other ? 

Answer. Certainly, as cleverness need 
not be^divorced from fascination. 

Q. You do not object, then, to brains in 
the abstract? 

A. No ; but as some men have a horror 
of the blue-stocking, I would cover fine 
heads with pretty toques. 

Q. And if a woman has literary tastes, 
what would you advise ? 

A. That part of her reading should be 
devoted to the fashion journSs, and she 
should not sacrifice her toilette to her 
intellect. 

Q. What is your opinion about latch- 
keys, visits to the music-halls, and cigar- 
ettes ? 

A. That, from a man’s point of view, 
they are played out, and consequently 
should be abandoned by man’s would-be 
help-mate. 

Q. What do you think of glasses ? 

A. That, when necessary, they should 
take the shape of a pince-nez, as it is more 
becoming than spectacles. 

Q. Then, before marriage, what should 
be your treatment of man ? 

A. I should do all I can in my power to 
please him. 

Q. And after the nuptial knot has been 
tied, what then? 

A. That, as Mr. Rxjdyaed Kipling 
would observe, is quite another story. 


A Belgravian Conundrum. 

Q. When could a reverend incumbent in 
the vicinity of Belgrave Square be con- 
sidered as having treated cannibalistically 
a member of a well-known firm of music- 
sellers ? 


A. When he has “Eaton Chapel.” 



? [“ The ZululCMef, Dinxtzulxj, who has just been 
taken back to iZululand|,after some years of exile in 
St. Helena, has now been^ remstated,\to rank as 
a hereditary, chief.” — Daily JTeUgraph.l 
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MR. PUNCH’S “ANIMAL LAND.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted prom the Diary op Toby, M.P, 

HovtSe of Commons ^ Tuesday ^ Fehrihary 8. 
big House in the Commons for opening 
of new Session. Much, buzz and excite- 
ment before Speaker took the Chair. 
Thereafter a frost. Talk beforehand of 
lively times ; Government to be assaulted 
on all sides. No harm likely to come of 
thumping, however diligent, when delivered 
through the many folds of Ministerial 
majority. Still there would be a scrim- 
mage ; some pleasant rush of excitement. 

Nothing of the sort ; only series of long 
speeches, rechauffia of what had been said 
day after day through the recess. Interest 
early collapsed. Benches steadily emptied. 
Those who had come to fight remained to 
yawn. Impossible to keep thing going 
even up to midnight. Before its stroke 
boomed across the Thames (sympathetically 
yawning at the moment), debate adjourned. 

But, as some one has remarked, Thank 
Heaven we have a House of Lords ! To- 
night that Chamber vindicated its ancient 
renown. A scene of splendid dignity re- 
dressed the balance established by dull 
verbosity of the Commons, il^oidentally 
House suTriTnoned for opening of new 
Session. Actually it gathered in un- 
usual number to witness the elevation of 
the Lord Chajs-oellor to the Earldom. 
Yes, that gallant knight, Sir Hardintge 
Stanley, Lord Halsbtjry, was now a 
Yiscount and Earl of Great Britain by the 
name and title of Yiscount Tiverton, Earl 
of Halsbtjry. 

Opening scene discovered the belted 
Earl (belt not drawn very tight) seated, in 
black silk robe and full-bottomed wig, on 


abashed Woolsack. The Markiss having 
announced his new estate, the Earl, draw- 
mg himself up to fullest height, walked 
with stately step adown the gilded chamber. 
Hesitated a^ brief moment as to what he 
should do with his purse. Not an ordinary 
thing, in which you might carry a sove- 
reign or two, if you had them ; but a big, 
black, gold-embroidered bag, convenient 
for country visits from Saturday-to-Mon- 
day. At first seemed inclined to leave it 
on the Woolsack. Glancing round, observ- 
ing several Bishops in close contiguity, 
concluded he would take purse with him. 
So walked oft with it. 



After five minutes’ absence returned, 
centre of glittering escort. Black Eod 
spurred and sworded; Duke of Norfolk 
in Earl Marshal’s robes; Lord Ancaster 
Hereditary Grand Chamberlain, with can- 
dlestick and pair of snufters ; Garter King- 
at-Arms with lion and unicorn fighting all 
over his back; Earl of Coventry and 
Earl of Jersey acting as sponsors for 
the young Earl Amid breathless silence 
procession slowly wended its way to the 
Throne. Arrived there, new Earl, audibly 
prompted by Black Eod, plumped on knees 
before empty Throne, on which for a mo- 
ment he rested the long roll of parchment 
contain mg patent of his new peerage. 
Springing lightly to his feet, Yiscount 
Tiverton, Earl of Halsbury, faced about 
and, holding the scroll gingerly in both 
arms as if he were conveying it to the baptis- 
mal fount, processionmoved towards theBar. 
The scarlet robes slashed with ermine de- 
scending to^ his feet, the full-bottomed 
wig enshrining a countenance of almost 
motherly kindness, and the soHcitude with 
which he held in outstretched arms the 
long, lean body of the scroll, more than 
ever suggestive of a christening, 

^ Through the hushed silence was dis- 
tinctly heard the shrill whisper of a breath- 
lessly interested child looking on from 
under the ^gallery : “ MnmTny, do you think 

Procession, strolling in and out between 
table and cross benches, reached bench 
below gangway by Bar. Here the three 
Earls, the new one in the middle, dropped 
on to the seat, the Lord Chancellor still 
tenderly dandling in his ^ms the patent 
of his Mant earldom. Situation seemed 
suggestive of a cup of tea ; perhaps, in the 
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circxmxstances, with a dash of mm in it. 
WoTild Black Eod go and get it? or would 
Gkrter King-at-Arms bring it in ? 

Whilst the ladies sympathetically looked 
on, wondering how far the tea would go 
round, the three Earls, turning their 
heads in the direction of the empty Wool- 
sack, raised their hats and bent their heads 
in salutation. Quite uncanny to see them 
do this, not once, but thrice. 

“Thou canst not say I did it,” Sark 
murmured, thinking of another historic 
scene where a chair, empty to ordinary 
eyes, was for Macbeth's filled with a strange 
TLsitant. “Never shake thy gory locks at 
me.” 

Having gravely saluted the empty air. 
the three Earls rose and, again led by 
Black Eod, with G-arter Eing-at-Arms in 
attendance, the Earl Marshal and the 
Hereditary Great Chamberlain marching 
behind, the procession wended its way past 
the table to the Duke’s Bench above the 
gangway. Here the Lord Ohaitcellol 
dropped on the Bench. Alone he did it 
the sponsor Earls not presuming to sit in 
ducal places. The flesh of the onlookers 
audibly creeped as the Lord Chancellor. 
again “seeing things,” bowed* his head to 
the empty Throne. This done, he rose, 
stood at the table and took the oath, per- 
haps modestly conscious of how stately a 
part he had played in a dignified ceremony 

Business done , — ^New Session opened. 

Thursday . — ^After closing time to-night, 
Wilfrid Lawson went home a saddened 
man. When Speaker took the Chair, things 
looked particularly bright. Sir Wilfrid’s 
eye twinkled as, looking down the notices 
of motion, he came on one by Government 
Whip proposing to nominate the Kitchen 
Committee. 

“Walrond may propose,” Sir Wilfrid 
contentedly murmured, ‘‘but Lawson dis- 
poses.” 

Debate on Address in full, if slow swing. 
Nothing more certain than that it would 
be carried over midnight. After that 
solemn stroke had sounded, the strongest 
Ministry of modern times could not carry 
the simplest proposal if the most obscure 
private Member objected. Sir Wilfrid 
was master of the situation. The Kitchen 
Committee must either giVe pledge to 
alter an anomalous and illegal condition of 
things under which drink is sold at the 
Lobby bars, the House being unlicensed, 
or there should be no Kitchen Committee. 

Hours slowly drifted by, weighted with 
dreary drip of ceaseless talk. Distress in 
Ireland^ Slavery in Zanzibar; Howard 
Vincent on Forei^ Tariffs ; a dozen other 
topics in reserve if these left any margin 
of time before the fatal stroke of midnight. 
Everything seemed safe. But Wilfrid 
Lawson is too old a campaigner to leave 
opening for accident. At a quarter to 
twelve he mounted his watch-tower. 
Ritchie on his legs making mince-meat of 
Howard Vincent’s fictions and fallacies; 
seemed safe to bring sitting up to mid- 
night. But catching Walrond’s eye, 
President of Local Government Board 
abruptly brought speech to conclusion. 
What was left of Howard Vincent asked 
leave to withdraw his amendment. 

Fingers of the clock still tarried 
at four minutes off midnight. W at.. 
ROND promptly moved appointment of 
Kitchen Committee ; Wilfrid Lawson 


felt all was lost save honour. Tanner 
disinterestedly came to his help; began 
speech ^ which, had it been continued 
over midnight, would have retrieved for- 
tunes of day by postponing appointment 
of Committee. House always glad to hear 
an expert on any topic. Tanner just got 
into stride on the drink question when 
Closure was moved and game was up. 
Wilfrid Lawson, with bowed head, heard 
the Committee appointed. 

It takes a lo-ng time to tell. But the 
scene, dramatic finish to a dreary sitting, 
flashed through in four minutes. 

Business done . — Chiefly talk. 

Friday Night . — ^A nice little comedy 
filled the boards to-night. “A domestic 



comedy,” Prince Arthur called it, though 
he, not belonging to the domestic circle, 
clayed the brightest part. Dramatis per- 
sonce: John Short Redmond, the true 
patriot and only friend of Ireland; John 
C oDLiN Dillon, claiming the same part ; 
Squire of Malwood struggling with the 
emotion of absorbing love, unbounded 
affection for Home Rule, distressed at see- 
ing its chances spoiled by petty jealousies 
of two professional supporters ; Prince 
Arthur, the amused looker-on, with his 
bag of salt, out of which he rubbed in re- 
freshment for the wounds dealt each other 
by the three friends to whom nothing was 
common save passionate love for Ireland ; 
lastly, though his name was not on the 
original bill. Flavin, Michael Joseph, 
Member for North Kerry, in business at 
Tralee, descended in direct line from 
Flavius O’Fla vin, King of Ireland. 

When John Short Redmond had poured 
cheap scorn on the political party that 
ruined themselves for the sake of Home 
Rule’; when John Codlin Dillon had 
threatened them with perpetual exile from 
power unless they submissively followed 
the chariot wheels of Home Rule; when 
the Squire of Malwood had made patheti- 
cally patient rejoinder ; when Prince 
Artetor rubbed in the last handful of salt, 
wanting to know if it was the policy of 


English Liberals again to put Home Rule 
first — ^then was heard from a modest back 
bench the voice of the fiery Flavin. 

“ It will have to be their policy ! ” shouted 
the son of many kings. 

It was the briefest, but, in immediate 
effect, the most striking speech of the 
evening. 

Business done.-pJoHN Dillon gives the 
Liberal Party notice. 


A SIMPLE CHILD OP THE GHETTO. 

In a bashful account of a brilliant career, 
confided by Mr. Zangwill to The Bookman, 
be mentions that he once edited a comic 
paper, Ariel. It is added, “One of the 
Punch staff recently told him (Mr. Zang- 
wtll) that it was the only comic paper they 
took seriously, and which they used to 
read so as to avoid repeating its jokes.” 
“They were not alwavs successful,” Mr. 
Zangwill slyly remarks. It is a pretty 
conceit, the Punch staff taking a comic 
paper seriously, “and which” thev read so 
as to avoid repeating its jokes. Mr. Zang- 
will, of course, does not mean, as might 
he inferred, that the jokes were so bad that 
to read them sufi&ced to ban repetition. 
What he desires to convey is that this 
serious comic paper monopolised the wit 
and wisdom of the week, and that Mr. 
Punch’s young men, having their accus- 
tomed space to fill, were in the habit of 
sitting down in a row, reading Ariel, grate- 
ful if it left anything, however immaterial, 
for them to say. A funny picture ; but the 
funniest thing of all, that no one on the 
Punch staff ever heard of the serious comic 
paper till its existence was brought to no- 
tice by this modest passage from Mr. Zang- 
will’s autobiography. 

The Very New School. 

Uncle Jos. Well, my boy, I suppose you 
don’t mind going back to school ? 

Nephew (in the Sixth Form). Not in the 
least, my dear uncle. I shall be rejoiced to 
return to my studies. But I confess that 
I am somewhat exercised in my mind as to 
the possible characters of the new boys, 
whom I shall have to employ as fags I 

[TJncle Jos does not extract the sovereign 
which he was fingering in his trowsers 
pocket. 

Recently used in Cooking the War 
Correspondent’s Goose. — The Herbert 
Kitchener. 


^ Q. Why is the lady hikist of an amorous 
disposition P 

A. Because she is a sigh-cling creature. 



Two of Mr. Punch’s Pages. 
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AES BEETIS ! 

The St. Jameses Gazette states that Mr 
Engelhardt, a Chicago painter, “throws 
off marvellously clever paintings at the rate 
of nine minutes for large canvasses, and 
three minutes for small ones,” working in 
this way from ten to seventeen hours each 
day. As a result of his brilliant exaniple, 
we may hope shortly to read in our papers 
such paragraphs as the following : — 

An interesting lecture on “ Modem Art ” 
was delivered last week by Professor 
SiAPDASH, R.A. In the course of his re- 
marks, the Professor took occasion to pro- 
test against the excessive speed with which 
some painters complete their work. His 
views on this point were somewhat reac- 
tionary, and he caused a good deal of 
dissent among his audience when he main- 
tained that no artist should produce more 
than a couple of hundred finished pictures 
each week. As Professor Slapdash is one 
of the Hanging Committee, it is possible 
that his opinion is influenced by the fact 
that rather more than two million canvasses 
were sent in to Burliagton House last year. 

We hear that Signor Prestissimo, the 
celebrated Italian sculptor, is extremely 
busy just now, and finds some difficulty in 
keeping pace with his numerous commis- 


sions. He is not, however, a slow worker. 
We were fortunate enough to spend a 
couple of hours in his studio the other day. 
during which time Signor Prestissimo com- 
pleted six life-size statues, four beautifully- 
modelled groups, seven designs for friezes, 
and twenty-one small busts. But hJs ex- 
perience is that the sculptor who works at 
this rate is ill-advised if he attempts to 
keep it up for more than fifteen or sixteen 
hours each day. General attention will be 
directed to his colossal figure of Hercules,” 
which is shortly to be exhibited, as it is 
understood that Signor Prestissimo spent 
no less than twenty minutes in perfecting it. 

The state of the literary market is dull 
at present, the number of new books pub- 
lished last week being only one hundred 
and forty thousand. Probably there will 
he no great stir of activity until the 
Autumn publishing season comes round 
again. By far the most noticeable volume 
of the past week was The Growth of Man- 
kind, a comprehensive work in ten volumes. 
Such a work comes as a timely reproach to 
the facile scribblers of the present day, who 
may affect to despise the author of this 
masterpiece, because it absorbed his full 
industry for no less than a month. But the 
careful student of The Growth of Mankind 
will recognise with delight the polished 
accuracy of style and tbe profundity of 


knowledge which characterise it, and will 
aot deem the month misspent, even though 
the whole of it was devoted to the composi- 
tion of this one masterpiece. 

Does the Poet-laureate earn his official 
income .f* That question is often asked by 
the public,^ and it is satisfactory to be able 
to answer in the* affirmative’. On Monday 
of last week, for instance, the Poet-laureate 
wrote four ballads, of about five hundred 
lines each. Tuesday and Wednesday he 
devoted to the composition of an epic 
ooem in ten cantos. On Thursday he pro- 
duced a translation of the Iliad, on Fiiday 
in original blank-verse tragedy. Saturday 
he regards as a holiday, and he wrote 
nothing on that day beyond a Nuptial Ode 
of a few hundred fines. Of course, many 
younger bards can finish their songs at a 
speed far greater, but for a middle-aged 
man, the above seems to us to be a very 
fan week’s work. 

It is said that the new “Instantaneous 
Literary Supply Company ” will be started 
next month. Commodious premises in 
Oxford Street have been secured, and the 
company will be prepared to prepare any 
kind of literature for their customers 
“while they wait.” A talented staff has 
been engaged, who will be able to produce 
literature of all kinds at the maximum 
speed and the ■minimum price. 

Mr Semibreve, the eminent composer, 
asks us to state that he resents being un- 
duly hurried with his work. He wishes 
Festival Conunittees to understand that he 
cannot provide a new oratorio unless at 
least two days’ notice is given. 


Of a popular actress it was recently said, 
‘^she acts like a charm.” Yes; but what 
sort of “ charm ” ? and then, what kind of 
effect has that “ charm ” ? Circe exercised 
her charms on Ulysses’ friends. 



' [BE JEOTED I 

{Defeated^hy Saif an mcKyi 

L*‘ So many boys are' offering themselves for the 
Navy, that the Admiralty have increased the stan- 
dard of chest measurement by half an inch.'* 

Sta/ndard.'] 


VOL. nxTV. 


I 






February 26 , 1898 .] 


PUNCH, OR iHJfi LONDON CHARIVARI. 


87 


AIRS RESUMPTIVE. 

THE PLAINT OF DYING HUMOUR. 
{After C. S. 0.) 

[** It is r^orted tiiat Sir Lewis Moreis ” (M.A., 
Author of l%e JSpie of Hades, Songs Vhsmg, Songs 
without Notes, &o,, retired candidate for Carmarthen 
Boroughs, and J.P.) “has complained that laughter 
is dying out”— Dailg JPaper.] 

I KNOW not what the cause should be 
That Humour melts my heart no more ; 
That nothing now induces me 
To roar. 

In days of old my waistcoat heaved 
Conjointly with my heaving chest 
As soon as ever I perceived 
A jest j 

The simple pun, the patent wheeze, 

Would take me in the diaphragm ; 

But now I hardly care for these 
A cent. 

I almost fear — know not why — 

That Laughters fount has been mislaid ; 

I could not giggle, not if I 
Was paid. 

And yet my health is very fair ; 

I harbour no religious doubts ; 

And am but sixty-four or there- 
-abouts. 

Time was when I and others laughed ; 

When many an apoplectic fit 
Was traced directly to a shaft 
Of wit j 

For such would find the harness-joint, 

And pierce the vulnerable spot, 

Whether they chanced to have a point 
Or not. 

I Ve been, myself, severely blamed 
For causing careless men to choke, ; 
Though (wittingly) I never framed 
A joke. 

You know the ‘‘ Welsh Harp,” Hendon 
way? I 

Well, I had one — ^it came from Wales ; 

On this it was my pride to play 
The scales. 

Occasionally I would strike 
Such notes as never yet were heard ; 

Or even sing without them, like 
A bird. 

I sang for joy with either lung ; 

I draw applause from youngish maids ; 
And had a small success among 
The shades. 

And once, when I was straitly pressed 
To go and stand for Parliament, 

I ceased my singiug (by request) 

And went. 

I went and canvassed. Celtic fire 
Flamed in my eye and scorched the lid ; 
And when they asked me to retire, 

I did. 

I settled down again and played 
The same old harp with all my might ^ 
And subsequently I was made 
A knight. 

But when the ever-verdant bays 
Alighted on anotheFs head, 

Somehow I deemed that Humour’s days 
Were dead. 

And yet, who knows ? Some Orpheus now 
May strike his rib-compelling lyre 
Till man and tree and pensive cow 
Perspire 1 



Suppose, for instance, I should hum 
The sort of things I hummed of yore, 
And take my jocund harp and strum 
Some more : — 

The Spirit of Laughter-— if I ’m right — 
Though sadly worn is still alive ; 

And, under these conditions, might 
Revive! 

THIRTY YEARS HENCE. 

{Schoes from a TwenMeth Century Theatre,) 
Fancy people wearing gowns without at- 
mospheric extenders in 1898 1 How ricUcu- 
lous they must have appeared I 
And ^at funny, shapeless sack used to 
be called a Russian jacket I 
How could they have put on those huge 
hats, all muslin and feathers ? 

And think of any one having twelve but- 
tons to one’s gloves ! 

You may be sure they did wear jewelled 
dog-collars round their necks. 

Look at their hair ! Why, it ’s a regular 
bird’s nest, with a bob at the top 1 


Imagine any one muffling up one’s face 
with a veil nowadays I 

Grandpapa used to put that stove pipe, 
silky-looking thing on his head and ^all it 
a “topper.” 

Talnng tea at five and dining at eight, 
what hours ! 

Oh, dear I what a funny idea to nail soup 
plates to the walls and cover the floors with 
rugs ; 

How could they have managed to lead 
with that antediluvian electric light P 

Those rolled-up things were called um- 
brellas. 

And yet there was something pic- 
turesquely quaint about the general dis- 
comfort of the period. 

LoGib,— It must be obvious,’’ said the 
Lady Lecturer, “that the girl is infinitely 
superior to the boy. The man who is 
cheerful we describe as Jwoyant ; but the 
brave and courageous man is ^aZlant.” 

[Beaumes h&r seat amidst I mid applause. 
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COLD COMFORT. 

“Oh, Tom, how lucky you have your Mackintosh on I” 


they “ give themselves away ” by the 
affected gravity of theii' exit ! 

Nutcombe GtOULD is a stately friar, 
a little too lavish of informal and eccentric 
blessings. 

Miss Fay Davis seems to be thrown 
away on Hero^ or Hero thrown away on 
Miss Fay Davis : a knotty point not to be 
decided ofE-hand. The low comic parts of 
clown Dogherry and pantaloon Verges are — 
well, I may here make a comparison, 
putting it in the form of a question, and 
asking if there be any playgoer who may 
remember being taken, when he was quite 
a boy, at a genuinely critical age, to see 
Ejeeley as Dogberry and Buckstonu as 
Verges Oh, the impenetrable stolid 
stupidity of that Dogberry I and the obse- 
quious admiration of that deaf old Verges I 
Fassons, W. H. Yeenon- is a noble 
and dignified Leonato^ failing only once, 
and that is when, during the chapel 
scene,” he. asks m a light-hearted way if 
anybody would oblige him with a sword, 
Just to put an end to his life. And the 
Antonio of Mr. Beveeidoe is excellent, 
conveving the idea that he is a great 
traveller, and has Just returned from a 
little tour in Ireland, where he has caught 
Just the least taste in life of the brogue, 
and is ready at the shortest notice to whip 
out a shillelagh and cry “Wigs on the 
Gfreen!” before Claudio and Don Fedro 

k * I cannot, however, find, in the Hmry Irving 
mahspeare , any record of Kbelby and Buckstonb 
having played Dogberry and Verges together be- 
tween 1846 and 1853. 


know where they are. Capital! In my 
’umble opinion, it would be very difficult 
to find a better representative of that melo- 
dramatic villain, Don John^ than is Mr. H. B, 
Ievtng. But Oh, Mr. Ievikg, Junior, be- 
ware of adding syllables and dropping the 



voice I beware of mannerism, for this Don 
John is but a twin brother to that part of a 
quite modem up-to-date villaiu wherein 
you so recently distinguished yourself, at 
this theatre, on these very boards! On 
the whole, the revival vdll excite curiosity, 
which will be allayed by the time the next 
novelty is ready for production. 


“WILL THEY COME?” 

The following advertisement is cut from 
the Liverpool Daily Fcst : — 

^ If Mary Jane Brown, who in the year 1871 
lived in Shakspeare Street, or her Eepresentatives, 
if dead, will apply to the Undersigned, she or they 
may hear something to their advantage.” 

There is something particularly uncanny 
in this business-like calling of the spirits 
from the vasty deep. Why are Maey Jante 
Beo win’s representatives to apply only “if 
dead ” ? No pai^oular sartorial directions 
are given ; but it is reasonable to suppose 
that if they apply they will turn up in 
their shrouds. Taat will be a nice expe- 
rience for the office boy in the service of 
the advertising solicitors. He should im- 
mediately apply for a rise in his wages. 

Tertium C^uid. 

(A new way with the Peers,) 

Ontoe thus the option ran : — 

“ Mend ’em or end ’em.” ’ 

Now Asquith’s milder plan 
Is Beferend/um, 

A very Important “M.P.” — He is to be 
found in Nyasaland. His name is MPsbni, 
said to be able to put 30,000 warrions in 
the field. What M.P. can absolutely com- 
mand so many voters P 

A CURATE for half a century was last week . 
spoken of in the D, T» as something won- 
derful. But what is a curate for fifty years 
compared with a ** Perpetual Curate ” P 




dear, can’t we Play and be jolly together? You are so — so dreadfully Grown-up!'' 


LUDWIG IN LONDON. 


Piccalilli. 


Honoured Mister, — ^In Berlin the stranger visits first the 
remarkablest street called Die Linden^ or more solemnly Unter 
den Linden, under the limee. Therefore in visiting London's 
Sehenswurdigkeiten I go first to piccalilli — ah no, you write the 
names of streets and places with a big letter — Piccalilli, the 
Limes of London. I remember the name because I have seen it 
on a bottle of the english “Piccalilli Pickles." When I lem 
a strange language I notice and remember everything. 

I go from the boardinghouse near the Naturalhistory Museum, 
which the young barrister now says was made in Germany. 1 
think that this is false, falsch, but perhaps he means that the 
architekt was a German, which is very probable as the building 
is like a german one. Besides the german architekts are the 
best in the world. I believe that ore of them at the present 
time restores and improves the Parthenon in Athen. But I can 
not understand why a german architekt should make a building 
which looks like Stilton cheese. From there I go in the omnibus 
to Heidpark Corner. 

The entrance of your park is like the Brandenburger Thor in 
Berlin, but not so large and not so handsome. In the park there 
is no beautyful, wide alley like the Charlottenburger Chaussee in 
our Animalgarden, and what is still badder — ah no, more bad — 
one can not go in the park in a omnibus, or even in a “keb. 
Of course there are no tramways, because you have them not in 
London. I walk not willing, so till now I see not the Heidpark. 
As regards Piccalilli, I like not the street at all. Ah, Mister 
Tunch, you should see our Limes in Berlin! I mean not the 
limetrees, which are an awful scrubby lot of trees. I moan the 
street, which is the beautyfulest street in Berlin, and in the 
world. It is quite straight, it is quite flat, and it is more than I 
180 foot wide. Frachtvoll ! Your Piccalilli is not straight, it is 


Aot flat, it is about sixty foot wide, it is not even the same wideth 
all along, and the houses only on one side are all different. 
Abscheulich! 

There is only one thing in it which pleases me, and that is 
what I see at first when I step out of the omnibus. It is the 
Lildsdule, picturecolumn — ^that is, statue — of the Duke of Wel- 
LiNGTOWN, who was the general of the english army commanded 
by Feldherr von Bluoher when the latter conquered Napoleon. 
I see immediately that it is a awfully fine statue, and afterwards 
I discover the reason. It was made by a German. Natilrlich! 
The german artists are the best in the world. I know not if you 
have any good carvers in England, but of course they are not so 
clever. It pleases me that the Englishmen must employ not only 
german waiters, but also german carvers. “ Deutschland, 
Deutschland, uher alles ! ” 

As I speak of statues, I may say I have seen the statue of 
Boadicea, the first Queen of England. I admired that statue, 
and at first I thought it was also made by a German, because it 
is so beautyful and warlike. The young barrister admires it not. 
He says it is ‘‘ a rotten thing made of plaster.” If it is made 
only of plaster of course it must soon rot. In Berlin all the 
statues are made of marble or bronze. 

I walk a little along Piccalilli. I am quite astounded that I see 
not there, or in any street, even one lieutenant. In Berlin, as 
in every german town, one sees ofi&oers everywhere. I know that 
the ridiculous english army is very little, and that ihiere are now 
so many generals with the soldiers in India that theore can be no 
more english generals anywhere else, but I had thought I should 
s^ leastways lieutenants in London. But no. The young bar- 
rister i^ys “ All those Johnny s go about in Muff tea.” I can not 
find this word in my dictionary, so it must be a town or province 
somewhere, perhaps in India, where the tea grows. But even 
if all the lieutenants called Johnny are travelling in the province 
of Mufftea, where are the lieutenants not caUed J'ohnny? I 
know not. Obediently, Ludwig. 


“FINANCIAL EELATIONS.” 

Chorus of Long-lost Brothers. 

S-ND-ES-N, H-lt, L-ckt {singingY : — 

IT’S THE MOST DISTHEJESSPUL OOUNTHEY T HAT E7EE YOU DID SEE! 

WE WANT SIV’N HUNDEED THOUSAND POUNDS PEOM TVl w SAXON TEEASURUEI 
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First Gentleiiiaii Rider. “Who is the Swell on the Lame Horse?” 

Second G. R. “Oh— forget his Name— he *s the Son of the great Purnitxjre Man, ’don’toherknow.” 
First G. R. “Goes as if he had a Caster off, eh?” 


LAST THREE WEEKS! 

Sir Everett Millais was an instance oi 
an early master,” for, at eleven years old, 
Master Millais was admitted student of 
the Royal Academy. ^ 

And how interesting in this collection 
are the gradual upward steps of an Art 
Pilgrim’s Progress. Here is seen how he 
was allured on the way by a Pre-Raphaelite 
Temptress, from whose fascinations escap- 
ing, he became stronger than ever, knowing 
thenceforth what to avoid. Who could be- 
lieve the “ Cymon and Iphigenia ” of 1848 
to be by the same nand that gave us 

Stella twenty years afterwards. Even 
two years made a vast difiFerence, witness 
the “ Conclu^on of Peace ” (1856), with its 
capillary aureole or ripe corn, and arms and 
hands belonging to anybody and every- 
body, in the picture ; also the now famous 

Vale of Best” (1858). Yet with all his 
masculinity, what sentimental book-of- 
beauty kind of lady in fancy-dress armour 
is his “Joan of Arc” (1865). But how 
grand, how life-like, are most of his por- 
trait 1 His “ Sir PLenry Thompson” his 
“ Sir Bichard Quain” his Tennyson” his 
‘‘Mrs. Beddington” t-nJ “Mrs. Bischoffs- 
heim ” and his three lovely ladies at cards 
waiting for “a fourth” to be partner to 
one of them. Then there ^s “ Master Bub- 
bles,” used to adorn the House of Pears. 
Lastly, the old warrior, the “ Yeoman of 
the Guard” perhaps che most memorable 
of the whole collection. The exhibition 
closes March 12, which is advice gratis to 
those who would be sorry to have allowed 
such an opportunity to escape them. 


Picturesque London, by that eminent 
Dickensian student. Per se Fitzgerald, 
will (of course) be followed up by Pick- 
wick-turesque London. If not, why not, as 
P. F. is the man to do it ? 



“ Why don’t the Authorities take a hint from the 
Advertisers, and Uluminate the statues at night- 
time with the '^p^^-up ” eleotric-Hghts } Experi- 
ment with the Griffin nrst. 


THE CHAIR OF NEWSPAPERS. 

Acting on the suggestion of Mr. John 
Morlby, Mr. Punch, as soon as he founds 
his new ‘‘Settlement,” will appoint a gen- 
tleman to the Chair of Newspapers. The 
Professor must be prepared at any moment 
to deliver a course of lectures on any sub- 
ject. The following is offered as a sample 
of syllabus : — 

1. The Road to Chitral. — ^Who made it? 
— ^Who said he had made it ? — ^Who did not 
know whether he had made it ? — ^Who was 
silent about somebody else having made it ? 
When and how he found out that he had 

I made it himself ? 

2. Financial Relations of Ireland. — ^Inci- 
dence of taxation, — Amokint of taxation per 
head of population. — Consumption of alco- 
hol per headi^of population. — ^Royal Com- 
mission. — ^Blue Books. — Conclusions . 

3. The Cesarewitch. — Racng. — General 
history . — Chariot-racing i n Rome . — The 
quadriga, meta, currus. — Racing in Eng- 
land. — ^Newmarket. — Cesarewitch. — ^Proba- 
ble starters and prices. — Straight tips from 
the stables. 

4. The Legend of Talienwan. — Origin of 
the myth. — Times correspondent. — Growth, 
— Decay. — ^Lord Salisbury. 

5. Hotels. — ^Management. — Ho w to make 
them pay. — Butchers’ bills. — Profits, five 
himdred per cent. — “Li|iits,” Is. 6d. a 
pound, — “What the cats eat.” — ^Position 
of shareholders. — Conclusions. 

“ ‘The happy man is content with his 
lot,’ and,” continued the Cynic, “ requires 
a lot to make him contented.” 
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MR. PUNCH’S “ANIMAL LAND.” 

( With Achfimledgmei^^ as hefore,) 




3T^ J^rk 



5hls tmv umt is a.il pluck 

ani* is tm of “beans » 

h\% Spread HimseKiike ^om.a <io * 



L^teru^Aa 





hZ'CSoJC 

tm vevy 2onc ioalK^ 
lSjdo^ Sc\ of 'me^iifZes kc 

nnostoS bhj 


i Buiw i»v tHfc CloaHwcwi 


I I 1 ^ f|9l 1. 1 a 
^is cWy kfcV ftniTnal is 4 Temr lo 
•fioKt. He cauers hbnself yp in Silk and 

i^e UftU Scveur oul oC tJl^too -fPiare 
tsK^id 15 !>«■ kagcS’ loJiiU vov ^ 

^ost of ^ picXtvreS-I^o hope helim 



aJKisIiftle JUimaT^orig^^ 

PotdYv • Hf I'S founif at all sw^avT^s 
7|is diest smomercf r 

ayw Xvissa7il'^enu»vs an^f ’'.JSLrw sms Au<3 
ctW ornamenlU . Jfe h.as t^e J^t 
'a. callinc so }ie 9otsv30 hXt Lonooyx, 
is not'cSJoupK novy-is a^W* Jvmios 
t>j>Hos a^t. r^ev s^i\Uiscrc7*^^^^ 
a pfe-tall - sfcrientic 


TEETOTAL OAAIPAIGNEES , 

What ’s this I hear at all 1 All intoxi- 
cants — ^tnat "s line language tor good 
liquor — “ stopped during tne Egyptian 
campaign” {& word that’s so like okam- 
pagne, good luck to it !) by order of (^lene- 
rai (xATAORE, and “ only coftee allowed on 
the march to Abu Dis ” — (“ A tof-titul idea, 
truly 1 ” as my old friend Maurice O’Shaugh- 
nessy might have said), and then “tne 
troops stopped at Ghegni tor tea ”111 Is 
it a mothers’ meeting i "m reading about h 
What ’ud they do on St. Patrick’s EayP 
Oh murder I just to think of the difference 
in our time in the Peninsula, and under the 
Iron Duke more betoken 1 

True, we had hard times occasionally, 
with hard biscuit and harder beef, but there 
was always a drop of “the cratur” to 
soften us. Ah I the sweet cratur she is! 
All spirit, yet plenty of body! And how 
the mischief could we have drunk the toast 
of “to the greatest Irishmen that ever 
lived, St. Patrick and Lord Wellington,” 
if we had had but a cup of tea to drink it 
in, hke bread-and-butter misses at a board- 
ing-school ? Just cast your eye over the bill 
of fare in the true story of Charles O^Malley 
told by Charles Lever! Wny, just be- 
fore I’uentes d’Onoro ^ — “ the night before 
Larry was stretched ” — didn’t we enjoy the 
heighth of good livin’, and of good teedin’, 
and good drinkiu’ ? « Sherry, champagne, 
London porter, Malaga, and even, I believe, 
Harvey’s sauce, were hobnobbed in ; while 
hot punch, in tea cups ” — ^that ’s the way we 
used our tea^^ups — “ or tin vessels, was un- 
sparingly distributed on all sides.” Mark 
the word “ unsparingly.” And now ? Ah ! 
“ Blessed times on my life 1 I wish we had 
them back again!” with a butt of the 
“King of Spain’s sherry!” What’s the 
service coming to? Sir, the service is 
going to tea-pot. 

Yours, Major Monsoon. 


3 Jie. Cone^ioil 
Skyyldcomls 



ciStS hio Gea.tvrc is very skfcoi 

^ 6 he -fcnJs a Sprint 
cwrel hair u: has 
^}ujth£r IS a liMral or 3 l Con- 
fe>veTive - whuh h zacyv clever X iSuHK* 
He/3Z^.s ploames aniPalujays PtaMes 
JL hmSrtS.jS likes to run fhe, 

4tra.n<r loitK his^ fsxL in parts -all 

^ it jfora timt 


Job’s Comforter. 

Mr. Flatfoot {to disconsolate owner of 
suburban lake, where, in a hard winter, 
hundreds of pounds are netted). WeU, never 
mind, Mr. Edge, an American friend tells 
me that we ’re certain to have capital 
skating in July or August. 


LADIES OF THE PRESS” AT THE EMPIRt. 

The Empire is worthy of its reputation 
in the new ballet of “ The Press.” Here, 
thanks to the inventive powers of Mr. 
George Edwardes, we have a review of 
the Fourth Estate (some say it should be 
called the Fifth) from the time of Caxton 
to the end of the nineteenth century. In 
the initial tableau the first printing-machine 
is destroyed by office “devils,” much to the 
regret of the master of the chapel. How- 
ever, all things are set right by the arrival 
of a most charming representative of the 
Liberty of Journalism, who dances off the 
senior pressman through the centuries to 
Fleet Street in 1898. Here Caxton “as- 
sists” at the wooing of a typewriter by a 
young gentleman selling “specials,” and 
finds most of the offices of the leading 
papers within eye-shot. But the Liberty 
of the Press has something better to show 
her guest. Caxton is carried into the Hall 
of the Periodicals, over the door of which 
appears the comforting legend that “the 
pen is mightier than the tword,” Then 
comes one of the prettiest ballets of modern 
times. Dailies, weeklies, iilustrateds, fa- 
shions, and sporting and dramatics m turn. 
Every paper of any importance having an 
office in London is seen to the best advan- 
tage. Never was there a more beautiful 
sight, and never a greater triumph for wo- 
man journalism. As a climax Mr. Funch 
himself appears, hale and hearty, and clad 
in court dress. With the Times he sup- 
ports the old gentleman with the scythe, 
and shows that the world could not get on 
without them. It may be confidently pre- 
dicted that for months and months to come 
the papers on the stage of the Empire will 
keep the “ paper ” out of the auditorium. 

Undoubted Dock Labourers. — Gentry 
confronted with a verdict of “guilty” by 
the jury. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, 

Exieacted prom the Diarp op Tobt, M.P. 

Some, of Oommc^, Monday, February 14 . 
—As a rule, nothing so dreary in Souse of 
Oonmons as a full-dress debate. One 
faM condition is that the talk shaU last a 
certain penod— four days, three days, or, 
in mer^ul conations of this week, two 
days. Kiat limits possibilities of dreari- 
ness. But it suffices to invest performance 
air of unreality. The stars in 
ei^r party firmament wiU shine only at a 
particukr hour. When their turn wmes 
tJiey blaze away at prodigious length, 
^te^als of toner hour and the Hke are 
Med up by Members whom no one cares 
^ things they 

oer^y manage better in the Lord! 

^ Ibis Onitral debate was foredoomed bv 
'iroumstances attfindiTioi+a commencement. 

T • . 


leadmg to oisastro 

^ Unlv wait till Parliament meets. Then 
m spite of our numerical weakness, we 
will crush this foolish, iniquitous G-overn- 
ment between the upper and nether mill- 
stone. Attack naturally expected on 
gening night of Session. But whole week 
inttered away m talk round impracticable 
ainentoents moved by inconsiderable pri- 

ii+ the whole busmess. Disposed to 
^ * 1 j Government in the 

to b d ^ go off to dinner or 


a W.” says the 
Member for Swk, topping into auto- 
biography, as is his use when bored, 
to get my earliest instruction in a 



“ Grand^Cross.” 

Fons et origo of all the trouble on the Prontier i I 


fehting Mhool. The chief ousiness in 
tne m.onung classes was to arrange one 
or two bouts of fisticuffs in the dinner 
hour. But they always came off at earliest 
posable moraent. Wasn’t the custom for 
one b(^, small or big, to go up to another 
on a Tuesday, and tell him that on the 
foUowmg Monday he would punch his 
head, ihe meetmg was arranged for the 
earnest moment after noon, and invariably 
^e off. That much more cheery than 
the alternative proposal in favour with our 
Oapt^, who, longing to be at ’em, put 
off the piakmg for a week, whilst they 
truoulentty ^dy a Blue Book which adds 
to the broad facts long ago estab- 

Bminess done. — Lawson Walton, 
mildest-mannered pirate at the Bar, moves 
amendment to Address, attacking Minis- 
Ihto Frontier of 

Tuesday. A,thwart the depressing atmos- 
phere of the pumped-up indignation about 
Ohitral flashes a gleam of light. Through 
the recess, and at opening of debate. Oppo- 
sition Reused Members of being responable 
for what I^CLEAN, a level-headed man 
who knows his India, describes as the most 
mglonous war the British army has ever 
been engaged in, an unprovoked contest, 
toe coMequence of an utterly futfle poHcy 
Ministers, less eager to defend their pohey 
^ to evade responsibility, say it is all 
due to tbeir predecessors. It was Lord 
Eo^mTS Government that first went 

• «. • z X ?ii®®®®sors compelled to follow 
m their footsteps. v^ll-w 



96 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Fbbeuaet 26, 1898 


In course of disputation somebody threw 
out suggestion that the real criminal is Lord 
Cross. In 1889, when he was at India 
Office, he officially approved project for 
opening a direct route to Ohitral from the 
Peshawur frontier. Hounds away on this 
new trail with yelp of ecstatic delight. Hot 
many Members of present House have per- 
sonal recollection of G-pand Cross whilst 
he was yet ^ith us. Erom time to time, 


decessor responsible for a feckless polioy, a 
futile war. It was all Grand Cross, 

Business done . — ^Yote of Censure on the 
Government in respect of Chitral business 
shows considerable falling ofi in normal 
maj ority . For the amendment 208 , against 
311, Majority dropped nearly forty. 

“What do you think of that, Toby,” 
Prince Arthur said, a little nervously, 
as we walked home together. 



Chattino with the, Deceased ! 

(Scene jrom the Westminster Version The Cat md theOherui:^) 

The learned Doctor Wee-To contri^res to give it an appearance of life while the “ street-god “ 
(J-hn R-dm-nd) is about I 


even now, his presence in the Peers’ 
Gallery elevates and inspires the Commons. 
Members who do not recognise him by 
name look up and feel comforted and 
strengthened by contemplation of his su- 
premely well-informed countenance. 

As Sark says, “Ho mortal could be so 
wise as Grand Cross looks.” 

Of late years has fallen out of front 
rank of fighting politicians ; believe 
he is something in present Ministry. 
Bet you a Bod not one out of ten 
men moderately well up in public 
affairs could name his office. How, sud- 
denly, out of this dull chaos of talk his 
name is heard again. He is the culprit. 
The loss of treasure, the check to British 
prestige, the mourning in a multitude of 
once happy households, aU traceable to 
him. 

Impossible to say which more de- 
lighted at this unexpected turn, Henry- 
Fowibe or Geoeoe HAvnTON. With 
difficulty they restrain impulse to fling’ 
themselves across table to meet in friendly 
embrace. Hot this Government or its pre- 


“ Well, since you ask me, I should say it 
is a friendly verdict of ‘ Hot guilty, but for 
goodness’ sake don’t do it any more,’ ” 

House of Lords, Thursday, — ^Every one 
glad to see the Markiss in his place to- 
night. Looks as if he had never brou^t 
down the entrance gate of his park as if it 
were the doors of the gate of the city of 
Gam, and so passed on, 

Not in entire forgetfulness, 

And not in utter nakedness ; 

But, trailing clouds of brickdust, do we come 
To Hatfield, which is our home. 

The Member for Sark insists that 
there is more in the matter than 
meets the eye. What the curious story 
is meant to convey is a commentary 
on present situation in the Cabinet. In 
debate on Address, the Markiss made 
some deprecatory remarks about people 
who want to fi^t everybody and take 
everythmg. This, kind friends insist, was 
a sly hit at his dearly-beloved colleague, 
the Colonial^ Secretary. Don Jose not 
the man to lie low and say nuffin’ when 
any one assails him. Determined to read 
‘ the Markiss a lesson; Accordingly (so 


Sark has heard) he on Tuesday night man- 
aged to disguise himself in coachman’s uni- 
form, took the reins and coachman’s seat, 
and drove the unsuspecting Markiss home- 
ward. Arrived at the gateway, he, by deft 
touch of whip and rein, succeeded in leav- 
ing the Markiss and the hinder portion of 
the carriage stuck in the gateway, whilst 
he drove on unhurt and triumphant. 

“A very remarkable story,” I said, du- 
biously. “ What does it perpend ? ” 

“ Which thing is an allegory,” said Sark, 

I impatiently. “ Don’t you see it was in- 
tended to convey to Markiss a gentle 
intimation that if, in driving the Unionist 
coach, he flattered himself ne could gain 
the whip-hand of Don Jose, he would soon 
find the coach broken up, himself left be- 
hind with the wreck, whilst Don Jose gaily 
drove off, unhampered and unhurt.” 

“ Ah ! I see,” I said. Hot sure that I do, 
but it ’s no use arguing with Sark. 

Business done, — ^In Commons, John Dil- 
lon’s amendment to Address demanding 
endowment of Roman Catholic University 
in Ireland, negatived. Almost brought 
tears to the eyes to observe the anxiety in 
various quarters on both sides of House to 
see the proposal carried into effect. Prince 
Arthur, John Mobley, Carson, Q.C., 
and Courtney (in excellent speech) from 
various points of view supported the amend- 
ment. Only they united in beseeching 
Dillon to withdraw it. 

“ Some other time,” they said, mopping 
damp eyes. “ Some other time.” 

Friday night. — ^Irish Members renewed 
their attack on War Office in matter of 
frozen meat. Since Session opened their 
nightly habit has been to come down se- 
creting about their persons joints of frozen 
meat, which they shy at Powell Williams 
on Treasury Bench. (This of course in Par- 
liamentary sense.) Has home the ordeal 
with exemplary patience. But the Finan- 
cial Secretary will turn at last. To-night 
being struck in the abdomen with a chunk 
of Australian mutton flung by Captain 
Donblan, he lifted up his voice in loud 
lamentation. 

“ I begin to think,” he said, ducking his 
head as half a sirloin of American beef came 
his way, that the Financial Secretary to 
I the War Office ought to be a butcher.” 

Something in the idea. A monotony 
about the Treasury Bench with its row of 
gentlemen in morning dress. Powell 
Williams with his coat off, his sleeves 
turned up displaying his manly forearm, a 
blue apron turned back over his sturdy 
knees, ^ a steel at his belted waist, and a 
knife in his greasy hand, would make a 
picturesque adjunct to- the comeliness of 
Her Majesty’s Ministry. 

Business done. — ^Address agreed to. 


A RECORD RAIH OF GOLD, 

Mr. Pwnch sincerely congratulates Al- 
derman Sir George Faudel-Phillips on 
the fact that the great sum of £667,000 
was collected at the Mansion House during 
his Mayoralty, for distribution to the poor, 
needy and suffering in all parts of the 
Empire. Evidently Sir George Faxjdel 
was the right man in the right place to 
give fillips to the charitable disposition ot 
his fellow-citizens. And there are those 
who would abolish the Corporation 1 

A Literary Pursitit. — Chasing a news- 
paper in a high wind. 
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“ Yes, Sir, the Water ’s in grand order, but the Fush are no dp vet. Noo wad 

BE A FINE TIME TAE GIE SOME O’ YER LONDON FeIENS A DAY OR TWA’S FiSHING ! 


LIBBETE, EG-ALITE, BRATEENITE. 

[“Yive la France ! ’’ — Dr. Tanner 

We may not be a model race 
By other people’s rude report. 

Our quivers do not fill apace, 

Fecundity is not our forte ; 

But fling what dirt they will upon her 

Our France is still the soul of honour I 

We may not have a high respect 
For virtue’s arbitrary rules ; 

We may not actively reflect 
The influence of Sunday Schools ; 

But oh ! we love the Chri^ian rite 

Of jumping on the Israelite ! 

We may not be distinguished much 
In point of penetrable wit, 

For our peculiar sort is such 
That few can really fathom it ; 

But even Teutons reeogmse ! 

The genial fun of our Assize I 

1 

This is the way that we commence : — i 
We first assume the prisoner’s guilt | 


Until he prove his innocence 
Up to — or sli^tly past — ^the hilt \ 

A single alibi should do, 

But custom rather leans to two. 

And though the prosecution fail, 

W’’e have the option, just the same, 

Of clapping people into gaol 
To keep our honour free from shame ; 
We always do like this, you know, 

In dealing with a bordereau^ 

French leave (a liberal kind of scope) 

To gallant witnesses we grant, 

To ventilate the loyal hope 
That France may stiU remain extant ; 
The Bench will also let the crowd 
Say Good old Army ! ” quite aloud ! 
Facing, in fact, a martial camp. 

No learned counsel dares collide 
With men of military stamp 
Appearing on the judge’s side ; 

If they prefer to speak, they may ; 

If not, they look the other way. 

And when the jury, men of sens^ ^ 

' And loth to find an early tomb, 


Return with swift incontinence 
To teU the predetermined doom — 

Oh ! then the sacred courts become 

A blessed pandemonium ! 

Liberty Hall we name the spot I 
There stands Fraternity in arms ; 

There Justice deals the Equal lot ] 

There Freedom spreads her ample 
charms : 

There men may gather at a glance 

The Triple Motto made in France ! 

What though perfidious Albion mock 
The laws of our enlightened land ? 

Sons of a brutal Saxon stock. 

What can they ever understand ? 

Give us your Celt, your Dr. Tanner, 

He has the true Parisian manner ! 

“ ACCORDING TO ST. KRUGER.” 

Any judge giving independent decision 
will be prosecuted with the utmost rigour 
of the — ^Volksraad (vice Law resigned). 

The Volksraad is supreme, -i.e., as long as 
it acts in accordance with my wishes. 

Any judge venturing to differ from mb 
will be summarily dismissed. 

No verdict ever to be allowed in favour of 
an Out lander. 

Ctdef Justice Kotze, in consideration of 
his long and meritorious services, to be 
invested with the Order of the Boot. 



PROBABLE EFFECT OF THE FRENCH 
ADULATION OF SIR WTLLTAM. 

^ Sir ’William Harcoubt has suddenly leapt 
to fame in France. If the opimon of foreigners 
r^resents the judgment of posterity, then Sir 
T^lliam is sure of having his memory kept green. 
In his onslaught on Mr. Chamberlain the French 
Press finds wit, wisdom, and statesmanship.” 

Daily Mail.l 
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Father Nile {employing a mummified, ‘ elmtnuJt ‘‘ Well, I ’ll be ‘ bammed ’ ! ” 
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LENTEN ENTERTAINMENTS. 

”^siISTI^^ at a morning performance and 
sitting behind a matinee hat. 

Trading through an ‘‘advanced” novel 
from cover to cover. 

Performing a regulation pleasure trip in 
defiance of wind and weather. 

Listening to the speeches at a public 
dinner when a ponderous nobody occupies 
the chair. 

Riding to hounds on an uncertain mount 
over a dangerous country. 

Making a first attempt to master the 
mystery of keeping one’s equilibrium on a 
bicycle. 

Dining with a bore to meet a bounder at 
a third-rate club. 

Setting fire to the kitchen chimney of 
one’s house, and hearing an engine coming 
to the rescue. 

Spending a morning in making, under 
orders, miscellaneous purchases at one of 
the many stores. 

Emocking off an article of three thousand 
words with neuralgia in one’s head and the 
printer’s boy at the door. 

Taking part in a wedding or a funeral — 
the latter for choice. 

Calling on twenty “ at home days,” and 
having to drink a cup of tea in every other 
house. 

Sitting for a photograph to appear in a 
publication to be called “Celebrated No- 
bodies.” 

Catching the influenza, or any of the long 
list of ailments passing for that ubiquitous 
disease. 

And last, but not least, being ill one^lf , 
to have to listen calmly to the descriptions 
of the symptoms of one’s friends. 


AN OARSMAN^S DIARY. 

Monday . — The Sportsman says: “The 
Eight shows considerable improvement, 
Jackson, the new heavy-weight, having 
come on very much during the past week. 
The order of the crew may now be taken as 
definitely settled.” ' Good ! Cut out ex- 
tract and send it home. Am tubbed in the 
afternoon. Coach says my beginning is 
much better, but must try to swing more. 
Row a full course in the Eight. My slide 
comes ofl in the first minute, and we have 
to go back to the start. ^ President much 
annoyed. Says so. I said I had tried my 
best to keep slide on. He says I must 
better my best. No further mishaps. Get 
pumped before we ’ve gone ^ half-way. 
Coach shouts, “More work, six.” Just 
get to the finish. Dead tired paddling 
home. Dinner. Bed at 9.30. 

Tuesday . — Ye^ stiff this morning. 
More tubbing, with elaborate explanations 
of proper method of working. Short course 
in the Eight. Stroke keeps splashing me 
at every stroke. Tell him so afterwards 
jocularly. He says, “ How can I clear the 
water if you ram your hands down into the 
bottom of the boat ? ” He never can see a 
joke. Coach says he thinks I ’m improving 
slowly — which isn’t too cheerful. Have got 
two raw places on hands and my knees are 
badly chapped. President asks me why on 
earth I can’t use those legs of mine better ? 
No reply ready, so say nothing, but smile. 
He doesn’t smile. Dull dog. 

TFednesday . — ^President and coach whis- 
per together before the Eight starts. Omi- 
nous. Hear rumour that Owen may be 
sent for. Try not to believe it. If Owen 



J 

Brown {as Eamlet) to Jones {as OJiarles the Second). “ ’Normoits amount of Taste 
DISPLAYED HERE To-NIGHT ! ” 


does come they can’t mean to row him at 
No. 6. He ’s too light for that. Another 
full course, in last minute of which, just as 
stroke begins to spurt, I catch a crab and 
bring the row to a premature end. Every- 
body angry, instead of being thankful at 
not having had to row on. My rigger 
badly twisted. Boat rolls awfully as we 
paddle home. President furious, coach 
gloomy. They whisper again together 
after the Eight comes in. Don’t like it a 
bit. 

Thursday . — ^Letter from home begging 
me not to overdo it. On arriving at river 
find Owen there. Evident constraint in 
his greeting. Eight goes out for short 
paddle. On returning, President says he 
won’t want me next journey, as he wants 


to try Owen. Eight goes out again with 
Owen at No. 6. He ’s rowing atrociously, 
but coach has nothing but praise for him. 
There ’s no fairness in the world. 

Friday . — ^Letter from President saying 
he has had to make up his mind to row 
Owen instead of me. Thanks me for trying 
so hard, and adds that he ’s sorry he ’s had 
to relieve me of my seat, but his duty com- 
pelled him. Write home saying I’ve re- 
solved to take their advice. Shall give up 
rowing and take to golf. 

Saturday . — The Field says: “The sub- 
stitution of Owen for Jackson has already 
caused a great improvement.” Wish I 
knew who wrote that rubbish. ^ I think 
crew are going as badly as possible. No 
matter. A time will come. 
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DIREFUL DAMAGE. 


Loose LCorsCj with habit shirty boUi/ng amongst Bounds, 

M, F, E, {in his agony), “Will Nobody stop that confounded Olothbs- horse? 


OrE LITEEAEY PAEAGEAPHS. 

{Special and exolusive,) 

On Tixnrsday next the whole of the civilised world will thrill 
with delight unspeakable. On Thursday will an event take place 
sufficient to make the date memorable in the history of our era. 
On Thursday, in a word, many thousands of impatient readers 
will be enabled at last to obtain a new volume of poems written 
by Mr. Bardlet ! Lest we be thought to exceed in enthusiasm, 
we cannot dare as yet to speak of Chirpings and Twitterings in 
the terms it deserves. But, having had the unique privilege of 
studying the proof-sheets, we cannot forbear to say that poems 
more lofty in diction, more beautiful in thought, or more ex- 
quisite in style, are not to be found in the English language. 
Not Shakspeare himself could have penned a gem so perfect as 
the “Ballade of Blackbeetles ” contained in this volume. The 
appearance of Chirpings and Twitterings will mark the beginning 
of a new epoch in English literature. 

The days of Grub Street are gone for good. It is an open 
secret that the majority of our authors nowadays are simply 
rolling m wealth. As an instance, we may mention that the 
enterprising proprietor of the Family Coalscuttle is paying Miss 
Skribler no less than half-a-guinea for the short stories (each 
amounting only to about four thousand words) which she is con- 
tributing to that popular magazine. Miss Skribler has just 
hnished a sketch, based on her own experience, of the require- 
ments of a nursery governess. Extending only to three or four 
lines, it is a masterpiece of concentrated pathos, and doubtless 
will obtain for her the position she covets. We understand that, 
after much consideration, she has decided to grant the privilege 
of publishing this gem to the Times, and it may be looked for in 
the advertisement columns of that journal in the course of next 
week. 

It will interest all readers of Mr. Brown's novels to learn that 
this favourite author will spend next Saturday tO' Monday at 
Gravesend. As the scene of his next romance is laid there, he 
intends, with his usual care for detail, to obtain his "local 


colour ” by a visit to the neighbourhood. It will be remembered 
that he has already immortalised Exmoor and the Doone valley 
by his last novel. It is stated that some obscure author of the 
name of Blaokmorb once wrote a tale or a poem dealing with 
the same locality. 

What a pleasant relief it is to turn from the morbid sentiment 
of the older poets to brief, brisk ballads of noble deeds! Such 
are to be found in the magnificent and unrivalled pages of 
Mainly Midshipmen, Mr. Oldbar's latest volume. They will I 
surely stir the blood and quicken the pulse of every true and 
patriotic Englishman. Nothing could be more convincing than 
the “Ballad of the Imperence,” which describes how a British 
fishing-boat fought and captured a fleet of the Spanish and 
French navies, consisting of sixty-two men-of-war. How feeble 
a poem seem,s Tennyson's Bevenge by the side of this consummate 
masterpiece I 

I PAEIS HERSELF AGAIN! 

Scene — The Bmdc, cards. Time — After a quarter of a century oj Liberty, 
Equality, and Fraternity : An excited eroxod assembled. 

First Republican {with indescribable enthusiasm). Long live the 
Army ! 

B*>rond R. {confirmatory), Bravo, bravissimo ! 

Thi/rd R, {going one better). Long live the Generals ! 

Fourth R, {following suit). Yes, yes, well said ! 

Fifth R, Un an ecstacy). Long live the glorious Jury I 

Sixth R, (not to be outdone). Hip, hip, hip, hip, hip : 

Seventh R, {with passionate devotion). Long live the gallant 
Judge I 

Eighth B, {equal to the occasion). Oh, joy ! oh, gay ! oh, tra-la-la ! 

Ninth R. {in accents of thunder). Long live the victorious 
verdict I 

Tenth R, {accepting the sltimtion). Ah ! Glorious ! Magnificent ! 

Eleventh R, {in a frightened whisper). Long live the Republic ! 

[The entire popvdation go for “ the traitor,'' and the curtain falls as 
he runs for his life. 
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THE LATEST THTHG IN CEIME. 

A DIALOGUE OF THE PRESENT DAY. 

Scene — Mrs. Featherston’s Drawing-room, Mrs. Thistledown 
discovered calling, 

Mrs. Thistledown {taking u'p a Novel on a side^ahle). “ The Eo- 
mance of a Plumber/’ by Paul Poshley. My dear Plossie, 
you donH mean to tell me you read that man ? 

Mq^s. Featherston. I haven’t had time to do more than dip into 
it as yet. But why, Ida ? OughtnH I to read him ? 

Ida. Well, from something Mr. Pinceivey told me the other 
day — but really it ’s too bad to repeat such things. One never 
knows, there may be nothing in it. 

Flostie. Still, you might just as well tell me, Ida ! Of course 
I should never dream 

Ida. After all, I don’t suppose there ’s any secret about it. It 
seems, from what Mr. PmcENEY says, that this Mr. Poshley— 
you mu^t^promise not to say I told you 

Flossie. Of course — of course. But do go on, Ida. What does 
Mr. Poshley do ? 

Ida, Well, it appears he splits his infinitives. 

Flossie (A irrified). Oh, not really ! But how cruel of him ! Why, 
I met him at the Dbagnetts’ only last week, and he didn’t look 
at aKt that kind of person 1 

Ida. I ’m afraid there ’s no doubt about it. It ’s perfectly 
notorious. And of course any one who once takes to that i 

Flossifi. Tes, indeed. Qaite hopeless. At least, I suppose so. 
Isn’t it ? 

Ida. Mr. Pinceney seemed to think so. 

Flossie. How sad ! But can’t anything be don^, Ida ? Isn’t 
there any law to punish him ? By the bye, how do you split — 
what is it ? — infinitudes ? 

Ida. My dear, I thought you knew. I really didn’t like to ask 
any questions. 

Flossie. Well, whatever it is, I shall tell Mudies not to send 
me anything more of his. I donH think one ought to encourage 
such persons. 

Por Architects. 

Q. Why should the House of Lords always uphold the decisions 
of the Ecclesiastical Courts ? 

A. Because it is only natural that the Court of Arches should 
be supported by its Piers. 



ARTISTIC SYMPATHY. 


Siosan, ‘'Lor, Miss Ella, I wonder you ’ve the 'eart to Play, 

AND YOU JUST IN YOUR BlACKS FOR YOUR POOR TJnCLE ! ” 

Miss Ella. “Don’t be silly, Susan ! Can’t you see I ’m only 
Playing on the Black Notes!'" 


WHAT TOMMIE WANTS. 

{From various Points of View,) 

Tburee hundred a year for a quarter of a 
century, and a retiring two-thirds pension. 

The conscription to drive him into the 
ranks, and a law to keep him there. 

No wine, no beer, and no recreation. 

The police to touch their helmets when 
he passes them, and the best rooms in the 
first hotels to be kept for his exclusive use. 

Songs about his prowess in the piping 
times of peace, and newspaper articles 
about his daring in the field of battle. 

A full-dress debate in the House of 
Commons. 

Entire reorganisation with any number 
of new regulations. 

To be treated like a man of sense up to 
the standard of a double first or a senior 
wrangler. 

To be considered merely as a fighting 
machine with the intelligence of an average 
child of six. 

To be sent all over the world to do any- 
thing. 

To be kept at home to do nothing. 

{Possibly his own point of view.) Not to 
be bothered any more, but to be left 
severely alone. 

PROVkRB re-adjusted FOB PrENOH 
USE SINCE LA TRIAL. — “ ‘ Labori ’ non 
omnia vinoit.” 


SPOETIYE SONGS. 

A Kniglit-errant visiting a West End Empo- 
rium for the vurpoie of purchasing a W ed- 
ding Gift, is unahle to accomplish Ms purpose. 

What shall I give to show my mind 
Has never changed like yours F 

■What shall I give with ardour blind, 

With love that still endures ? 

This writing-case, or dressing-bag, 

That set of dinner plate. 

Yon epergne fashioned on a stag 
That ’s looking for a mate ? 

Or will you have a looking-glass, 

Wherein to greet your face, 

That must all other maids’ surpass 
In plenitude of grace? 

Or shall I send some porcelain rare 
That hails from far Nankin ? 

Or statuette of damsel fair 
In garment passing thin ? 

A clock ! ’T would surely tell the time 
With quick unerring beat — 

It marks the hours, and in its chime 
The hours old days repeat. 

There is a necklace fit for Her 
Who rules our native land ; 

I ’d buy it without more demur 
Did you but by me stand 1 

Oh ! little one ! Oh ! cruel one ! 

What can I choose for you, 

! And never speak of what is done, 

I Nor yet of pledge untrue ? 


If all this shop were mine, I’d say, 

“ Take all, and I % be rich, 

So that I still could Love obey, 

And shrine you in my niche. 

But now I can’t — ^you’ve changed your 
troth. 

A wasted knave am I. 

I wish you joy— nay, joy to both, 

And bitter thoughts defy. 

What can I give you, jewels, ore, 

The choicest in the mart ? — 

Ncl nothing 1 for in Nevermore 
I gave you once my heart 1 

JOHN BULL AT HOME. 

Mrs. B. ^ {doing her best) . Cheer up, 
John! Things are really fairly satisfac- 
tory. 

J. B. (dolefully). You mean well, dear, 
hut it ’s of no use. 

Mrs. B. {encouragingly). But the fleet is 
strong and the army improving, 

J. B. {with a heavy sigh). What are 
they ? They won’t help me to bear my loss. 

Mrs. B. (enthusiastically). But the coun- 
try was never so rich and so prosperous. 

J. B. {shaking his head). Prosperity and 
wealth are good iln their way. But a poor 
consolation for my loss, my dreadful loss. 

Mrs. B. (losing her patience). What is 
this dreadful loss ? 

J. B. The cricket contest in Australia 1 
[Tears and curtain. 
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Tourist {ai smail Irish inn, miles frcm omywhere). “ Look here, what does this mean « 
I left my Boots out last ITight, and they haven’t been toughed,” 

\LatulM{wi(h honest pide). “Teeue for ye, Sore! An’ begorr’, if ye’d left your 

GOWLS fVATOS Ay C'NAZiV OUT, DIV’l A SOWL WCD ’a TOUCHED THEM NAYTHBR!” 


THE EEVIEWS OF REVIEWEE,S.‘= 

In the current number of ^e Author, 
Sir Walter Besant expresses a fear that 
‘‘the reputation of the reviewer and the 
influence of the review ” are likely “ to 
decay and die altogether.” That this 
calamity may be averted, Mr. Funch has 
selected a few of the best models for the 
benefit of the budding critic, who cannot 
do better than follow one or other of these 
examples. He has, let us suppose, a novel 
entitled Cabbage and Caterpillar before 
him for judgment ; how is he to word his 
opinion of it ? If his notice is to appear in 
an old-fashioned journal, he may prefer the 
Pompous Style. This has a long-estab- 


lished reputation, and is not difficult to 
write. Bx.gr ,: — 

“Aristotle lays down, we believe, the 
remarkably sound principle that the end of 
a volume should invariably be placed after 
the beginning, and it is noteworthy that 
Plato, by offering no confutation of this 
theory, tacitly admits its truth. With the 
help of this profound dictum, therefore, we 
turn to examine the latest ephemeral pro- 
duction of the moment, a novel with the 
title of Cabbage and Caterpillar, Gene- 
tivus qualitatis cum epUheto, as Ybrgil so 
touchingly remarks, and we discern the 
applicability of the line to the character of 
J ohn J ames J ones, who figures as the hero 
of this narrative. How far his conduct 


conforms to the dramatic unities of time 
and place is another matter. But while 
there is much that is weak, there is also 
much that is strong in this volume ; and 
while we regret that its author has not 
seen fit to exercise his talent upon a more 
suitable theme, we can state with equal con- 
fidence that no more appropriate subject 
could possibly have been found. In short, 
our verdict may be tersely summed up in 
that admirable epigram of Moliere’s, ^Avez- 
vous le crayon'^ Non, mais j’ai le pa- 
pier.^^^ 

This kind of review impresses your 
readers, and can hurt nobody^s feelings. 
This last point should always be remembered 
by the youthful critic. Never “ slate ” a 
book, for its writer may one day review a 
volume of your own. When in doubt, 
keep it vague. At times, however, you 
may venture upon eulogy. This is best 
done in a literary weekly, when you can 
employ the Cultured Style. It is a little 
more difficult to manage than the Pom- 
pous, but you can win a reputation by it 
lor “ rare distinction in criticism.” A spe- 
cimen is appended. 

“^Twere scarce^ of a need obtrudent to 
pass pat judgment on a work so masterful, 
so purely rare, as Cabbage and Caterpillar, 
Fain would the critic allow the true dis- 
ciple to taste a sweet delight, to purchase 
it hereafter, mere and unkempt, from the 
second-hand book-stall ; so, surely, his the 
greater rapture. Yet, if ^tis needful to 
olare abroad its fame, rather than, as were 
meet, to hide it from the public gross and 
.gluttonous, the task is lightly accom- 
plished. To say that it is magnificent were 
to insult it strangely, so far its beauties do 
transcend all modes of speech. Herein you 
shall find wit, herein pathos, herein all else 
that makes towards perfection. Gracious 
and fair as some June blossom is the style ; 
the beautiful secret of beautiful prose irks 
not, elusive, the author of Cabbage and 
Caterpillar, To say more were something 
otiose, to hint less were flatly wrong.” 

When you have written sufficient notices 
in this style, you will collect them and re- 
publish them in volume form, after which 
your fame as a critic will rapidly increase. 

Ihe Egotistic Style is very popular just 
now, and may be safely recommended. Its 
special advantage is that it relieves you 
from the troublesome necessity of reading 
a single page of the volume. Ex. gr . : — 

_ “ I picked up Cabbage and Caterpillar 
directly after lunch ye.sterday ; and I may as 
well mention that my fare had consisted of 
chops,^ a pint of lager beer, and cheese. 
Isn't it strange how one has chops for 
lunch nine days out of ten ? Gone are the 
old times, when one gladly added raspberry 
puffs, Turkish delight and sherbet to the 
meal. I wonder, dear reader, whether, like 
myself, you always preferred pink sherbet 
to the ordinary kind? I sigh still when I 
see it in the confectioners' shops, so distant 
and dim are the days becoming when I, 
too, quaffed pink sherbet. Well, age has 
its consolations ; best of all, it brings us 
tobacco, that soothing gift of the gods. 
Personally, I incline to the cigarette rather 
than to pipe or cigar ; the taste for things 
Turkish lingers in me still, it seems. So, 
as I was saying, I sat down in my second- 
best arm-chair, lit a cigarette, and picked 
up Cabbage and Caterpillar, Unfortu- 
nately, my space is now exhausted, so I 
can only add that it is a novel of one 
volume, containing 312 pages, and is bound 
in green cloth.” 




PLAIN ENGLISH. 

John Btrit,. “’SOUSE ME, M’SOOI WHAT AEE YOU DOING ON MY GEOUND?” 
Eeenoh Bxploeee. “MON OHEE, JE N’T SUES PAS.” (Aside.) “ MATS , J’Y EBSTEIl 
JoHM- Buli. “YOU MAYN’T BE TBEEE. BUT OUT YOU GO//” 
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A TOO-FEEBLE EXPLETIVE. 

MacSymion. '*1 saw you were carrying for the Professor 
YESTERDAY, S XDY. HoW DOES HE PlAY V* 

Sandy. “Eh, yon man ’ll never be a Gowffer Div ye zen 

WHAT HE SAYS WHEN HE FOOZLES A Ba’ ? ” 

MacSymon. “No. What does he say?” 

Sandy. * ‘ ‘ Tut- tut ” 

OUE BOOKING-OEEICE. 

Who Who ? is an aimnal that, like the poor, we seem to have 
always had with us. The edition just out (Adam & Charles 
Black) is, in fact, its fiftieth year. Last year, by the original 
md well-directed energy of a new editor, Douglas Sladen, 
it was transformed into one of the Hvest serials of the kind. It 
is, in truth, so complete as to enable my Baronite to dispense 
with several works of contributory information. An especially 
interesting and valuable item is the private addresses in town and 
country of one’s friends and correspondents. In briefest space it 
gives all that need be known about a man — the date of his birth, 
whom he married, where he was educated, what he has done, 
how he amuses himself in leisure moments, and where he lives. 
Its nearly 7,000 biographies are supplemented by much usefol 
miscellaneous information. 

Mr. Bram Stoker, having lately harried the world, in Dracu^a, 
with one of the most blood-curdling novels of the age, makes amends 
by giving us what my Baronite declares is one of the prettiest. 
Miss BtUy (Pearson) is a story of the days of Walpole. 
Bram, in making studies for his background, has happily 
caught something of the flavour of the literary style of the age. 
Miss is a charming girl, and wins her affianced from evil 
ways by a device it would not be fair to disclose in anticipation of 
the safely-promised pleasure of reading the book. 

Art is long, especially when turned in the direction of book- 
making. Life is short; books to be reviewed are multitudinous ; 
and available space in Mr. BtmohUs columns is exceedingly small. 
But my Baronite rarely resists the temptation to take up a novel 
bearing the brand Hutchinson. They are a publishing firm of 
comparatively new standing. But they must have a taster of 
uncommonly quick, true instinct. Certainly they have of late 
introduced to the public some promising new hands. Mary B. 
Mann, the authoress of The Ctdar Star, was never before heard 
of in these parts. But she is bound to go far. To begin with 
she has, what is not a common virtue among women who write 
books, an excellent literary style. She can draw a character, real 
live man, boy or girl, in a few strokes, is inventive of plot and 
abundant in incident, Betty Gervois and the Eev, WilUcm Oa/rlyony I 


commonly called Bill^ are (especially BiU) creations that remind 
one pleasantly of Thackeray. 

“lam emphatically of opimon,” wrote that thorough Briton, 
John Everett Mrr.T.ATs, in his outspoken Thotights on our Art of 
To-day, “ that the best Art of modem times is as good as any of 
its kind that has gone before, and furthermore that the best Art 
in England can hold its own against the world.” 

Nobly and bravely spoken, stout Sir John I and thanks to 
Mr. Spielmann for quoting these words in his latest publication 
(Blackwood) entitled Millais and his Work, Where indeed would 
be the modern value of Titian and Yelasquez without the col- 
laboration of those other two great masters, who give to all 
pictures the finishing touches. Messieurs Time and Yamish? 
Without fear or favour is Mr. Spielmann’s work written, and it 
will be heartily welcomed by all readers as at once interesting and 
instructive. 

Bravo, Miss Braddon ! Most interesting is your latest novel, 
Bough Justice (SiMPKiN & Co.), and unsatisfactory in one point 
oidy, and that no n-nimportant one, seeing that, just when your 
million readers are expecting the condign punishment of the real 
culprit, who is an out-and-out villain, you quietly let the wretch 
go free. There may be, however, a cynicism underlying this 
apparently inexplicable tenderness, as you give him in marriage 
to a lady of title with money, who is as devoted to bim as was Mrs, 
Micawher to her spoime, and so, when this rascally husband beco nes 
a Member of Parliament, she will watch him from the Ladies’ 
Gallery, will meet him at tea on the Terrace, wait for him to go 
home to dinner, and, in short, never lose sight of him for an 
instant. So the Baron is of opinion that, you, my dear Miss 
Braddon, as the authoress of this scoundrel’s being, couldn’t 
^ve done better for him had you hauled him up before judge and 
jury, and treated him to a public execution, or had you started 
him for Klondyke, and got him murdered en ? oute. 

The Baron de B.-W. 



Softly. “Yes, I was^b-b-orn with a S-s-s-ilver S-s-poon in my 
M-m-m-outh.” 

Kitty. “ Oh, Mr. Softly, is that why you Stutter ? ” 
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“Be it true as your Newt b’ain’t a-goin* to marry that Miss Giles arter all? 
“Well, you see, I ’vised ’uii to gie up Matrimony, an’ take to a Trade.” 


DARBY JONES ON THE GRAND MILITARY. 

The Grand Military Meeting is a gather- 
ing which fully justifies the addition of 
25,000 or even more Recruits to the British 
Army. I confess that whenever I attend 
this Very Particular “ Come-Together ” (I 
use the expression of a Bard not known 
to that Fame which only attended the 
Immortal Shakspeare j§ome centuries after 
his Lamented Departure into the Land 
where he had to meet the Plagiarised; — 
repeat, whenever I attend this “Y. P. 
C.-T. I am struck by the perfectly amaz- 
ing Army Corps of Matrons, Maids and 
Ministers (another softening expression of 
mine), who assemble, regiment by regi- 
ment, in more or less appropriate uniform, 
in the Members’ Inclosure and the Pad- 
dock. The dash of the Lancer, the swagger 
of the Dragoon, the “ well-I-aon’t-wear-a- 
helmet” air of the Horse Gunners, the 
step-and-fetch-it attitude of the Liners, 
who never fail to take our Messages of 
Peace or War across the Seas, the quasi- 
rollick of the Marines, the amiability of 
the Ambulance Corps, and the Superb 
Hospitality of the Household Brigade, are 
all to be noted — ^reflected in the Great 
Garrison of the Amazons, who are always 
on duty under the romantic command of 
Field-Marshal John Strange Winter. 

But oh! mou redacteur, how these uni- 
form-included Amazons must smile when 
they see an exquisite Carbineer come a 
cropper, or an elegant Grenadier popped 
into the brook, just as you or I would 
combine the necessary soda with the sus- 
taining Cognac I I am afraid, Sir, that I 
am ribald because I have often joined in I 
feminine laughter, which has not recog- 1 


nised the fact that smashed ribs and 
broken collar-bones are no more appre- 
ciated nowadays by the Chevalier-Sufferers 
than they were in the days of Ivanhoe and 
Brian de Bois Gudlbert. “To predict 
casualties would perhaps be a certainty,” 
as my friend Count von Sticktoef, who 
always rides in the uniform of the 23rd 
Pomeranian Mounted Police at the Wies- 



baden Steeplechase, says ; but in the Open 
Course on Friday the Bard, unbowed down 
by misfortune at Lingfield, may point 
moral as follows : — 

You may get the place with Chaise, 

Then you ’re aisy to think of B. P., 

And C. P, may your tipsters amaze, 

But the pick of the tasket is C. 

Having propounded this Conundrum, 
and watch it as closely as a Teetotal ’Po- 
liceman does a licensed house, 

I remain, honoured Sir, 

Your own satellite, Darby Jones. 

ALICE IN HOSPITAL LAND. 

Mr. Punch has a very sincere pleasure, 
heightened by old memories and personal 
association, in appealing to all other chil- 
dren and lovers or children to support the 
fund now being raised for the endowment 
of an “Alice in Wonderland” cot at the 
Great Ormond Street Children’s Hospital. 
He can think of no more appropriate way 
of recording gratitude for all that Lewis 
Carroll’s books have been tO' children, 
young or old; for hours of health made 
happier, for suffering made more light ^ to 
bear. Mr. Bunch notes with satisfaction 
that Alice, the actual original Alice (now 
disguised as Mrs. Hargreaves) is on the 
General Committee. He hopes that this 
new month the donations may come drop- 
ping in like March Hares. Mr. J. T. Black 
(Messrs. A. and C. Black), Soho Square, 
is Hon. Treasurer and holds the Hat, 
marked “ This style, IO 5 . 6d.” ; but smaller 
(or even larger) contributions towards the 
necessary £r,000 will be gratefully received, 
either by him or by the St. Jameses 
Gazette^ Dorset Street, Whitefriars, E.C. 
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MR. PUNCH’S "ANIMAL LAND.” 

( With Ack7iowledg7ne7its as "before^) 

3lie Leecfat 


31ie 'WhfthUp^ 




3}iLs prickly iitintS Ultlc JinLTnal is dlcdt 
dehcreszcff ihcin^ • Mchims hj^ l^ch 
rcvti&to'dx^ OHIO’S »so vou cdJ^ scz he.'hsisnt 
6ot hdx^ly Auy'bail HJiinf hint -Tie. A 
^pif^civs ndistyrslCi'nQ ^Zf7i£.<:rameft<2t 

will Yott -voiAVrei^ hi^- it 

WiZmakA^ov liM'sk yere at 50>n.e (^€t 

5te«suf£/>lao2- He vscytd bdlc^ to ^p^L-ny <>} 
hi^he. 7i^ turnetf iM other 



Skis diLle cflniTnaZ }m sveh a noWc. 

hrA.in •^hai fher^ is onZv Just woni jbr ir 
It CSCnt^gA ^xktohAr^ixnovt (kiinoTkli: 
cvtot the hciosc • ^It 

says -^^Ts ru) -foe ^vnino a.Tmcr At 
)w7n‘)>vS SOZ-nuS u> AVit iJt hts^ I think . 
^er2^DJy likes it:. 3 ls Uno atf iT doetyxto^ 
Slnciyx^’ ItXricoib >uar^c a. dpoHeroy 
ohc 2. it ivas ?re<fCully Zame wi<r ©tfSfni' 
It lives on. paycXmeTvil aw<J sl3i>iA^laj5s 



n^s o. xTeyy ■^Aiati^c wav oy Oeuino anr/ie 
rw)it al- fivstil 

A/as a Jts/j our oj uitar zjas 

y ^52 ♦ K2ooAS awful'? soLeimn. InS po^uhe 
DuTwCat ts iA>ro*np toe • Jt Is ueyy hinS dnS . 

^es L>x^ everv l^argv a/i/ cyir/<s To?<€s a/id 
tkeptc. ft a most VtwtiCvtl 

oUl Coming SwT>CS like rnSCjicK 

ICltuts on^5h.ammroc?^ so\o sbdiistdsXi^ho 
loilK, a uauons Some amts -^o> rellish. 


lESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extbactted prom the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, Feb. 21. 

‘‘Beware when all Inslunen speak well of 
thee ! ” 

Thought it kind to drop this observation 
in Gterald Balfour’s sensitive ear as he 
sat on ^ the Treasury Bench, after introdu- 
cing his Local Government Bill. Not that 
he is the^ sort of man to be puffed up. But 
provocation imparalleled. For once united, 
Irish Members rose up and called the Chief 
Secretary blessed. ^ Quite a relief to have 
Davitt put in his knife and turn it in 
wounds of landlord, hurt afresh with pro- 
mise of having half his poor-rates paid by 
British taxpayer. Others, allured by 
prospect of deposition of Grand Juries, and 
of small farmer relieved of moiety of 
County Cess, might close their eyes to the 
bribe o:ffered to the landlord. Honest 
Michael Davitt, uncompromising where 
he believes truth to be involved, not to be 
mollified. 

CoTispueis Its landlords ! he cried, 
determined that Taj^jner shouldn’t have a 
monopoly of French atte House of Com- 
mons. 

This variation served to make more 
striking the prevailing note. 

“ Forget whether you were in the House 
at the time,” I continued, determined to be 
cheerful. “ if you were, you will remem- 
ber that when, m 1886, Mr. G. brought in 
his Home Rule Bill, the one enthusiastic 
cheer that broke the ominous chill of its 
reception^rang through crowded chamber | 



when he announced that Bill proposed to 
exclude Irish Members from Westminster. 
Yet, you know, that was the very point on 
which both the Bill and Mr. G. were 
broken. It was selected as the jumping- 
off ground of the Dissentient Liberals. 


Don’t wish to say anything discouraging. 
But it ’s a :mm place is the House of Com- 
uions. Things are not always as they 
e^eem. More especially where a measure 
deals with Heland, a hearty reception on 
its introduction is ominous.” 

“Oh, G. B. ’s all right,” said Sark, 
when I mentioned my kindly of&ces, “ The 
Irish Members, uncommonly sharp chaps, 
have taken his measure and Hke it. Doesn’t 
seem at first sight the sort of man who 
would get on well in Ireland. But he is, 
and does. Irishmen of all classes coming 
in contact with him, know that he really 
loves Ireland, holds her interest first in his 
estimation, and is ready to fight for it. He 
spends more than half his holiday time iti 
the country, and, what’s much more, takes 
Lady Betty with him. An Irish Member 
said to me the other day, ‘ Gerald Bal- 
four and his wife together make the best 
Chief Secietary we ’ve had in Ireland since 
Drummond’s time.’ That ’s a quaint way 
of putting it, but it ’s shrewdly said.” 

Business done , — ^Irish Local Government 
B^ introduced. Irish Members hail it 
with trumpets, omitting pshawms. 

Tuesday, — ^Wh&n. the Irish Members are 
unanimous, their unani-mity leaves nothing 
to be desired in the way of completeness. 
As Sark says, the one touch of natui e that 
makes aU Irishmen kin is opportunity to 
finger Saxon gold. Given that, personal 
prejudices and all other considerations are 
set aside. The wolf dwells with the 
lamb, the leopard lies down with the kid, 
the calf, the young lion and the fatling 
together, and Colonel Sauhderson leads 
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tLem. ‘WLich is the wolf, whioli the lamb, 
which the calf, and which the young fat- 
ling, are matters of detail that can be set- 
tled as soon as the truce is broken. But 
there^is no doubt about Saundehson. 

He" was up to-night as spokesman of the 
really United Irishmen, wanting to know 
from Phince Abthtjh when he is going to 
appoint the Commission on Financial Eola- 
tions between Great Britain and Ireland ? 
If fhe has not made up his mind on that 
point, then at least let him give a day to 
discuss the business. 

Phinge Aethuh almost melted to tears 


turn. Supplementary Estimates the first 
Order of Day. Yotes raising in succession 
question of English and Scotch Education 
and of poHcy in South Africa. Just when 
House thought it was going to get into 
Committee and do a little work, John 
Dillon moves adjournment in order to 
discuss as matter of urgent public import- 
ance recent row with police at Westport. 
So public business set on one side whilst 
Irish Members rowed round in faint echo 
of good old times, when Peince Aethxje 
was Chief Secretary and Paenell led a 
united Tarty. 



Nansen Staetled at last (by i the Parliamentary Walruses). 

[“ Dr. Nansen visited the House of Commons on Monday evening, February 21, and met some 

old acquaintances.”] 


at the menagerie arrangement alluded to 
above. With faltering voice and hesitating 
manner he hinted that Ireland had already 
done pretty well. Brother Gerald’s little 
Bill assigned to the distressful country a 
trifle over £700,000 a year. (Here the voice 
of the lamb was heard bleating that the 
whole of this went to the wolf — meaning 
the landlord.) Prince Arthur brightened 
up a little at this evidence of continued 
existence of the old Adam and went on 
more firmly to declare that he really conld 
not, at the moment, promise any more. 

United Irishmen subsequently met in 
Committee Boom No. 15 ; some disposition 
shown to give expression to their dis- 
appointment with Prince Arthur’s re- 
sponse by dropping the Chairman out of the 
window. Discovery made that that wary 
old campaigner had had the windows 
screwed up, Committee adjourned. 

Bvsiness done , — ^First private Members’ 
night of the Session celebrated by a couut- 
out at a quarter to eight. 

Thursday , — ^Whatever Ireland may be in 
other relations, no question that in Par- 
liamentary matters it is the predominant 
Party. Eeally seemed that to-day the 
other members of the firm might have a 


Easy to see what it aU meant. On Mon- 
day, as mentioned, Irish Members and 
Chief Secretary publicly embraced. Sang 
together the well-known hymn — 

Then blessings on the falling out 
That all the more endears. 

When wc fall out with those we love, 

And kiss again with tears. 

Fortv-eight honrs’ reflection shown the 
Irish Members that would never do. All 
very well in House of Commons and with 
English audience. Not the sort of thing 
to go down in Ireland. Necessary, with 
least possible waste of time, to get up public 
row with Chief Secretary. Westport inci- 
dent opportune; so motion for adjourn- 
ment agreed upon, and little^ plot success- 
fully carried out, 

Brother Gerald for his part nothing 
loth to take a hand at the game. He, too, 
feels a little uneasy after Monday’s per- 
formance. Irish landlords inclined to look 
with suspicion on Chief Secretary who 
strokes the tangles of John Dillon’s hair 
and toys with TiM PCealy in the shade. 
Accordingly Brother G. threw himself into 
the fray with something uncommonly like 
a whoop of delight. John Dillon roared 
in quite his ancient style. Nationalist 


Members got up steam ; Chief Secretary 
shouted contradiction across floor of 
House; Dillon made angry rejoinder. 
Climax reached when veiled but unmis- 
takable allusion was made by Brother G. 

to William O’Brien’s tr s. Plot well 

conceived and played with spirit. But, 
after all, farce a Httle hollow. House glad 
when it_was over and work began. 

Business don ^, — On Supplementary YoLe 
for Colonial Service, Don Jose explains 
how much better they manage things in 
France, leaving the Colonial Secretary 
with a free hand. 

Friday. — Estimates, involving far-reach- 
ing reform of Army, introduced by Brod- 
RiCK in speech of conspicuous luciity. In 
old times the Colonels and the Generals, 
horse and foot, would on such incentive 
have deployed, making a cheerful night of 
it. Now modestly retired to the rear whilst 
those eminent strategists, Field-Marshal 
Sir Charles Dilkb, V.C., and Adjutant- 
General Arnold-Forstbr, D.S.O., put 
matters right. 

Pretty to see the Duke of Connaught 
listening from Peers’ Gallery with rapt at- 
tention to Arnold-Forster. As for four 
sergeants in uniform in the back Gallery, 
they were so impressed that, as first syllable 
of his commanding voice fell on their ear, 
they with one accord rose to salute. Wan- 
ted, they explained, to remain “at atten- 
tion ” whilst he declaimed the Order of the 
Day. The lay mind of the Crown messen- 
in attendance on the Gallery implacably 
dense. 

“Oh,” they said, “you can pay atten- 
tion just as well sitting down. You see, 
that ’s the way people listen here.” 

Business done . — Army Estimates intro- 
duced. 

MODERN SCHOOL OF ADVERTiSEMENU 

Sweetheart. — Never despair. Expect 
you on Saturday. Of course you will 
come on your new Chainless Cycle, which 
you have had fitted with Loorum’s 
licensed detachable, double tube, non- 
slipping, pneumatic tyres at the Wheel 
Works, Westminster. 

Darltng Mabel. — I shall never make soup 
again without using a tin of Brevine, 
the new Extract of Mutton. Ask your 
grocer for it. — Yours ever, Nellie. 

“ If she be not fair for me, what care I 
how fair she be.” — Use Qildine, the new 
preparation for changing black, brown, 
or red hair into the most glorious golden 
tresses. One bottle will make you fair 
for ever. Sold everywhere. 

“Don’t be angry, father.” — “Music hath 
charms to soothe the savage breast.” 
For 35. 6d, we will send you one of our 
Matchless Melodious, two for Is, No 
home can be happy without one. Plays 
any melody, restores harmony in the 
household, and soothes the angry parent. 
Write at once, Jangel & Co. 

Fred. — Betum home, aU wiU be forgiven ; 
but don’t forget to bring with you a 
bottle of “ Cher ri wine,” me new tonic 
and preventative for influenza. • Only 
Is. 9d, per imperial pint, or 21s. per 
dozen I 
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[“ The Eev. Vicar designate of * mentioned at a Churcb. Council meeting, tbat he, with others, would possibly start a public-house in the parish, 
as at some time or mother, such an ^titution would certainly be opened. His idea was to carry on the place through a Manager, who would hare no 
interest in the business beyond receiving Ms fixed salary. By this means it was hoped that drunkenness in the pansh would be greatly lessened, and 
social intercourse increased. The profits would be devoted to some good cause in the parish.” — Daily 

Might we suggest that, during the temporary Holiday op the Manager, the Business could possibly be given a fillip 

BY A VISIT FROM THE ArOHDEACON, AND SUNDRY ClERICS OF THE DlOCESE, WHO. MIGHT DISPENSE REFRESHMENTS TO GREAT FINAN- 
CIAL ADVANTAGE. OP COURSE ANT ASSISTANCE OFFERED BY LaDIES INTERESTED IN ChURCH PHILANTHROPY WOULD, UNDOUBTEDLY, 
BE GREATLY APPRECIATED. 


IS IT GOOD ENOUGH? 

{A Forecast s^iggested ly the Anny Estimates.) 

Scene — The mwre or less hajppy recruiting - 
ground in rear of the National Gallery. 
Sergeant discovered attempting to versudde 
NihUer. 

Serg. I tell you that our army will now 
be one of the finest in the world. It costs 
more than any other, and should be per- 
fection. 

Nib. Yes, that may be ; but I don’t see 
my way to join it. 

Serg. Why not? Think of all the ad- 
vantages! Allowed to wear a splendid 
‘ uniform ! 

Nib. Yes, and not get served in the 
coffee-room of a third-rate hotel. 

Serg. But think how well you will look 
in the eyes of the fair sex ! 

Nib. Can do that just as well in mufti. 

Serg. And then there ’s a pleasant life of 
change ! No house-rent, no rates, no taxes, 
no anxieties ! Come, come, you will be 
happy all the day ! 

Nib. A matter of taste. The omnibus 
horses have much the same sort of existence, 
but I am not sure that their lives are 
models of peaceful happiness. 

Serg. You surely don’t compare your- 
seH to them ! Why, you would receive a 
shilling a day ! 

Nib. Not much when prices are so high. 

Serg. And think of belonging to an 
army, now of immense strength ! 


Nib. Strong enough on paper, but where 
are you to obtain the necessary number of 
recruits ? 

Serg. From your class — the flower of 
manhood and {he proud production of the 
School Board I 

Nib. No blarney for me ! You know as 
well as I do that you can’t get men any- 
where. 



Serg. It may be so, but I will not admit 
it. However, to help to remove the false 
impression, you might join the colours 
yourself. 

Nib. No thanks. I have an engage- 
ment that will occupy all my time for Sie 
next five years. 

Serg. Come, come, that is merely an 
excuse. TeU me why you won’t joia r 

Nib. Because, my good sergeant, in spite 
of the chance of a shilling a day clear, 1 
can find work and wages more attractive 
elsewhere ! 


A TYPICAL CASE. 

{In Three Moods.) 

Ah ! yes, with Balfour I agree, 

We Moderates are much too slow, 

There ’s danger in stupidity, 

But apathy ’s our greater foe. 

The polling day? I quite' forgot, 

I ’ve taken off my overcoat ; 

A beastly evening, is it not ? 

Our man ’s quite safe — 1 needn’t vote. 

What i “ Progs.” returned on every hand I 
I read the news with consternation, 

And like (who was it ?) now I stand 
Astonished at my Moderation. 


Q. What is the difference between a 
traveller and a popular vegetable ? 

• A i One lias been abroad and the other ’s 
a broad bean. lExit Quener rapidly. 
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THE SEASON WHY. 


{By a New Woman.) 

A PLAIN old maid was I, 

With spectacles on nose ; 

I wound my double-ply 
And knitted nephews' hose. 

And all my brothers' wives, 

And sisters who had spouses, 

They led such busy lives 
With servants, babes, and houses, 

That, when they came to talk 
About their own affairs, — 

How Baby learnt to walk. 

But Tommy fell down stairs ; 

Of social obligations, 

Of dinners and of balls ; 

Of duty invitations, 

And necessary calls ; — 

I knitted nephews' hose, 

And wound my double-ply, 

And felt rejoiced I chose 
A spin, to live and die. 

I owned a peevish cat, 

'Twas seldom heard to purr ; 

It occupied the mat, 

And moulted all its fur. 

My parrot's ways were worse ; 

He ruffled in his rage, 

And loud and deep he 'd curse 
When friends approached bis cage. 

But talk of bird or cat — 

Bored would my sisters look ! 

And yet I had to chat 
For hours of babe or cook. 

And when Mab had the mumps. 

Or Feeddy had the fever, 

Or Baby got the jumps 
And Mother had to leave her. 

Why, then to me they 'd send, 

“ Please come at once, dear Prdb , 

I 've so much to attend, — 

You We nothing else to do ! " 

For everybody asks 
The help of those who '11 aid 
In doing others' tasks, 

TJnhonoured, and unpaid. 

In sudden wrath I rose — 

It should no longer be ! 

I burnt my nephews' hose. 

The parrot I set free, 

I boarded out the cat, 

I vowed a solemn vow 
That I 'd revolt, and that 
I 'd live my life I So now — 

A modem spinster I 
With latch-key for my Chubb ; 

I roll my cigarette,: 

And cycle to my club ; 

For I have come to see ^ 

Each modern innovation 
Can well put in the plea 
“ Done under provocation." 

New duties mine, new aims, 

New books, new thoughts, new scopes, 
New friends, new spheres, new claims, 
New power for good, new hopes. 

And so my brothers' wives. 

And sisters who have spouses, 

Must manage their own lives, 

Their children, and their houses ; 

And this is why they toss 
Their heads, and, with acumen, 

When they 're found out, turn cross. 
And dub me The New Woman." 



Jinh “ My dear MaoFuddle, it 's the vert thing you want ! Chaeming House- 
lovely SPOT 1 Cheap, too. But one great ' dpjlwback. You can’t get any Water 
THERE ! ” MacFuddk. “ Oh, that doesn’t matter 1 ” 


‘‘Hast aber keine," erwiederte gleich 
das befiiigelte Thierchen. 

“Netze sind biUig,” schiie das arger- 
liohe FrauenunTUTner. 

“Aber viel biUiger lauten die Witze 
eines Weibes."^ 

Das waren die letzten Worte des armen 
Schmetterlings : Patsch ! da lag er im 
Netzwerk nieder. Nimmermehr wird er 
die duitigen Blumen in der MorgenstiUe 
begriissen. Farblos sind seine dem Yer- 
derben geweihte einst biunmelstrahlende 
Fliigel. Also starb er. Aber die Dame. 
Sie auch hat ihre Sorgen, Sehnsucht 
macht Sorgen, aber die Katze liegt stela 
sclmurrend auf dem Sofa. So bleibt es in 
ibrftm Tagobuch aufgeschrieben ttnd die 
Worte sind noch heute wahr. 

Blades oe a FEATHBR.~Dniversity Crews. 


A POLTGLOTT MEEEDITH. 

{ We understand that Me. George Meredith’s 
novels are to he transloded into the leading 
JEuropean languages. We leg to offer the 
following as a German sample.) 

Endlioh aber schwebte der jiingste 
Schmetterling mit prachtvoUen GuTUTni- 
schuhen und neuen chemisettes wie ein 
Konig bekleidet in die Luft. Da gab es 
ein Geschiei. 

“ Wohin, wohm ? " murmelte die sohone 
Diane, eine echte meredithisohe Englanderin, 
dessen traurige Geschichte der Zukunft 
gewidmet sanft oder laut naoh Belieben in 
alle unseren Bibliotheken klingt. 

“ Wohin ? " lachelte sie. 

“ Wolken sind herrlieh,” fiiisterte er. 
“Ich auch soUte Fliigel haben," fing 
die Dame an. 



PUNCH, OR ,THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 12, 189S. 



TRIALS OF A NOVICE. 

Unsympathaie Bystander. “Taking ’im back to ’is Cab, Guv’noe?” 


MERE MOONSHINE. 

[Some hints for norelista, to he used after July 30, when, according to Pro- 
feasor "Waltemath, the second moon ** will liiecome yisihle. Vide letter in 
Daily Newiy March 1.] 

X. 

“ Faithless and unkind 1 cried Duloinba, repulsing her laver 
with a gesture of haughty disdain. “ Cruel and treacherous ! 
Nay, never can I be the bride of a man who lightly breaks his 
word as thou hast done ! ” 

“Say not so, my love!’' protested Alonzo, looking greatly 
bewildered. “Of a certainty I could never be so base as to 
neglect aught that I had promised my dear Buloinea I Kindly 
have the goodness to explain ” 

“ Explain? Hath the remembrance of thy vow so soon escaped 
thee ? Didst thou not agree to meet me at midnight beneath 
yonder oak when the moon was full? Ay, since, owing to my 
father's displeasure, I can but see thee by stealth, thou didst 
decliro that it must be when the moon was full, the better to gaze 
upon my face 1 " 

“ True indeed,” Alonzo replied. “ I made a note of our com- 
pact at the time. And, on the night of full moon, I was at the 
appointed spot. But it was thou who didst fail, Buloinea 1 ” 

“ Untruthful 1 ” sobbed Buloinea, “ Of all false deceivers " 

“ Not a bit of it,'’ retorted the other. “ At the night and hour 
appointed I was there, and tarried two hours for thee in vain— it 
was raining hard, too. Methought the weather, or else the 
vigilance of thy sire, kept thee within the castle,” 

Bulcinea gazed at him incredulously. “ Then thou wert there 
only in thy dreams ! ” she said, indignantly. “ Punctual to the 
appointed hour came I to that oak-tree, and waited vainly for the 
raithless Alonzo I” And she wept afresh. 

“ Alack, sorrow hath turned thy brain,” said Alonzo, sadly. 
“ I was beneath that tree, but Dvloinea came not I Why, 'tis 
only two nights past 

“ Two nights ? Alonzo, thou art distraught ! 'Twas full moon 
a fortnight ago 1 ” 

“ Therein I can prove thee wrong,” Alonzo replied,- producing 
a pocket-calendar from his doublet, “Here thou mayst read 
that — ^why,” he broke off suddenly, rushing forward and clasping 
the astonMed Buloinea in his anns, “ why, now I understand 1 
How gross my folly in forgetting it ! We resolved to meet when 


the moon was full, but we did not say which moon ; and nowadays 
there are two of them 1 ” 

“My sweet Alonzo!” cried Buloinea, embracing him fondly. 
“That explains all! For when one moon is new the other is 
already at its full. Pardon thy foolish Buloinea! For the 
future, we must needs be more precise. And now thou must fly, 
for if my stem fat W should find thee here, terrible would be the 
consequences.” 

Alonzo sighed. “Gansfc thou not quit him for good? 
Methinks that did I come hither with two swift steeds on some 
dark night, we might fly together 1 ” 

“Nay,” replied Buloinea, sadly. “That were impossible. 
Thou dost forget that now there are two moons, and conse- 
quently, no dark nights. But hark I What is that ? ” 

Even as she spoke a dozen armed men, with her father, the 
Baron D’Agincourt, at their head, leapt from behind the bushes 
upon the hapless Alonzo. 

“ Ha 1 ” shouted the Baron in triumph, “ so I have thee at last, 
villain! Bind him tightly, my trusty followers, and dispose ot 
nim as I have instructed you! No more wilt thou come tres- 
passing here, I warrant! Heed not his kicking; bind him 
rightly, I tell you. Ill is it for thee, thou varlet, that thou hast 
disobeyed the Baron B’Aginoourt ! And cease those silly noises, 
Buloinea. Get thee to bed, girl I This fellow will trouble thee 
no more 1 ” 

But the lovely Buloinea gave one despairing shriek and fell to 
the ground in a swoon, as her father’s men carried off the gagged 
and fettered form of her dear Alonzo. 

n. 

On the following morning the Baro-n B’Aginoourt sat at his 
breakfast in a very good temper. Suddenly an idea struck him, 
and, calling a servant, be bade him summon his daughter. 

Buloinea appeared, pale and distraught, her eyes red with 
weeping. 

“ Good morning,” said the Baron, with an evil smile. “ Pray 
be seated. Thou hast not breakfasted, I think ? This bacon is 
excellent, I assure thee.” 

“ Father 1 ” cried the unhappy girl, falling on her knees before 
him, “ tell me — ^bell me quickly — what hast thou done with 
Alonzo ? ” 

“Tut, tut!” said the Baron, impatiently. “Alonzo? Why, 
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he’s disposed of all right, fret not thyself about him. As a 
matter of fact, he ’s dead — comfortably dead and drowned.” 

“ You lie ! ” said a voice — and lo ! in the doorway stood Alonzo 
himself 1 

The Baron fell back in hie seat and gazed at him in terror. 

“ ’Tis a spook 1 ” he gasped. “ A nasty, horrid spook 1 ” 

“ Nay,” said Alonzo, “ ’tis no spook 1 Fear not, Dxtlcinea, 
thine Axonzo is alive and well ! ” 

“But I gave the plainest orders,” expostulated the Baron. 

“ They were to take thee to the beach and there tie thee to a 
stake which is covered at high water, so thou wouldst be slowly 
but surely drowned. The knaves have played me false ! ” 

Alonzo confronted him with a look of triumph. “ Blame not 
thy minions,” he said, “ for they fulfilled thy commands faithfully. 
They tied me to the stake so thoughtfully selected — only one fact 
hadst thou forgotten. For now there are two moons, influencing 
the ocean equally, but in contrary directions, and, as a conse- 
quence, there are no tides! At daybreak a friendly fisherman cut 
me free, and now have I come here — ^for my Revenge ! ” 

With a crash the Baron fell upon the floor. “Foiled!” he 
muttered. “ Foiled again 1 A murrain upon that second moon I 
I yield, Alonzo. Take Dttlcinea, with her father’s blessing — 
and be off ! ” 

OUR BOYS. 

(£y a Father of Ten,) 

I. 

Of late years I have been much distressed to notice the great 
and increasing number of men who remain unmarried ; and when 
visiting my friends, I hear on all sides the despairing cry, “What 
are we to do with our boys ? Nowadays women vjonH marry 
them ! ” As one who has successfully settled ten dowerless sons, 
I claim to speak with some authority on this subject, and I 
venture to hope that my words may be of use and comfort to 
distracted fathers. 

I propose to deal with the question in two articles. In the 
first I shall discuss generally the relation of the hxisband to the 
wife: in the second I shall offer some practical hints on the 
training of boys with a view to the improvement of their matri- 
monial prospects. 

At the outset, let me say this : it is absolutely necessary to 
realise once and for all this vital truth, that man^s place is the 
Home. Here lies the crux of the whole question, and the sooner 
the fact is understood and accepted, the sooner we shall be spared 
the pain of seeing our bonny boys neglected and souring into a 
loveless age of nervous, fussy old bachelorhood. I insist the 
more upon this, because I know fathers who still cling to what I 
may call the superstition of an antiquated creed, that home is the 
woman* 6 sphere ! Blind to the spirit of the Age, they thrust their : 
sons into such professions as are still open to them, and expect 
them to compete with woman in her own domain— medicine, the 
Bar, the Church. The result, of course, is a foregone conclusion. 
Who expects a man to compete with women in work that requires 
brain ? 

There are others again, who send their sons into the professions, 
not because they ever expect them to make a livelihood thereby, 
but simply to fit them for matrimony. “What,” they ask, 

‘ * what does a woman look for in a husband ? A pretty doU P A 
plaything? A drawing-room ornament? No, ^e wants more 
than that : she wants some one who, if he cannot actually give 
her advice, can at least talk intelligently about her affairs.” At 
^e first blush, there is something plausible in this, and it con- 
jures up so pretty a picture of conjugal co-operation and con- 
fidence that one could almost wish it were true. But a very 
small experience of the world suflGlces to explode the theo^. 
Women donH consult their husbands on business. On any point 
beyond his immediate domain, women have the heartiest con- 
tempt for a man’s opinion. And rightly so. What would a 
father say if his wife advised him how to feed the baby ? 

No ! this is not what a woman looks for in a husDand. She 
wants not an inferior copy, but the complement of herself. To ^e 
foTni-ni-ne mind nothing is more detestable than the blue-stocking 
man who tries to talk business or politics, and apes the wom^. 
When a wife comes home tired from the Oitjr, she does not wish 
to discuss stocks and shares ; she has been doing nothing else all 
day ; she wants change, amusement, relaxation, and a husband, 
if he would not drive her out to the club, should be ready to sing 
and play to her, or entertain her with light pleasant chat. 
SiTnilarly, when she goes off to town in the morning, she should 



Aunt Emily, “I have just hao my Photogkaph taken, Eva. 
I HAVE One pone evert tear, you know.” 

Eva. “Goodness, Auntie! You must have Hundreds!'' 


feel confident that the house will be well ordered in her 
absence ; that the children will be sent off to school, the servants 
apportioned their tasks, and the babies put to bed before her 
return ; that at six o’clock her slippers will be toasting at the 
fire, while some one with a bright smile and a cheery word will be 
waiting to welcome her home. 

JEAMES ON THE “ CHRONICLE.” 

March 4 i 1898 . 

Mr. Punch, Sib, — Hi am not aweer whether you have taken 
connisance of the late Coimty Oounsil Eleokshuns but speakin 
pusBonally hi have been compelled out of defrence to my Lady’s 
wishes to accumpny her in that conneckshun into the low nay- 
broods of the East Hend. And not to hany great puppos, for 
hi regret to sajr the Master as been badly beat. But you may 
imadgin my disgust when my attenshun was called to the fol- 
lowin passage in the Daily Cronickle; not that hi hever reads that 
horgan, bein a radical print, but the cook sees it and my heye 
fell upon it, has it were, promiscuous : — 

“ We have a solid East against an almost solid West ” — ^that ’s hus— the 
City that works and suffers against the City that idles and amuses itselfl 
Well, what could these wire-pullers expect — ^this selfish horde of idle dames 
who descended on districts which they will never permit their footmen ^ to 
pollute (eieh) till they want something more for their husbands or their cousins 
or their aunts ? ” 

Sir, the hitalios are my hown. Unless the pusson as wrote the 
above was suffriu at the time from mhebriation, hi must attribute 
his vulgar herror of taste to hover-elation. In hany case he has 
my pity mingled with contemp. Yours respeckfly, Jeames, 




Mummy/ LET me have some Watee to Offv^isTBN my Dolly wiv.” 

“Ko, Darling, it's wrong to matte fun of -Holy Things.” 

“Well, let me Vaccinate her. I ’m sure she ’s Old enough to have SoMEFim done to her ! 


I AIRS RESUMPTIYE. 

i A LAY OF NEW LONDON. 

^ Onyvmlly desigjied to lo mng at the amient 
i Feast of the Great Twin Brethren, Gog and 
i Magog, in the evcTht of their submersion. 

i 

I Ho, trumpets, sound a tootle ! 

! Ho, P*&emen, clear the ways ! 

I The Mayors are out, they ride about 
I To meet the public gaze. 

[ From Wandsworth’s oozy reaches, 
i From Brixton Hill and Bow, 

I From Holborn (High) and Peckham Rye, 
j They come to join the show ; 

: They come from proud St. George’s, 

j From the park-like burg of Fin, 
j From Bishopsgate Without the wall, 
j And Bishopsgate Within 1 

Each Mayor has donned a mantle 
Wrought of the rabbit’s hide. 

Their gee-gees paw the pavement. 

The horsemen sit outside ; 

They have pinned on every shirting 
A coloured card that gives 
The neighbourhoods of which they are 
The representatives. 

II. 

Full in the van rides Joseph, 

In nodding ostrich plumes, 

From out his button’s aperture 
A purple orchid blooms ; 


Behind the facial window 
That breaks its potent spell, 

Looks forth the d^ and “ single ” eye 
Of the Mayor of Camberwell ; 

And with him goes Ms club-mate, 
Strapped on by both Ms, feet, 

Bold Jesse of the Devonshire, 

Mayor of St. James’s Street. 

III. 

As toward the ark of Noe 
Creation waJL^d in pairs, 

So in congenial couples 
Move the ensuing Mayors : 

Just in the wake of Joseph 
A Chatsworth charger comes, 

With patient nerve ignoring 
The titillative drums ; 

To suit his rider’s balance 
A steady course he keeps, 

For on Ms back the Chosen 
Of Piccadilly sleeps. 

IT. 

Sleeps soundly though beside him 
In tortuous caracoles 
Prances the Mayor of Wapping, 

The gallant Captain Bowles ; 
Though near him, hot with spurring, 
And recklessly arrayed 
In Bosphorescent orders, 

Careers the Sheffield blade ; 

He brings the breath of battle, 
Bartlett, the patriot Mayor, 


Adopted by the dwellers 
About Trafalgar Square. 

V. 

Hard by, upon an Arab, 

A quite superior blood, 

His nimble nostrils spurning 
The scent of City mud, 

See where the young Nathaniel, 

Our country’s only guide, 

New Mayor of Carlton Gardens, 

Politely deigns to ride. 

VI. 

On, on they come in squadrons, 

Thick as the “ evening midge ” ; 

There ’s fleet-of-foot Sir Richard, 

Elect of Lillie Bridge : 

There ’s M-plb, Mayor of Sh-lbr-d’s, 
Curbing his racer’s stride, 

And Johnny B., of Battersea, 

The people’s joy and pride. 

And at the end of all things, 

To make the tale complete, 

Whips in the noble Marquis ^ 

The Mayor of Downing Street. 

* * * « f 

I woke, it was a vision, 

Night-Mayors and nothing more ; 

And lo ! the Great Twin Brethren 
Stood beaming as before. 

Suitable Song fob Lent. — “Come 
Back to ’Erring.” 
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A GOOD WIT WILL MAKE USE OF ANYTHING.” 

Sliaks;pearei Smry the Fourth, 


Scene — A Fit Village, Time— Saturday Night, 

Barber {to bib%Uous Customer), “Now, Sib, ie you don't hold 
YOUB Head back, I can't Shave you ! ” 

Fitman. “A’well, Hinney, just cut me Hair!” 


OUR BOOKING-OmCE. 

“Because we act well, men think we feel deeply. But we 
don’t. Sometimes we try to, because we feel that, if we don’t, 
there is something wanting in our lives. But it gets no further 
than that. The stage life kills the real life ; and the real life can 
never be more than an interlude.” Such is the opinion of the 
actress, Angela GUfton, the heroine of Sunlight and Limelight 
{N, D. Innes & Co.), the latest novel written by Mr. Eban'Cis 
G-ribbIjE. It is an interesting and amusing story concerning the vie 
intime of rather superior persons in the theatrical profession. Ap- 
pearing simultaneously with Mr. Arthuk Pintero’s farce at the 
Court, which apparently treats of the second order of professional 
actors and actresses, representing them as domestically virtuous, 
though of quaint and uncultivated manners, Mr. Gribblb’s novel 
purports to place before us the vie la •plus intime of the artistes du 
premier rang. Likewise, he notes the marked distinction be- 
tween the English and French players ; the latter, says he, are 
Bohemians, a dass apart, and “ proud o’ the title, as the livm’ 
skeleton said,” according to Mr, Sam Weller ; while the chief 
object of leading English actors and actresses, though they are 
at heart true Bohemians, is to be accepted at their own valua- 
tion by “ Society.” Consequently, being rejoiced above measure 
at any opportunity of putting themselves en evidence before 
“London Society,” which “makes special rules for actresses,” 
they accept the invitations of Lady Brevil, of Harley Street, 
whose receptions are to Society, the Arts, and the Players, as m 
the common ground of Philanthropy to the various antagonistic 
sects. The conventional trammels of artificially polite “ Society” 
must be most irksome to true “Bohemian girls” who live 
“ unchaperoned lives,” and who have “largely topped the habit 
of using language to conceal their thoughte,” so that when these 
light-hearted young stagers on the “spindle side” thought 

“ d n ” they said it, and, to quote Ingoldsby, “ no one seemed 

a penny the worse.” This expletive the men in this story, pro- 
fessional or non-professional, use quite freely ; but it is as mere 


“ sound and fury, signifying nothing.” The dramatis personae of 
Mr. Gribble’s story are not among the rank and file of the 
theatrical profession as are Mr. Georoe Moore’s characters, in 
A Mummer^s Wife^ or as they are in John Bicbierdyke’s 
Daughters of Thespis, for Mr. Gribble’s hero is a modem 
“actor-manager” who is received into the very best mixed 
Society, and is “in a fair way towards knighthood.” The 
heroine, who is this actor-manager’s leading lady at a London 
theatre, was one of his companions in the travellmg company of 
which they were both members ; and, in a weak moment, he might 
have married her, had they not “both lived in a world that was 
quite tolerant of unions less binding than that of marriage, and 
Hector was quite sure that some day, and if it did not come to 
marriage, it would come to that.” Angela unfortunately marries 
a gifted sot of a dramatic author, almost a genius, from whom 
she is soon separated, and when she does occasionally see him, it 
is, as a rule, only when he happens to be in want of cash. The 
poor drunken creature dies, and one of the most powerfully- 
written scenes in the story is when the young widow and the 
actor-manager search for the dead man’s missing play. The 
conclusion of the story is common-place, but not the less true to 
Nature on that account. The fault in the story is, that among all 
the characters, “there is none that doeth good^ no not one.” 
There is no particular moral to be deduced from Mr. Gribble’s 
novel, except, perhaps, that as the hero and heroine are well 
worthy of one another, it is according to the fitness of things that 
such a pair, so justly formed to meet by Nature and Art, should 
be united in the bonds of matrimony by Mr. Gribble. 

A diverting book is Cassoch and Gomedy (Skeeeington), by 
Athol Forbes, professing to show the “humorous side of clerical 
life,” though some of the stories must be credited to the pathetic 
side of humour, and might well find a place in a Zangwillian 
romance of Whitechapel. Here and there among the tales the 
Baron comes across some ancient friends, on winch, years ago, 
the pencils of Hu Maurier and of Charles Keene ce^erred 
an immortahty, and pleased is he, “ as pleased 2i% Funch ” in fact, 
to see them as fresh as ever. They are all told in so pleasant a 
chatty-coffee-cw?w-cigar fashion as enables the^ reader to take up 
the book and enjoy one or more of the stories just when he may 
have ten minutes allowed him for refreshment. 

The Baron de B.-W. 


LIBEL. 

{By a Despairing Editor,) 

What can editors do now ? Copy must be had somehow, 

But whate’er we publish, some one in a fury 
Sends a lawyer’s letter fine, threatening punishment condign, 
And the terrors of a learned judge and jury. 

If we happen to review but a simple verse or two, 

And we stint our praise, tbe lawyers of the scribe ’ll 
Send a youngster with, a grin and a note from Lincoln’s Inn 
To inform us they will prosecute for Kbel. 

If we write a little “ par” on a leading concert star, 

Says the lady, in a burst of indignation, 

“You described my auburn head by the slanderous word red — 
It has ruined my artistic reputation. 

I have lost through you a clear twenty thousand pounds a year — 
Pay it up, Sir r or your vulgar diatribe ’ll 
Cost you dear. If you deduct but a penny, I ’ll instruct 
My solicitors to prosecute for libel.” 

If at E. A. -time we go to inspect tbe piotime show, 

Should our criticisms not give satisfaction, 

Every time the postman knocks, lo, he fills our bulging box 
With inignant letters threatening an action. 

So it happens that, despite our efforts to do right, 

Y^atsoever we may think, do or describe ’U 
Give offence, if not to you, to some other person, who 
Will at once proceed to prosecute for libel. 

The County Council Election. 

{From Out Own IrrepressihU Otic, evidently cnU on bail,) 

Q, Why did the attitude of the Unionist party remind you of 
an examination at Oxford? j 

A, Because it was a question of passing in Mods. ‘ 

[Our Special Detective is now on this Young MarCs track. 



118 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


[Maeoh 12, 1898. 


<Sulliva.n< 



MR. PUNCH’S “ANIMAL LAND.” 

( With Achioioledgmeoits as I efore.) 
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WHAT THE L. C. C. IS NOW 
EXPECTED TO DO. 

{By the Supporters of the Majority,) 

To widen all the streets and start a park 
in Coi^ilL 

To improve the bridges from the Tower 
to Battersea, and thoroughly cleanse the 
Thames from the Nore to Twickenham. 

To m^e new roads from Charing Cross 
to Hampstead, Putney, Old Jewry, and 
Shoreditch. 

To rebuild and enlarge the National 
G^ery, Somerset House, the towers of 
Westminster Abbey, and the Bethnal 
Green Museum. 

To illuminate London with an improved 
edition of the electric light, and erect 
automatic watering-pipes to lay the dust 
m all directions. 

To ^t rid of fog, rain, snow and sleet, 
with the aid of science or by some other 
means. 

To house the working classes without 
causing inconvenience to the well-to-do. 

To render the theatres and music-halls 
models of perfection without interfering 
with the lessees and managers. 

To make the Metropolis an ideal city of 
marble, and, so to speak, precious stones. 

And last, and most impoitant of all, to 
carry out the above programme without 
any cost to the ratepayers. 


Ye Goddesses and Inttle Pishes. 
[The Muses Sater, “taU, graceful girls, ao 
taplets, took up bj patemonp their rights 
membership of the Fishmongers’ Company.] 

Venus alone took her degree 
By rising from the riplets, 

But lo I the heritage of sea 
Is shared alike by triplets. 

And now all fish who swim to fame 
In piscine trios say her name I 


Tit-fob-Tat Justice. — At Eamsgate, 
two boys, found gplty of stealing from 
smacks, had to receive “ six strokes with a 
birch.’* Good ! Whacks for smacks I 
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THE CABBIES’ EXTEA “BOB.’ 

^ elected Vice-President 
01 the Cab-dnyerB’ Benevolent Association,] 


A COMMERCIAL UNIVERSITY. 

Me. Punch, having heard that a Com- 
mercml University is to be started in 
Leipsiic after Easter, is anxious that the 
authorities of Oxford and Cambridge should 
place our youths on a fair footmg with 
their German competitors. This could 
easily be done. It only involves a slight 
change in the curriculum to the following 
or similar effect : — 

Smalls . — ^For “Apology” and “Meno” 
substitute Book-keeping and Shorthand. 
Latin to be optional, typewriting compul- 
sory. 

Mods . — ^For Demosthenes’ De Corona, 
and Home’s Iliad, substitute General 
Commercial Correspondence and the 
Theory of Bargains. In place of Aeis- 
totle’s Poetics, a special subject must be 
offered, e.g., hardwares, green-grocery, 
meat, herring-pickling, hotel management, 
bogus Dresden china, <fec., in which there 
will be a practical as well as a theoretical 
subject. 

Greats . — ^Abolish Plato’s Bepublic and 
Aeistotle’s Ethics, and read instead 
Smith’s Beady Beckoner and The Complete 
Shopwalker arid Commercial Traveller. 
There will be a further examination in the 
special subject, including the doing-up of 
parcels with string and sealing-wax, open- 
ing of doors to ladies, and general eti- 
quette. ^ By the' time a student takes his 
degree in commerce he will be an accom- 
plished salesman, and Mr. Bunch is confi- 
dent that thus, and thus only, the bogey of 
foreign competition will be scared away. 


’Aeeiet read from a daily paper, Navi- 
gation in the Ouse.” “I s’pose,” said 
Aeet, as the Members are goin’ to ’ave 
a ’ouse-boat this season. Which ’Ouse? 
J^pper or lower ? Whichever ’s to steer ? 
Ihe Speaker or Lord ’Igh Chancellor?” 
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TRUE SYMPATHY. 

Mr. Thompson {who has been pouring out ail his troubles to his fair com^nion). “ Ah, ^ ^ Soldihr. Then 

I SHOULD HAVE GONE TO THE FRONT, AND MY FrIENDS WOULD SAY,^^ POOR OLD THOMP 

Mrs, Lavishall “But, surely, it ’s not too late to Enlist? 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted ebom the Diaby op Toby, M.P* 

Souse of Commons, Monday, Feh, 28. — 
Charlie Bereseord probably only Mem- 
ber who could have lifted to-nigbFs debate 
out of hopeless rut into wbiob it bad fallen. 
Army Votes np again; agreed at outset 
that topic is not one to fight round. Bla- 
tant cry of “ Vive V Armee that fills the 
streets of Paris finds echo at Westminster. 
Q-ovemment decided on spending addi- 
tional million or so in strengthening Axmy. 
Only a traitor would whisper discontent. 
Conclusion foregone. Might just as well 
have voted the men and money at conclu- 
sion of St. John Brodriok’s speech on 
Friday night. That of course would not 
do. Must make at least two nights of it. 
So here we are — at least twenty-seven of 
Tis — Glistening to Fergusson, who, before 
he was at the Post-Office, was in the 
G-uards. To-night did sentry-go for nearly 
an hour round estimates. 

When Bereseord “ came aboard” decks 
almost empty. Everybody seemed to have 
turned in ; strolled back in twos and threes 
and tens as Charlie went on with his 
yarn. When he sat down quite full muster. 
Subject being the Army Estimates, 0. B. 
presumably interposed in character of 
marine. "V^atever uniform he concealed, 
Members listened to his breezy talk with 


assurance that at least he knew something 
of subject; had smelt gunpowder when it 
was blazing on other occasions than royal 
salute. Speaks more effectively than he 
did when last with us. Then rather dis- 
posed to make set speeches. To-night 
talked to the House— or, as for economy’s 
sake he sometimes put it, “ the ’Ouse.” 

Special interest attached to occasion, as 
it might be his last speech in present Par- 
liament. Candidly admitted that, regard- 
ing Cawmell-Bannerman as a self- 
confessed old-fashioned Constitutionalist, 
he had for a long time been endeavouring 
to get hung. “More or less,” he 
added, relenting, as he looked on the kindly 
countenance of the ex-Secretary of State 
for War. Actually, it was 0. B. himself 
who stood on the edge of doom. To- 
morrow and next day votes at York elec- 
tion will be re-counted. If there has been 
any blunder, Charlie, though he may 
remain York’s darling, will not be its 
Member. 

“I acknowledge,” he said, just now, 
“ that I am only a temporary Member.” 

Squire of Mal'vtoob had referred to 
biTYi as the one ewe lamb of the Unionist 
Party, a precious but frail possession, 
snatched out of the fire of the bye-eleo- 
tioDs. “Well, I hope,” said Charlie, 
making as though he would butt in a 
vulnerable place the Squire of Malwood, 


sitting immediately opposite, “that after 
Wednesday he will find I am a vigorous 
ram.” 

Business done . — Quite a lot. War Office 
got the men and got the money too. Four 
Government Bills advanced a stage, and, 
the board being clear on stroke of eleven, 
Members went home. 

Tuesday, — Once upon a time Prince 
Arthur, talking to me about the Squire 
of Malwood, said, “ Since Mr. Glad- 
stone left the House Harcourt is the 
greatest Parliament man left to us. We 
on our side of the House gird at him on 
occasion. But we are all secretly proud of 
him.” 

This characteristically generous tribute 
from a political adversary justified to-night. 
The Sheffield Knight, prancing his hobby- 
horse round the lists, chattered for nearly 
an hour about Bussian designs on China. 
Sound and fury, as usual signifying 
nothing. Cap’en Tommy Bowles, who 
ought to know better, appropriated another 
hour of a sitting predestined to be short. 
If the Squire had followed example of 
majority of Members he would have_ left 
the House. But Leader of the Opposition 
saw in Sheffield Knight’s reckless indiscre- 
tion opportunity of accomplishing act of 
patriotic statesmanship. Both the Knight 
and the Cap’en, tilting at windmills, made 
various savage thrusts at the Markiss, 
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Sir William and the Vigorous Earn ” (Lord^C. B-r-sf-rd). 


showing how he is a tyro in diplomacy, 
how much tetter it would be for the 
Empire were they installed with plenary 
power in Downing Street. 

Here was an opportunity for a small 
tactician to make things uncomfortable 
for Government. The Squire of Mal- 
wooD, after a preliminary knocking to- 
gether of two puny heads, thereafter 
looked far above them, dealing in spirit 
of lofty statesmanship with the Imperial 
question to which Sheffield Knight and 
Seafaring Man had attached themselves. 
He smiled at midnight entrances with 
sanguinary telegrams ; laughed at scares 
which make and mar fortunes on the Stock 
Exchange ; expressed full confidence in 
the Eoreign Secretary’s intent and action ; 
and only asked that the Majikiss would, 

! with Frince Hal confounding Falstaff, 

■ mark now how plain a tale shall put you 
down.” 

George Curzok, compelled by friendly 
invitation, made a plain statement designed 
to clear the air of twaddle and fable. Thus, 
thanks to the Leader of the Opposition, 
what promised to be an idly spent, if not 
absolutely mischievous sitting, was trans- 
formed into an important occasion. 

As George Ourzon put it in one of 
many finely turned sentences that illumined 
his ^eech, the generous and loyal support 
the Government had received from Leaders 
of the Opposition in their foreign policy 
placed grayer xesponsibilLty upon their 
shoulders, since they felt they were “ act- 
ing not merely as the nominees of a Parlia- 
j mentary majority, but as the trustees of a 
nation.” 

^ Business done . — Second private Members’ 
anight of Session. By odd coincidence, 
second count- out, 

1 Thwirsday . — Curious how old habits stick 
, to a man. Ordinary way of addressing 


Chairman of Ways and Means after a 
Member has succeeded in catching his eye, 
is “Mr. Lowther.” H. M. Stanlbt, up 
just now on Uganda question, fixing the 
Chairman with falcon eye, says, “Mr. 
Lowther, T presume ? ” After pause long 
enough to afford opening for contradiction 
if it be forthcoming, Stanley goes on with 
his speech. 

A capital speaker he is, too ; delightfully 
unconventional. Very rarely interposes ; 
always on subject with which he is familiar. 
Even George Curzon hasn’t been to 
Uganda. Stanley only man in House who 
knows the place and the people. Talked 
about them and their hardships with slow 
utterance and grave manner suggestive ot 
a palaver. No one would have been sur- 
prised if, when he sat down, he had 
grunted, after the manner of Tineas, Last 
of the Mohicans, “ Stanley has spoken,” 
wrapped himself up in a blanket, lit a short 
pipe, and stared into immensity, silent and 
motionless. 

But alack ! the veneer of civilisation lies 
glossy and thick on our late leader of for- 
lorn trails through African jungles. He 
wears a top hat, frock coat, and is said to 
have been seen with gloves on ; not those 
little nine-ounce toys that suffuse the prize- 
ring with playfulness, but Dent’s two- 
buttoned, size Si. 

His politeness almost preternatural. 
Talking of the railway from Mombasa, he 
said only a hundred miles had been laid in 
more than two years. 

“ One hundred and thirty-two,” cor- 
rected George Curzon. 

'‘One hundred and thirty-two. Thank 
you, Sir,” said Stanley, turning with a 
low how in the direction of the voice. 

Auctioneer Robbins in his prime never 
did a thing better. One almost expected 
to hear Stanley repeat, “132 guineas; 
going at 132 guineas,” and then the rap 
of the hammer. 

Business done . — ^Uganda vote agreed to. 


Friday , — Irish Members receive with 
mixed feelings rumour persistently current. 
MaoAlbese has brought in Bill making it 
legal for a man’^to prefix O or Mac to his 
family name. Story is that Brother 
Gerald, more Irish than the I^ight of 
Kerry, will avail himself of the privilege as 
soon as the Bill receives the Royal Assent. 
Has an idea that if he were known as The 
O’BALFO tTR, he would further his heart’s 
desire of being brought into closer and 
frendlier communication with the mass of 
the Irish people. 

There is something in the idea. Its 
drawback is, as Sark points out, the easi- 
ness of its application to an indefinitely 
wide circle, and the consequent liniitatiion 
of personal advantage. If Brother Gerald 
sets the example at the Irish Office, it will 
be followed, as a matter of course, by those 
who come after him. The MacMorley 
would naturally succeed The O’Balfoxtr, 
and where would be the distinction ? 

Business done . — Vote on Account for 
trifle under fourteen millions agreed to. 


ANGLO-FRENCH CONVERSATION BOOK. 

[For the use of Parisian Explorers in Africa.) 

I AM an officer of the French Republic, 
and I desire you to remove that flag. 

It is impolite to tell me to go to the 
place you are pleased to indicate. 

It is not my business to verify your 
statement that the flag is wounded, but I 
must insist that it be hauled down. 

I deprecate your threat that you will use 
violence if I touch it. 

I am here because I am France, and 
France claims this territory. 

I do not wish to “ get out,” for where I 
rest I desire to remain. 

I am not accustomed to the box, and T 
decline to submit my head to the punching. 

I will direct your attention to the fact 
that I am an officer of high rank, and that 
you are a simple sergeant. 

I am not called in my country “ Moun- 
seer,” and I reject with all the dignity of 
mv uniform the outraee of a kick. 

I will not “ sheer off ’’-—I will not budge 
a step. 

You shall pay for this ! I shout to you, 
although vou are not, unfortunately, too 
far off to hear me. England is perfidious. 
Hip ! hip ! hip ! Long live France ! 


British Colonisation in the “ Father- 
land.” — Mr. Forbes Robertson, with his 
friendly army of theatrical occupation, has 
successfully established an English Hamlet 
in Germany. Said F. R., turning to Mrs. 
Patrick Campbell and quoting the Bard, 
“Now could I do it Pat!” — and he did. 
Sure, ^ Misfcliress Pat Campbell has so 
mightily taken the Berliners as the unfor- 
tunate Shakspearian heroine, that the name 
of the character should be changed from 
Miss O’Phalia to Miss Great Success. 

A Cup-to-Ltpton Song. — ^^He always 
* got home ^ in Tea.^^ (New version of Mr. 
J. L. Toole’s He always came home to 
Tea.^^) 

A Fitr Collar not reoommendbb, for 
THE Cold Weather.— The Chinchiller. 

Russian Motto. — Our port in China will 
ba all the better for keeping* 




[“ The Midland Railway Company have made a great improvement in Ladies’ Waiting-rooms.” Daily Telegraph.'] 
Why not go one better, and have a little Music, Literature, and mild Amusement ? 


DARBY JONES ON EQUINE 
ADVERTISEMENTS. 

Honoured Sir, — ^In an age when tht 
Fairest Meads end the most Remote Plan* 
tations, to say nothing of Mountains, Fish- 
ing-boats, Bathing-machines, and Ancieni 
Ruins, are adorned by startling placards 
testifying to the merits of Bolus’s Pilk oi 
Salvpeau’s Hairwash, it is not surprising 
that the Enterprising Advertiser ^ should 
have conceived the Napoleonic idea ol 
bringing his wares to the notice of the 
public by means of that noble quadruped 
the Race-horse. Consequently, of late, we ] 
have seen upon our running grounds ani- 
mals bearing appellations such as we are 
wont to associate with posters on the hoard- 
ings and the places where the names of 
railway-stations ought to* be. The scheme 
is one of Mammoth Ingenuity. How I have 
laughed, when picturing the wrath of the 
Managing Editors of the great dailies, who, 
without receiving a sixpence for the pub- 
licity, cannot prevent their broadsheets 
from announcing that Mr. Jones’s Cureall 
Ziiniment has won the Slippery Eel Stakes, 
or that Mr. Sloth’s Fillagain Whiskey ran 
second for the Chortler Handicap 1 Let 
me, however, tell these gentlemen that the 
System is as yet in its Puling Infancy. 1 
can with my Mental Optics behold the day, 
when the leading Flyers of the Turf will 
be owned by our most Pushing Manufac- 
turers, when Mr. Somebody’s Kuchers 
Cocoa Nibs, Mr. Otherbody’s Humatra 
Coffee, Mr. What’s Finher^s Fills, Mr. 
Why’s Frichdust Soo>P', and^ Mr. Where- 
fore’s Bicarhonated Milk, will be the los- 
ing favourites for all the Big Races of the 
Season — ^inclusive, of course, of the Derby. 

Meantime, let us skip to another Derby, 
the fair North-Midland Town, whence the 
railway authorities of St. Pancras issue 
their decrees, and the Cnnm'ng Provender 
Merchants Mammoth Rounds of Beef such 
as Sir Spencer Ponsonby-Fane and his 
brother Old Stagers tackle yearly, during 
the Canterbury Week. Fired with the 
light which has burned from the days of 
Sappho down to those of Rudyaed Kip- 


ling, I present the following Prophetic 
Lines to you and yours : — 

The JT. of K.'s is hard to beat, 

The Metal Eunter may 
Force the Great Congueror to retreat, 

The Welshman brmg to bay ! 

Of Caroline the Gave beware. 

And note the Secret Stride ! 

Of Eiems have especial care ; 

I ’ll couple her with Fride ! 

The ball is at your feet. Kick it through 
Fortune’s goal, and, while blessing me with 
your ever-aoceptable note of hand, believe 
that I am, as ever. 

Your devoted drone. Darby Jones. 
p,g. — ^Look out at Lincoln for the Saint, 
the Hebrew King, and the Curious Vessel. 

COPY-STEALING NO ROBBERY. 

(A page from an AulTwds Diary.) 
Monday.— Find that the proprietors of 
the Twaddlers* Illustrated Magazine owe 
me a trifle for a contribution. Look them 
up. Find them represented by a shaip 
gentleman, who explains that negotiations 
are in progress for an arrangement. No 
cash available at present, but “ will I call 
again ? ” Adopt the suggestion. 



** All rights reserved.” 


Tuesday. — ^Rather soon to call again, but, 
wanting the money, look in at the ofi&oe 
of the T. I. M. Sharp gentleman still 
business-like. Arrangements in progress, 
soon be completed. Suggest that I have a 
solicitor. Sharp gentleman not in the 
least disconcerted. Solicitor, he ^ys, will 
tell me that it would be wise to wait. Glad 
to see me again whenever I like to call. 

Wednesday. — ^Accept invitation promptly . 
Called again to-day. Sharp-looking gentle- 
man still in attendance. Quite glad to see 
me. All things going smoothly. Rather 
annoyed at delay. Threaten to put pro- 
prietors into the Court of Banlrruptcy. 
Gentleman explains that proprietors are a 
company, limited. Only effect of proceed- 
ings would be to destroy the copyright. 
Don’t mind telling me that there is a 
prospect of the sale of the copyright. 
Won’t I look in again ? 

Thursday. — Once more accepted the in- 
vitation. Here I am in the of&ce of the 
T. I. M. Sharp-looking gentleman radiant. 
The copyright has been sold. So' now all 
will be right. Every one with a claim 
should present it. Return from the office 
in excellent spirits. 

Friday, — Once more to see the ^arp- 
looking gentleman who represents the 
T. I. M, Present claim, which he says 
will be dealt with in due course. Will 
write to me. 

Saturday. — Sharp-looking gentleman 
keeps his promise. I receive a letter from 
him telling me that the copyright of the 
T. I. M, was sold, but that my claim 
cannot he dealt with until the demands of 
the debenture-holders are satisfied. Ap- 
pears that debentures have been issued to 
the full amount of the purchase-money. 
Nothing left for me 1 Must bid good-bye 
to my earnings I 

Sunday, — ^Find, from a report of a meet- 
ing in to-day’s paper, that an iipportant 
body are promoting a Bill to give writers 
a lien upon the assets of a company in 
priority to the claims of debenture-holders. 
Bravo 1 But in the meantime, how am I to 
live ? Think I shall try Monte Carlo. Less 
risky than writing on spec. 


volAcxiv, 


M 
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LETTERS TO THE CELEBRATED. 
No. IX. —To Mr. W. A. L. Fletcher 

Christ Church, Oxford ; Coach of the 

Cambridge Crew. 

My dear Sir, — Those who know the 
spirit and the Jiabits ot Englishman in 
general, and of Mr, Funch in particular, 
will not have been surprised to jind your 
name at the head of tins column. For Mr, 
Funchy representing in this matter the 
great body ot his tellow-countrymen, has 
never failed to pay honour to one who is, in 
the best sense ot the words,' a good sports- 
man and a fine fellow. And he has always 
looked with an eye ot peculiar kmdness and 
admiration on tne prowess ot tnose gallant 
youngsters from Oxford and from Cam- 
bridge, who, braving the icy blasts of win- 
ter and the stormy waves ot our great tidal 
river, strive tor honour's sake alone to 
show which set of them, the dark-blued or 
the light- blued, can propel a racmg eight 
the faster from Putney to Mortlake. 

Of these you yourself have in the past 
been one. Unce at stroke, once at No. 7, 
and twice at JNo. 6, has tne broad expanse 
of your massive back swung past the 
judge^s fiag at Mortlake in winning Oxford 
crews. Strength, stamina, a perfect ba- 
lance and control ot ail your limbs and 
sinews, an undisturbed serenity of mind, 
dauntless resolution, and, when the occa- 
sion called for it, unquenchable pluck — all 
these qualities were yours as an active 
rowing man. It was an inspiring sight at 
the end of a closely contested race, while 
some lay helpless and gasped in pMe dis- 
tress, to note your ruddy colour and your 
cheerful smile. _ So smiled and so flushed 
some mighty Viking emerging triumphant 
from a death-grapple with his toe, while the 
air resounded with the clash ot steel and 
the shouts of contending men. 

And now, the days of your labour at the 
oar being past, you, an Oxford man, have 
come to teach Cambridge men, once suc- 
cessful, but now fallen through eight suc- 
cessive defeats from their post of pride, 
how oars should be handled, boats pro- i 
polled, and races won. It is no small task, j 
For months and months a coach labours 
with his men. How anxious and unpleas- 
ing is the work of teaching and selection 
for an eight-oared crew, only those who 
have themselves endured it can fully know. 
First one man and then another falls short 
of the promise of his early efforts, and has 
to recede into forgetfulness uncheered by 
a blue coat. Accident or illness robs you 
of your best pupils, the boat you have 
ordered with care proves unsuitable, but 
throu^ all these changes and chances he 
who is instructing must keep his temper, 
and smile and do his best. His crew looks 
to him as the Tenth Legion looked to 
Cjesar for guidance and encouragement ; 
and, whoever else may falter or fail, 
he at least must always keep a calm and 
unbroken front, and breathe the promise 
of victory. This is the common task of all 
coaches. But yours has been no common 
task. You are not a Cambridge man. To 
you the success of the Oxford crew has 
hitherto been a matter for delight. And 
yet you are now, as a Cambridge coach, 
doing what in you lies to ensure the 
triumph of Cambridge over your ancient 
associates. And this you do, not in the 
hope of gain, or even in the desire for 
glory, but impelled by that chivalrous feel- 
ing of honourable sportsmanship which has 
at all times, as I know, distinguished men 



^ Jinks. “ I WANT TO BUY A DoG. I don’t know what they call the Breed, but it 
IS* something the shape op a Greyhound, with a short, curly Tail ^ and rough Hair. 
Do YOU KEEP Dogs like that?” Fancier, *‘No. I drowns ’em!” 


who wield an oar, and which, as much as 
anytbiing else, has placed the contest ot 
OaSord and Cambridge on the Thames high 
in the affection of our sport-loving people. 
To row or to race is in itself nothing. 
But to be a chieftain in a brotherhood of 
athletes who, for the mere love of sport 
and manly effort, have striven and battled 
and endured, who, unsullied by even the 
suspicion of fraud or meanness, have held 
aloft, as their most cherished possession, 
high traditions of honour bequeathed to 
them by their sires — ^this, Sir, is some- 
thing, and for tld's you have the praise of 
Mr, Funch. All Cambridge men wish you 
well : it is the secret hope of not a few 
Oxford men that your efforts in helping 


Cambridge to stem, if that be possible, the 
tide of Oxford victories, may be crowned 
with success. And for myself, Sir, I 
remain now, as always, your humble 
admirer. The Vagrant. 

A Political Forecast. 

Scene — A Bar in New York, 

First Folitician (of the Tammany per- 
suasion). I reckon there T1 be more plea^ 
sant trips to Eu-rope this year than ever. 

Second F, How so ? 

First F, Ain^t Congress just voted fifty 
million dollars for the defences of the coun- 
try ? (Iteflectively .) Snakes 1 Wish Td got 
a monitor or two on sale. 
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OFF HIS GUARD. 

Farmer {jiist cmninff up). “Young Gentlemajt biding tour brown Horse, my Lord, had nasty Accident a field or two 
BACK. Barbed Wire— very ugly cuts ! ” 

My Lord. “Tut — tut — tut! Dear — dear — dear! Hot the Horse, I hope?” 


ALPEED'S ALPEED. 

Being a proleptic report of the Wit&mgemote {or meeting oj wise men) 
convened for the 18^^ insL^ to discuss a fitting form for the coin 
uiemoratian of the millenary of Alfred the Great’s demise ; the 
Lord Mayor presiding^ supported ly Mr. Alfred Austin, etc. 

The Chairman. I call on Mr. Austin for a speecL. 

Ihe Foet Laureate {rising). My Lord and AtLelings, Ealdormen 
and Thanes ! 

This is withal an unexpected pleasure ! 

Yet, when I think on it, you could not well 
Have made a better choice, since I am he 
Who did you England's Darling in a book. 

I see before me certain men of mark 
(And others) habited in decent black, 

Mourning the disappearance of the late 
Alfred deceased, who, I regret to say. 

Became a section of the dreadful past 
Nine hundred seven and ninety years ago 
Precisely. Add another three withal, 

And lo I it makes four figures— does it not ? [F^use. 

A Voice. It does. 

The F. L. I see you follow me ; *tis well. 

Now note, I freely grant that there are some 
Who claim attention as belonging to 
Even remoter ages than our friend’s ; 

As, for example, Aloibiades, 

Confucius, Pompey, Euclid, Obadiah, 

Adam, and Bede. But none of all the lot 
(And I could name with ease a dozen more) 

Has been so intimately mixed as he 
With the incipient aspirations of 
Our British Navy ! 

It is not my wish — 

Nay, God forbid that I should underrate 


The giEs of Mr. Goschen, when I say 
That, if Britannia rules the present waves, 

To Axfred is the primal credit due. 

Lord Charles Beresford. Hear ! hear I 

The F. L. I was, in fact, about to add, 

Before his lordship made the above remark, 

That it was Alfred who designed the ships, 

The long-oared wherries which at Swanage clave 
The Danish esks. The esk, you ought to know, 

Is not a quadruped with antlers, but 
A boat. You have it in Act lY., Scene 2, 

Of England's Darling. Yea! or rather, Aye 1 
(The Press will kindly spell it with an e, 

Although, of course, it really hasn’t one.) 

Aye I more than that : he was an all-round man. 

A scholar : knew a power of botany 
(I tau^t him pages of it in the book. 

Act r5., Scene 4^ and trained the young idea 
In reading, writing and arithmetic, 

Being, as one may say, the prototype 
Of London’s School Board. 

Lord Beay. Heavens I 

The F. L. Aye ! ’tis sooth 1 

Withal he rendered into Saxon jargon 
The Consolations of Boethius 1 
You may have read ’em ? No ? 

Sir John Lubbock. A glorious work ! 

One of the Hundred Pleasures of my Life ; 

God bless him ! 

The F. L. Eke the same to you, Sir John. 

Like\^e he started on his own account 
The eight-hours movement. 

Mr. J. Burns. Good old Alfred ! 

The F. L. And 

Contributed in leisure moments to 
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The Chronicle, before the NOBMiLN came 
And managed our affairs. He too it was 
Welded the bond of Chnroh and State. 

Lord Cranlorne, ^ Bravo I 

The P. X, And, though a fighting patriot 

Mr. Bowles. Hear 1 Oh, hear I 

The P. L. He granted territory to the Danes, 

A graceful and polite concession. 

Bir Ellis Ashmead- Bartlett. Shame ! 

The P, L. Yon Thane will be so good as to withdraw 
His coarse ejaculation. 

Sir E. A.-B. Never! 

TheP.L. ^ Well, 

Let us continue just the same withal. I 

And to the point, how best to advertise 
The sense of our irreparable loss ! 

Having regard to his (our Darling’s) tact 
In naval architecture, there are some 
Would have us, at the nation’s own expense, 

Build an unparalleled torpedo-boat, 

And call it Alpeed. 

First Lord of the Admiralty. Eippmg I 

Mr. Labouchere. Hot at all I 

The P. L. Some, mindful of the monarch’s pretty taste 
Dor pure vernacular, would like to found 
Professorships of Saxon in the more 
Congested parts of Ireland. 

Mr. Lecky. ^ Yery good. 

The P. L. Myself in this connection had a thought, 

A passing thought, of some addition to 
The Laureate’s endowment. 

Mr. Bernard Shaw. Tut 1 and pooh ! 

The P. Z. I will ignore that callous observation. 

Others, again, on insufficient grounds, 

Would institute an Alfred Handicap 
At Kempton Park. 

Lord Eosebery. I wholly disapprove I 

The P. Z. And some, untutored in orthography, 

Or wanting to be funny, which is worse, 

Would have the London County Council ope 
An Alfred Millinery Depot in 
The Works Department. 

Lord Omlow. Oh I 

The P. Z. And, last, the people. 

Lovers of all things beautiful, desire 
Some adamant (or plaster) effigy — ^ 

A hearth, with toasted cakes, and in the midst 
Aleeed, in pensive mood, belaboured by 
A British Matron : fit to be erected 
Upon a refuge in the narrowest 
Portion of Piccadilly. 

Lord Roberts {of Kandahar and the Cabmen's Union). I object 
The P. Z. I cite no more proposals, though there be 
More to be had ; but merely make remark 
That fortune favours us in point of date. 

We do not menace France ; nor mean to mar 
The genial status quo by clashing with 
Our neighbours’ Universal Exposition. 

Nor need we hastily decide withal. 

Having three years in which to do the thing. 

Two we might spend in tentative debate, 

And [.L0 sjpeaking. 


THE EETOET OOUETEOUS. 

Irate Old Lad/y. I teU you, your man was disgracefully drunk 
last night. 

Proprietor of Livery Stables. Must be some mistake. Mum. 
Known the man for twenty years, very steady, sober man. 
Never had any complaint about him before. 

7. 0. L. But I tell you he drunk. Do you think I dont 
know a drunken man when I see him ? 

P Z. S. Can’t say, Mum. Man was quite sober, I assure you. 
I. 0. L. [getting more irate than ever). Then, do you mean to 
say that I’m a Har ? rm 

P. Z. S. I never said so, Mum. iTableau. 

“ Gbabies,” — ^A form of acquisitive disease peculiar to the 
Eussian Bear. 



THE TEMPTRESS. 

Dolly. “Hekbeet, do let mb have that Sable Collarette.” 
Herbert. “Can’t possibly afford it, dear.” 

Dolly. “Herbert, I’ll listen to your Comedy. 

PCerbert. • 

Dolly. “Herbert, I’ll laugh at the bight Places !” [Gets it. 


ENGAGING A SEEYANT. 

[A Dialogue of the Day.) 

Employer [courteously). I ^ in need of a servant. . 
Employed [with hauteur) . Well, I have no objection to hearmg 
<rhat you have to say, as under certain favourable circumstances 
! might be induced tO' accept a situation. 

Employer [politely) . Can you cook ? 

Employed (abruptly) . That is a detail, mat are yeur terms P 
Emaoyer (promptly). From twenty to thirty poun^ a year. 
Employed (inquiringly). With, of course, everythmg torad— 
veil, that might do. And you would give me a couple ot ott-days 
or exercise ? 

Employer (with a smile). Might manage that, but pardon me, 

^mpl^ed (roughly). You wfll some day see, perhaps. Needn’t 
lother about that now. Be kind enough to give me your 
character. 

" Employer [sweetly). I was about to ask you about yo^urs. 

Employed [contemptuously). Indeed! you are slighUy prema- 
ture! The name and address of your last cook. neces- 

sary information is furnished.) ^ Thanks. Afer I have heard 
from her I will let you know whether you will suit. Thanks. 
Ihatwilldo. Good morning. lEiceunt: severally. 


Statistics.— It has been calculated that about seven thousand 
American poets have discovered that “Maine’' 

“ Spain.” Mr. Punch begs to remind many of the bards that it 
can also he used in apposition to “ sane,” and the reverse. 
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BJie . “But, Geohge, suppose Papa settles my Dowry on mb in my own right?” 
He, “Well, my dear Girl, it’s— er — nothing to me ip he does!” 


A SEASONABLE COMPLAINT. 

March U, 1898. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^Yoii are the friend 
of every one in general, and of the ladies 
in particular. Well, I have to ask you to 
be so kind as to request Jupiter Pluvius 
(I think that is the old gentleman’s name) 
to be less erratic about his arrangements. 
I am a lady connected with the Press, and 
it is my duty in an illustrated paper to set 
the f^hion in dress with a view to the 
variation of the seasons. In the exercise of 
my professional duties I now appear carry- 
ing an umbrella, now waving a torch, now 
huddled up in a heavy cloak. My cus- 
tomary costume is distinctly classical, and 


I make alterations in it to suit “ showery,’’ 
“very fine,” “cold,” or “foggy.” I have 
a considerable following who watch my 
garments with a view to copying my ex- 
ample. 

And now for my grievance. The old 
gentleman who arranges matters with the 
clouds will insist upon “ making hay ” — ^he 
performs the operation without the help 
of the sun — of all my predictions. I come 
out clad in winter garments when we have 
summer heat^ and appear in the thinnest 
robe when it is snowing ! And as I have to 
go to press — you will know what that means 
— some half-dozen hours before my public 
appearance, I am continually looking ridi- 
culous. And it is all the fault of Jupiter 


Pluvius (mind you verify his name), who 
can’t or won’t make up his mind in time for 
proper publication. Pray make him be- 
have like a reasonable creature. Dear Mr, 
Punch, you can make everybody do any- 
thing, Dear Mr. Punch, make him do 
this! Believe me, 

Always yours affectionately, 

The Girl of the Weather. 
Office of the J)~ly Gr-ph-c- 


THE CONSULTS RIDE. 

[“Mr. J. V. Faber, Danish Consul for l^ew- 
castle, had an exciting experience the other night, 
having travelled on the footboard of the express 
train from London to Peterborough.” 

Paili/ Telegraph.] 

Immortalised in Verse for the benefit of the 
Young Reciter, 

He leapt upon the parting train 
As swift along it sped, 

And while he clung with might and main, 
Wished he were safe in^^bed. 

“ The way was long, the wind was cold,” 

No overcoat he wore. 

And tho’ he was extremely bold, 

He thought it was a bore. 

He signalled with his handkerchief, 

His handkerchief so white, 

But to his great dismay and grief, 

None saw his piteous plight. 

He rapped upon the window-pane 
With pocket-knife in hand, 

But all his efforts were in vain 
To make them understand. 

He tightly clasped the rails of brass 
Until his fingers froze. 

His gloves were very thin, alas I 
WTiich added to his woes. 

Thro’ tunnels dark without a stop 
The train rushed in and out, 

And tho’ he felt inclined to drop. 

He tried to raise a shout. 

The engine throbbed, the whirring wheels 
Sang as they i oiled along ; 

The door he hammered with his heels, 

But it was built too strong. 

Enveloped in thick clouds of smoke, 

Upon the step he sat, 

Disheartened, cold, and like to choke, 
When, goodness ! what was that ? 

The train begins to slacken speed, 

Thought he, “ Now saved I am, 

N'ow comes the longed-for help I need, 
They ’ve sent a telegram,” 

But no, it was a sad mistake ; 

The road was in repair, 

The driver had applied the brake, 

The train it stopped not there. 

“ To jump or not to jump.” The thought 
Into his mind did creep, 

But when at school he had been taught 
To “ look before you leap.” 

Again the train increased its pace. 

He crouched upon the car, 

’Twere better wind and smoke to face 
Than take a step too far. 

His watch he had no cause to doubt ; 

“ By all the Gods he swore,” 

’Tis seven, and I must hold out, 

Full twenty minutes more. 

“Ye Gentlemen of England” who 
Repose at home at ease, 

Pray what experience have you 
Of terrors such as these ? 

• « « « « 

The engine ceased to belch out flame, 

The lights began to shine ; 

And that was how the Consul came 
To Newcastle-on-Tyne. 
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OUE BOYS. 

{By a Father of Ten,) 

IT. . , 

Having determined what it is that a woman desiderates in her 
husband, I now proceed to consider the best means of producing 
these qualities — in other words, how we axe best to fit our sons 
for the all-important duties of the husband and the father. 

Needlework,—! rank this as the very foremost consideration. 
Every boy should be clever with his needle. There is nothing 
annoys a woman so much as to find her boots and gloves button- 
less, and I have known more domestic unhappiness created, and 
more homes ruined from this than from any other cause. I do 
not say that all men should be expected to do fancy work—this is 
a matter of individual taste i but I do insist that it is the impera- 
tive duty of every father to see that his sons are good plain 
needlemen. A man who cannot make his wife’s pyjamas and his 
baby’s chemise has no right to expect to get married. 

Z Music . — This is an indispensable accomplishment. When a 
woman takes her husband out in the evening, she naturally likes 
>n*TY> to make a good appearance in the drawing-room. Every 
boy, therefore, — ear or no ear, voice or no voice, — should be 
taught to sing and play, A slight knowledge of music will be 
found invaluable when the babies wake up in the night. Nothing 
tries a wife’s temper so severely as a lullaby sung out of tune. 

French is a polite acquisition, and a wife always expects her 
husband to be able to iianslate a menu. Great care, however, 
must be exercised in selecting the books to be studied, for there 
is in the literature that no woman would like to think that 
her husband had read. 

Athletics , — On no point is the relation of the sexes so much 
misunderstood as in this connection. There is still quite a general 
belief that women prefer men who can cycle or play tennis with 
them, and many a poor boy have I known overtax his strength 
and ruin his constitution in a vain attempt to keep pace with his 
sisters and their friends. No doubt there are * * gentlemen’s women” 
who amuse themselves by taking boys for a cycle run, but they 


don’t like them in the marrying sense. I have often heard fathers 
say, “ Dear Jack is getting on quite nicely with his bicycle I It 
will be so delightful for him when he is married, for he wm be 
i able to go with his wife on her cycling tours.” I shake my head 
at ihese remarks, for, in all my experience, I have never known 
a wife take her husband touring a second time. When a woman 
rides, she does not want to wait for her husband at all the hills ; 
she wants to go her own pace — ^to be free. Muscle was clearly 
intended to be her monopoly : let not man seek to med^e with 
it. As I said before, his place is the Home, There let him stay. 
He will be far happier darning the socks and making the straw- 
berry jam than straining after his wife on the dusty high road^ 
knowing that with every turn of the wheel he looks more and 
more hot, horrid, freckled, and uncomfortable. 

These remarks of mine may seem, at first sight, simple and 
indeed, obvious ; but I am convinced that they embody a great 
and important truth. If parents will carefully stud^y them, t^y 
will talk less of the decay of marriage ; they will have no dim- 
culty in finding wives for their sons, whom they wiU live to see 
settled in happy homes, with bright, merry families growing up 
about them. 


Whither P 

[“ The Anti-G-ambling League has resolved for the present to discontinue 
its attacks on bookmakers .” — Weekly Fo^er.^ 

Oh ! where is the Anti-Gambling League, 

Oh 1 where, oh 1 where is its fun? 

Has it died at last of fatal fatigue 
Since the Hawke found the pigeon was Dunn? 

Gone to Paradise, p’raps, but there are folk who tell 
That still in tliis world is an A.-G. L. ! 


Quoth an eminent literary man, in the hearing of ’Aeby, ‘‘^Ul 
Geoege Meeedith’s poetry might be republished under one title 
as * Our Georgies,’ ” 

“ Oo ’s * ’Icks ’ ? ” asked ’Abet. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Exteacted from the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of LordSy Monday, March 7. — That 
Bobs could fight the world has long known. 
That he could write it has lately learned. 
That he can speak, and speak in House 


close to seat from which he had risen. 
But what with contemplation of two hundre d 
thousand fighting-men on the North-West 
frontier ; -Mat with admiration of Egbert 
Sandbman' in Baluchistan ; what with 
p^ed reflection on some incidents of Lord 
Eipok’s Yiceroyalty ; and what with the 



Lord Bobs” strays over the Scientific Frontier. 


of Lords, is his latest contribution to the 
knowledge of mankind. This gilded Cham- 
ber is the sepulchre of speech. To-night 
Bobs broke its silence with pleasant, clear, 
well-modulated voice, heard without effort 
in ^ remotest comers. Gestures few, but 
suited to the turn of sentence they empha- 
size.^ A splendid audience both on floor 
and in galleries. Commons fled hither from 
their own House, crowding their gallery, 
throngmg the Bax. & 

‘'Privy Councillors are cheap to-day,” 
said Sark, looking at the unprecedented 
muster before the steps of the Throne. 

A sight and an occasion that would have 
unneived some men of proved pluck. Bobs 
took it as quietly as if it were merely a 
mdden attack by Mongols in the Sapari 
Pa^. Early in his place, which he selected 
on Front Cross Bench, at the remote end 
from that Prince of Wales frequents. 
Neither flustered nor forward, awaited the 
call, “Lord Egberts of Haio) attar,” cried 
the Lord Chaftoellor; and lo ! Bobs was 
there. 

Engrossing interest of speech varied by 
watching consternation of Colville of 
O uLROSS in prospect of Bobs presently 
ndmg hjm down. Before the Front Cross 
Bench lies an open space bounded in front 
by the Table, at which the Clerks cluster: 
on the left, by the bench below Gangway. At 
corner seat of this bench sat Lord Colville; 
a happy position, with the speaker of the 
gening m full view a couple of paces off. 
For first twenty minutes Bobs followed 

ordinary Parliamentary practice of sticking 


spectacle of Eussia, with elbows leaning on 
the Hindoo Kush, staring rudely at blush- 
ing India, Bobs’ blood began to boil. 

Commenced ^ series of nyxrching and 
counter- marching that seemed preliminary 
to a fresh start for EIanlahar. After 
various reconnaissances and feints, the 
object of his march became apparent. He 
bore straight down on the Gangway, at 
corner whereof Lord Colyillb sat. Arrived 
there, he faced about, his rear-guard press- 
ing heavily on the enemy from Culross. 
Colvxlle, the gentlest-mannered peer of 
Parliament, became painfully conscious of 
his own legs. He mmt put them somewhere, 
and their most natural position seemed in 
front of him as he sat. But if he left them 
there, the steady rearward motion of the 
invading force would lead to unpleasant 
consequences. So, with a strategy that 
would have extorted admiration from the 
captor of Umbeyla had his back not been 
.turned, Colyillb slowly swung his limbs 
round till they were landed in safe quar- 
ters in the Gangway. 

Thus Bobs, having dislodged the enemy, 
^ncluded at the comer seat below the 
Gangway the speech he had commenced by 
the Front Cross Bench. 

Business done * — ^Lord Egberts ofKajnha- 
HAR, championing the Forward Policy, 
gets considerably “ forrader.” 

House of Commons, — Haven’t 

seen much of late of the Turbulent 
TomnrsoET. For statesmen of his par- 
frculax bent these be evil days. His 
time comes when good Constitutional- 


ists are in Opposition, faced by Liberals 
with a majority the smaEer the better. 
Then Tomliksoh’s heroic figure swells 
with patriotic passion. At briefest notice 
he is good for an^hour’s talk ; more if it be 
needed to hamper public business fallen 
for awhile into hands of men of Belial. 
With Conservative Ministry in, backed by 
overwhelming ma j ority , Tomliksobt’s occu- 
pation is gone, The^ voice of Preston that 
once through Westminster’s halls the sound 
of discord raised, is now mute as Ireland’s 


.at Tomlikson acutely feels is that 
whilst he, a lo^ral Ministerialist, must per- 
force remain silent when so much might 
be said, his colleague, ex-Private Haottjrt, 
has not only got his stripes, but pay 
amounting to £1,500 a year. More pre- 
cious stiU, he enjoys, as to-night, the pri- 
vilege of occasionally standing at table 
and in Ministerial capacity making 
speech. 

Probably it was this crowning incident 
that wrought Tomliksok beyond verge of 
endurance of his vow of silence. Howbeit 
he broke it. At commencement of sitting 
House seemed foredoomed to customary 
Tuesday count-out. But among notices of 
motion was one raising question of griev- 
ances of Government wori^en. Work- 
men in Government employ and elsewWe 
have votes. Wouldn’t do to ignore their 
claim to be heard. S. Woods, in charge of 
motion, had little diflficulty in engaging 
attendance of quorum. Confidently awaited 
his turn. There are more ways of killing 
a hen than wringing its neck. Business 
must needs close at midnight. If talk 
kept up on preliminary subjects, motion 
about workmen, inconvenient to a Govern- 
ment that doesn’t like to say “No,” and 
can’t in this particular case say “Yes,” 
might be shunted. 

This was Tomlinson’s opportunity. 
With cunning of old Parliamentary hand, 
got himself immeshed in trawling-net 
dragged by Scotch Members along Moray 
Firth. Floundered with prodigious per- 



Ex-Priyate Hanbury guariing'the Treasury. 


tenacity. Workmen’s friends moved clo- 
sure; defeated on a division; Tomlinson 
tap turned on again ; British workman 
washed clean out of House. 

Business done * — Seven hours* miscel- 
laneous talk leading nowhither. 

Thursday , — ^This afternoon’s papers flame 
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lUirSTRATIONS TO THE “VTOAB OE WAFRETELB.” 


She, “ Oh, how charming ! I just love the Vicar of Wakefield ! Don’t you, 
Reggie ? ” 

Se. “Ah, yes, offly good— what’s his name ?—um— Irving at— br— Lyceum, and 
— — {^with grmt effort qf memory ) — “ Ellen Terry as — as Nange Oldfield,** 

She, “Yes ; but I mean the Book. You ’ve read it, haven’t you?” 

He, “No; couldn’t read the Book. I ’m so offly bored by Dick’ns!” 


March 19, 1898.] 

intelligence that Russia is going to spend 
nine and a half millions on building war- 
ships. This evening, standing at table of 
House of Commons, an elderly gentleman, 
decently dressed in black, who looks more 
like a City merchant than a sea-dog, quietly 
makes a few proposals with respect to 
British Navy involving an expenditure on 
the current year of twenty-five and a half 
milb'ons. 

Colossal 1 ” Lord High Admiral Jokim 
calls it. 

Prodigious! echoes Dominie Sampson 
TJ. Kay-Suttlbworth from Front Bench 
opposite. 

House representing British taxpayer 
made no particular bones about the busi- 
ness. If the money was wanted for safety 
and honour of the Empire, there it V'as, 
with plentv more where it came from. An 
epoch night in history of Nation and 
Navy. Never before in time of peace had 
such preparation for war been forward. As 
Jokim mentioned, twenty-six years ago, 
standing at the verv same place, then, as 
now, First Lord of the Admiralty, ne lad 
proposed Navy Estimates for the year. 
Thev footed up to nine and a half millions 
sterling, and were thought pretty high. 
To-day, they are twice and a half as much, 
an increase piled up on steadily growing 
expenditure during the last ten years. 

Actual result is possession of a fleet more 
than equal to the strength of any probable 
combination of Foreign Powers. In a fine 
phrase, Jokim hit off situation. In addi- 
tion to the Channel Sauadron, we have tbe 
Australian Squadron, the Indian Squadron, 
the Cane Squadron, and the China Squad- 
ron, always, in all circumstances, in full 
force, at their appointed posts. As for the 
wide water-ways of the Western Hemi- 
sphere, “ we,” said Jokim, have squadrons 
where other nations have isolated^ ships.” 

This is magnificent ; if need be,^ it is war. 
Notable and admirable feature in night’s 
proceedings was total absence of cock- 
crowing. Just plain business talk.^ 

Business done , — Got into Committee on 
Navy Estimates, 

Friday , — The Member for Sark still 



The New Leader of the "Welsh Party. 
‘ (Mr. Alf-d Th-m-s.) 


chuckling over telegram from Governor of 
Bombay, triumphantly read by Georgie 
Hamilton the other night, twenty-four 


hours precedent to news that Bombay was 
in revolt, troops called out. 

“In case of rumours of serious unrest 
among Mahommedans at Bombay,” so the 
telegram ran, “they are untrue.” 

“ In its terse literary style,” says Sark, 
“it reminds me of a message I once re- 
ceived from a local shoemaker, who oo-n- 
ceived the idea that a lady member of the 
household was unduly exigeant in the 
matter of fit. * Thanking you for parst 
favours,’ wrote my shoemaker, on a 
crumpled sheet of paper smelling vilely of 
dubbin, ‘I decline to do any more.| ” 

Business done , — ^Vote for Men in Navy 
Estimates earned. 

The Dear Things. 

He, You know Jones’s wife, an old 
schoolfellow of yours; tell me, is she 
musical ? 

She (her dearest friend), I should say 
decidedly not, or she wouldn’t be so* fond 
of hearing the sound of her own voice. 


TO OLD NILUS. 

A “ Labourer's Song^* to be chawfited by Messrs, 
John Aird & Co. {from Beaumont and 
Fletcher^ “ The False Onef Act /XT., Sc, 4). 

“ Comb, let us help the reverend Nile, 
He’s very old (alas! the while). 

Let us dig him easie wayes, 

And prepare a thousand Playes ; 

• This way let his curling Heads 
Fall into our new-made Beds. 

How he tumbles here amain 1 
This way profit comes and gain 1 ” 


Very Racy- 

Q, When a parent gives his son the 
“ straight tip ” about a race, what vegetable 
does he recall to one’s mind ? 

A, Pa (’s)-snip, of course. 

The most olosely-paokbd Part of the 
House of Commons. — The Press Gallery. 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 

A Cavalier is reminded by the uprising of the Golden Crocm of the sums 
squandered by him in Love and Money on a false Mistress, 

Faintly, oh 1 so faintly, the Spring begins to wake ; 

She is at hand. 

Faintly, oh I so faintly, the buds are fain to break 
In Crocus Land. 

Gently, oh 1 so gently, the grass is growing green 
At her command. 

Gently, oh 1 so gently, the long-lost What-has-been 
Is changed in Crocus Land. 

Sweetly, oh I so sweetly, the birds in concert sing, 

And understand 

Sweetly, oh ! so sweetly, the joy of coming Spring 
Throughout the land. 

Strongly, oh ! so strongly, the sap runs up the tree 
By brave winds fanned. 

Strongly, oh ! so strongly, your face comes back to me 
Unchanged in Crocus Land ! 

Sadly, oh ! so sadly, I look upon the Past, 

Once deodand ; 

Sadly, oh ! so sadly, e’en though it did not last 
In Crocus Land. 

Humbly, oh 1 so humbly, the snowdrop rose to smile 
All hand in hand ; 

Humbly, oh ! so humbly, I, like them, drooped awhile 
Abashed in Crocus Land. 

Proudly, oh 1 so proudly, I made myseV your slave, 

Least of your band. 

Proudly, oh ! so proudly, you heard me madly rave 
In Lost-Time Land. 

Weakly, oh I so weakly, I pen these fragile lines, 

Myself unmanned. 

Dearly, oh 1 so dearly, I bought the yellow mines 
That were in Crocus Land. 

You understand i 
Gold raged in Crocus Land ! 


SAGACITY. 

“Anything wrong wi’ the Sow, Johnnie?’* 

“ Ko. She always shams sick o’ Fair Days 1’* 


OPR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Zola tmdesignedly, but not the less effectively, has savagely 
revenged himself for the cowardly indignities done to him by 
Paris. As the prison doors close behind him, he flings in^ the 
face of the city a book ruthlessly recording its baseness, political, 
financial, social. Farts, of which Chatto and Wdndtts publish 
a remarkably cheap edition, is not a pleasant book. The 
only ray of sunHght struggling through the thick cloud of its 
sordidness is found in the old Legitimists, the Co/ntesse de Quinsac 
and the Marquis de MoHgny, seated in loving, hopeless com- 
panionship in the faded drawing-room. Even this is a wateiy 
'beam, not sufficient to lighten the dank darkness. Beside them 
my Baronite reviews the multitudinous personages of the story, 
and ^ds none good, no, not one. Lust, avarice, robbery, blas- 
phemy, murder, anarchy, and other nameless iniquities are, if 
Zola is to be trusted, integral and accustomed parts of the daily life 
of Paris. It is easy to imagine that the book would be even more 
terrible read in the native tongue. The translator has managed 
to invest it with a certain subtle flatness that tends to make its 
more stupendous passages a little comic. There is one defect 
that the printer’s boy, carrymg to and fro the proofs, might be 
expected to have delivered the reader from. When a French story- 
teller wants to inhale breath, he mechanically fills up the time by 
writing Cependard, That is well enough in French. Faithfully 
translated, and spattered about English sentences, it becomes 
finally iriitating. To say that in the 488 pages of Mr. Yize- 
telly’s translation of Faris the iutrinsically mean, practically 
useless, word “however” appears a thousand times, is a stu- 
diously moderate computation. The Bahon de B.-W. 


A Question of Reciprocitt. — ^M, Viand, a French chemist, 
proposes to impart iron tonics to vegetables. Is this a return 
for the strengthening qualities given by vegetables to Viand(e) ? 



75 ' 


Tommy {whose FatTier has promised to Utke him (d)road when he grows 
up and gains a Scholarship), “When I grow big, my Father is 
GOING TO take MB ROUND THE WORLD IN A SCHOLARSHIP I ” 



“Tail like a Sbavins-betoh ? "Well, rou ought to know. It ’s the only paet or him you ’ee likely to see 

Hounds are running! " 


A LASTING "BENEFIT” SUGGESTIONS FOE ANY CHAETTABLB OELEBEITT IN 

Op course the Nell Gtvtn, beg pardon, the Nell Barren WANT OP EMPLOYMENT. 

Benefit last Thursday was an immense success. The result, over fir-^T 4 x i 

£6,000, topping all other benefits, has this exceptional character, {Mtght]?erham he tmful to Sir S. B-noe-et.) 

■vdz., that the sum of money cannot be frittered away, but, by !• Assist in Arctic Expedition and give readings from The 
the generosity of the house of Eothschild, and by their admi- Oricket on the Hearth at the North Pole. I 

rably devised financial arrangements for dealing with this fund, 2. Become an M.P. 
l^ss Nellie Parren will receive a handsome income during her S© appointed Governor of Crete. 

Hfe-time, and, at her decease, £1,000 of the capital will go to 4. Become a member of the L. C. 0. 

the endowment of a cot for the children of actors and actresses, Give readings from Great Expectations on behalf of the West 
and another £1,000 vrill be divided between the Boyal General Indian Sugar Industries. 

Theatrical and the Actors’ Benevolent Pund, the reTnaiuder being Obtain the office of “ Header” at the Temple. 

for her family. Isn’t this a distribution just after the heart of Beam violin and give Joachim points. 

that other Nell, the Patroness of Chelsea Hospital P Most sin- 8. Coach the University crews (both or either) for next year. 

cerely do we congratulate Miss Net j^-nR Parren on having . Oo out on a reading expedition of Liokens’s works with 

trustees and advisers so wise and generous. And now, once view to pacifying the disaffected tribes on "^e Western Tndig.-^ 

more to quote dear old Eip. we say, “ May she live lone and frontier. 

brosber ! ” 10. Ditto in the Soudan. 

11. Study bil^rds, and play Egberts (not ARTMUJtt) a 5,000 

VTVA vnPTH T 7 "VATvr ^ piooeeds to go to any charitable object. 

VIVA VOCE rK M . 12. Go up in a balloon and come down (handsomely) ior any 

(During Boating-term Time when Boating Terms are aloui,) charitable object. 

Emmin&t. Translate '‘Awn sacra fames 1^ Bide the Derby vrinner. Grand Stand money to be given 

Examinee. Sacra fames, the confounded anxiety of getting, this occasion to some benevolent obje^^^ ^ 

“ Awn,” an oar when you ’ve lost it. Gh.ve Enghsh readings, of Latin Classics, at public schools* 

Bxcmmer. Supposing you woto confronted by a person to proceeds to go towards purchasing a 
whom you write to politely avoid speaking, bow would you readings of the barometer at Crystal Palace, 

signify the same in true boatman-like fashion ? C power to add to their nvmler. 

j^Examinee. I should look stem and bow at the same time. 

r.m vs,., . Oh ‘‘Greek DmBPETOENOE” (5y Owr Opew-mtwded: and C)w«- 

xHEPifth Cursal Prebendal Stall m St. David’s Cathedral” ^oken Schoolboy). — “I’m all for ‘Greek Independence!’ That 
sounds hke the name of a place in the cathedral from which the is, I mean, ‘Independence of Greek.’ Let us be independent of 
coTYiTninatory sentences in the Ash Wednesday service might have Greek! Who wants it anywhere, except he be a churchman or a 
been read. historian ? And even then he can pay for translations.” 


TOfU COOT. 
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DARBY JONES ON THE GRAND NATIONAL 

Honoubed Sir, — There are nowadays 
many B!igh-Priced Contests on the Flat 
whidh have in a measure diTninished such 
great Classic Events as the Guineas, the 
Derby, and the Leger. But no enterpris- 
ing Manager of a Gate-money Meeting has 
ever succeeded in tarnishing the hall- 
marked popularity of the Blue-Ribbon 
Cross-Country battle at iintree. There 
is only one Grand National Steeplechase, 
just as there is only one Oxford and Cam- 
bridge Boat-race, one Eton and Harrow 
cricket match, -and one ^Yarsjity ditto. 
There is not a lot of “ Fiddle Faddle ” with 
regard to ‘‘tests,*’ as has been the case 
over the substantial trouncings ^ which 
Messrs. Stoddabt & Co. have received in 
the land of the limber kangaroo. No, Sir, 
an owner lays himself out to win the 
famous Liverpool prize, and if he be not 
successful, he must reckon on putting an- 
other twelve months between the Present 
and the Future of his Ambition. 

Perhaps the luckiest and pluckiest of 
cavaliers was Lord Manners, when he de- 
liberately announced that he meant to cap- 
ture the Stakes at first time of asking, and 
did SO', being himself in the pigslnn on 
Seaman. He was, I have been informed 
by noble patrons, known as “Hoppy” at 
Eton Colley. He certainly hopped over 
the twigs in fine style on the occasion 
referred to. But, on the other hand, there 
are Ardent riders, who never attain the 
Wished-for Goal. Year after year they 
turn up, resolved to put the winning 
bracket to their names ; but the ill-omened 
jade, Bad-Luck, is the animal on which 
they are invariably mounted. They are 
nevertheless a fearless cut-and-come-again 
tribe, and, after defeat, generally console 
themselvels with the statement, “Well, 
poor George Fordham didn’t carry off the 
Derby till he had ^ven up aE idea of 
winuTTig it.” All Philosophers do not live 
in tubs ; a great many are more familiar 
with stable-buckets. One thing is certain, 
that a rider on the Liverpool course can no 
more take Eberties with the obstacles than 
can President EIrtiger with the Right 
Hon, Joseph Chamberlain. When some of 
the Sandown Park heroes get on to the Lan- 
cashire Arena, they feel, as the lamented 
“ Roddy ” Owen once observed, “ like 
fitting cocks who don’t know their spurs 
from their toes.” Oh 1 it’s a grand stretch 
of country, and some of the Dot-and-go- 
one Negotiators of the same would be none 
the worse for an ounce or two of Cobbler’s 
Wax on the saddle. Yet again, a first-rate 
horseman may, after four-fifths of the 
journey have been accomplished, come a 
Cruel Cropper through no faiEt of his, just 
as he is about to rush into the outstretdied 
Arms of Victory, simply and solely because 
some exhausted Quadruped may swerve, 
collapse, and cause the Ruin of itself and 
its immediate follower. And sometimes, 
honoured Sir, nocturnal Turtle Soup and 
Punch, for which, in conjunction with 
Ocean Liners and Ready-made Garments, 
Liverpool is so justly celebrated, have 
something to do with subsequent disaster. 

But a truce to disquisitions on Cause 
and Effect 1 Let me endeavour to solve the 
Rebus of the Day ; no light matter, I can 
assure you and my clients. I make no 
doubt, honoured Sir, that you have read 
of, in your time, and possibly seen, Pro- 
phetesses who under Mesmeric Influence 
have been privEeged to peer into the 
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BLUE FEVER. 

Vidit^r {jsfier a long discourse on the virtues^of Temperance), *‘I ’m glad to see a little 
Boy here wearing the Blue Ribbon. That ’s a good little Fellow ! Persbveee in 

YOUR GOOD ” 

Billie Groggins. ‘‘PLEASE, SiR, I 'm EoxFomT 


Unfolded What-must-be. Sufdce it to say, 
for my lips are padlocked, that I have 
lately been introduced to one of these 
Fascinating Personages. Her name, 
simple but convincing, is Maria, and I 
i^e bold to ask her to elucidate the 
Liverpool Mystery. As a Minor Poet, I 
venture to versify her reply : — 

Oh, beware of the But hard to crack ! 

That ’s what Maria whispered to me ! 

For a ** shop ” Lift Aloft you may back. 

That’s what Marla, whispered to me ! 

The good Troclafiiatioti ma^^iap you mayn’t see, 

Or the Barlcallcur^s name in the placed 1, 2, 3, 
But the Glove and the Bassage should runners-up 
be, , 

While Earry the Buss shows the way to each 
« gee.” 

That ’s what M ARU whispered to me. 


Trusting that Mahta has enabled me to 
give the ri^t B-ward (jokelet copyright 
together with Title of Ballad) , I remain. 
Sir, Your expectant Vates, 

Dabby Jones. 

P.S. — Kindly address your customai^ 
Honorarium to the General Post Office, 
Manchester, as I regret to say that ybnr 
parsimonious conduct of last year has 
ruined my reputation at certain Liverpool 
Hotels. ' 

[We are at a loss to know what D. J. means by 
his postscript, unless he refers to certain accounts, 
mamly for champagne and cigars, which we did 
return to liverpool, not having authorised him to 
pledge our credit. liverpudlians, keep your eye 
onD. J.I-Ed.] 



RESEARCHES IN ANCIENT SPORTS. 

A LITTLE SPISr ^T X SKA.TING EiNK, 


LITEEAET TOUTS., 

I. — ^Plain 'Words with a Blttb. 

Iw view of the approaching contest be- 
tween the rival wearers of the coerulean, a 
representative of the Chronic Adviser ex- 
tended the privilege of an interview to a 
delegate from one of the antagonistic fac- 
tions. It was with No. 22a of the Oxfcah 
crew that he entered into conversation, 
at the exact moment when Ihat stalwart 
young figure was sfceppi^ into his craft 
preparatory to indulging in a spin between 
bridges. It may bo of interest to mention 
that he stands 6.10§- in his shooting-boots, 
while in his Turki^ Bath he weighs 12 
stone, 10.3 lbs., the last decimal repeating 
when his lungs are extended to their full 
capacity. 

And what are your plans with regard to 
the great event?” inquired the Chronic 
Adviser man. 

"Our primary purpose,” replied the 
young oarsman, with a singularly courteous 
and xmaffected intonation, “ is to anticipate 
our rivals at the winning-post. All other 
considerations pale before this. As to the 
exact margin by which we gain the judge’s 
^rdict, we are not equally fastidious. 
No, you are quite wrong about the toast- 
smd-water theory. We have jam for 
breakfast twice a week and meat on Sun- 
days. I say nothing of iced pud^ng after 
a full course on the flood.” 

“Does not the time hang heavy upon 
you in your enforced retirement from aca/- 
demical pursuits ? ” 

A frank smile flitted across the open 
countenance of No. 22a. " Well,” he said, 
of course we miss that indefinable atmos- 
phere which plays round the presence of 
the college tutor; but we make shift to 
survive without it. We have a sharp game 
of croquet on the back-lawn before break- 
f^t. Then, in the intervals of negotiating 
the course, we try to improve ourselves by 
reading the critioisins in your Chronic 
Adviser, do not blush,” he added, 

r^ssunngly. «We like to know how 
others see us. It is Iso difiBcult to judge 
for oneself, in a boat where nearly every 


one has his back turned to somebody else. 
Proximity, again, destroys the perspec- 
tive. Then we have a little round of 
Poker or Loo to steady ourselves before 
dinner ; and after dinner our coach, the 
MoFlbtch, gives us readings from Brown- 
ing. Then we go to sleep.” 

“ Mens Sana in corpore sano, eh ? ” 

“You have hit it exactly in Homer’s 
words. But, in reply to the question which 
you are going to ask, oh ! yes, we are on 
the friendliest terms with our so-called 
opponents. We often go- and stay at one 
another’s houses, borrow one another’s 
flannels, and occasionally exchange cox- 
swains. Ah! to be sure, you want to 
know about the coxswains — how we 
manage to keep them so small? Well, 
between you and me and the tiller, it’s 
gin that does it; gin and blood-letting. 
Our man goes to bed every night with 
a leech on^ each calf, and two on the 
bulge of his biceps. But of course, if 
a cox. is in hopeless love, that’s the best 
emaciator. How does Horace put it ? 0 
Quam me macerat , Susanna proterva ! ” 
(Murmurs of recognition from the Chronic 
Adviser man.) “But,” added No. 22a, 
“this system has its drawbacks. At times 
it tends to distract them from their duties. 
I have known a cox. take his crew through 
the wrong arch of Hammersmith Bridge 
simply because he saw his False Love wav- 
ing a parasol of the wrong tint from the 
summit of that structure.” 

“I suppose you are very strict about 
keeping regulations when actually in the 
boat ? ” 

“Particularly so during the race. All 
conversation, even the most pleasantly 
humorous, is discouraged. I do not, of 
course, include under this head those inter- 
changes of courtesy which are common 
between the rival helmsmen when each is 
trying to bore the other on to the “ flats,” 
or one of the adjacent banks. In these cir- 
cumstances a lot of latitude is allo-wed— 
and employed. But they always embrace 
with tears later on at Mortlake. '\’^at I 
rather mean is that we discountenance the 
natural tendency of the active members of 
the crew to comment upon the whereabouts 


of the enemy, or the relative magnitude 
of the crowds as compared with former 
years.” 

“ I think I am right in saying that you 
have taken part in this little affair on a 
previous occasion ? What, if it is not rude 
to ask, are your feelings during the con- 
test?” 

“As far as Harrod’s Chimney,” he re- 
plied, with an evident straining after truth- 
fulness, “I remarked to myself what a 
splendid exercise rowing was for the de- 
velopment of a perfect physique. From 
there to Thomycroft’s I regarded it as an 
overrated amusement. All along Chiswick 
Eyot I overheard myself saying the Kings 
of Israel backward. By Barnes Bridge 1 
remembered that I had forgotten to wind 
my watch up the night before, and wanted 
to get out and rectify the omission. From 
there to the finish my past career went in 
rapid review before' my partially-closed 
eyes. No, I do not think that the necessity 
of getting an appetite for the subsequent 
banquet by good hard work is ever a 
strongly actuating influence during the 
race. I say this after taking the consensus 
of a large body of old University oarsmen, 
many of them bishops and members of the 
Stock Exchange.” 

“I would thank you to give me your 
opinion about staleness. It is, I under- 
stand, an undesirable condition.” 

“Frankly, you are right. And it is 
peculiarly deplorable on the day of the 
race. When you see men strip at the 
stake-boat with evident lassitude, or^ other 
signs of ennui^ it is most discouraging to 
iheir well-wishers. Nothing can be more 
intolerably boring that a four-mile course 
when your heart is not in the work. The 
sameness of things, the similarity of one 
stroke to another, reiterated as they are 
through an appreciable fraction of an hour, 
ren^ds one of that continual dropping 
which a person in the Pentateuch — ^was it 
not ? — ^80 strongly deprecated.” 

One more word. Do you consider that 
weight tells in the long run ? ” 

“ Mere towage, though always a source 
of dignity, is not so important as is popu- 
larly supposed. What you want is more 
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horse-power to your elbow. Remember 
that the crew, if they are good watermen, 
are always inside the boat : they do not 
propel it, so to speak, exoterically. Yon 
follow me ? Consequently, a child may see 
that they, as well as the boat, have some- 
how to be conveyed to their destination. 
If, therefore, you could get a crew ^ whose 
weight might be neglected,’ but possessed 
of an elephantine power of propulsion, it 
should go far towards doing a peerless 
performance. And now,” he concluded, 
“ for my colleagues grow restless, and the 
winged curses of my coach are already 
audible through the medium of the phono- 
blast, you will please release me from 
further inquisition.’’ And jauntily assum- 
ing his seat on No, 22a thwart, and waving 
his lily hand, the Oxtab craft slipped away 
at the rate of 9i strokes in the first 15^ 
seconds, and 35J for the complete revolu- 
tion of the stop-chronometer. 

SPORTIYE SONGS. 

J GentlcTnan, well strieken in years, 'visits a spot 
where he had, in his youth, a love passage with 
a fair French lady, 

SoMEWHEKB down in the good South-West, 
Where England kisses her Channel Sea, 
Where the wave may tumble with frothy 
crest. 

Or laugh like a lady with rippling glee, 
Where the storm-fiend sweeps with a bittei 
laugh 

On the rolling platform, when sunbeams 
dance, 

Ajid scatters the sand from the seaweed 
chaff, 

I stand on the cliff and I look to France I 

Somewhere down in the good South-West. 
Where the air is fragrant with scent or 
pine, 

That of all scent is richest, best, 

The reek of the drippi^ turpentine 1 
Think me not vulgar to- sing its praise, 

Nor at my threnody look askance, 

It was dearest to both in the bygone days — 
We stood on the cliff and we looked to 
France 1 





‘‘ESTO PERPETUA.” 

“’TJllo, Swipes, wot’s the matter? Goin* to a Funeral?” 

“ No ! Got this by the Hour, and I ’m tirino oe him out I ” 


Somewhere down in the good South-West, 
When the fir-trees bend to the throbbing 
sea., 

Truth has the words and Time has the test 
Of the vows that were spoken once to me. 
I was so happy and you so kind 
(Here I can picture your ev’ry glance !) 
But Truth, if not Time, is now left behind — 
I stand on the cliff and I look to France ! 

I stand on the cliff and I look to France, 
To the country, whence your fair presence 
came, 

When the throw of a die could give Life’s 
chance 

To win all we asked for in Fortune’s 
name. 

But the picture is blurred in the good 
South-West, 

I know that I lost my one only chance ; — 
I ’m a grandpapa now without zeal or zest, 
And you my equivalent, love, in France l 

Suggestion eob^ the TJniyersities. — 
To confer on distinguished astronomers 
** hororary degrees.” 

How TO EEEECTUALLT SILENCE AN 

Enemt. — ^Why, with a **dum dum” bullet, 
of^oourse. 


CONCERNING THE L. C. C. 

Before the Flection, 

Brown. Well met. Smith; but I am 
afraid I can’t spare y<'u a moment. I have 
a most important appointment. 

Smith. And I, too. Brown. I suppose 
you are thinking of the L. C. C. election ? 

B. Of course. Every ratepayer should 
regard it as of the greatest moment. 

S. But do you think it matters much 
which party is in power — ^from a ratepayer’s 
point of view ? 

B, But principle, Smith, is everything — 
I repeat, everything! 

/S. Cert^ly ; but economy is worthy of 
consideration. 

B. Undoubtedly; but economy can be 
carried too far. It never should obscure 
principle. 

S. I forget ycur side, but can you sketch 
your policy ? 

B, Well, it is rather complicated, but 
the broad principle is, do what ’s right. And 
you, who are opposed to me, what is your 
policy . 

S. Also a little mysterious, but I thmk I 
can safely say, avoid doing wrong. 

B, But surely you have a better expla- 
nation than that ? 


S. Well, no. To tell the truth, I have 
not had time to go into the matter very 
deeply. But perhaps you have had more 
leisure ? 

B. Not at all. My impressions are much 
the same as yours. But I must be off at 
once. Can’t wait any longer. I am going 
to the poll. 

S. And so am I. 

UExeunt severally to vote for Twiddledum 
and Twiddledee. 

After the Flection. 

B. Well met. Smith. So your side won? 

S. Did it ? I have been so busy that I 
have scarcely noticed anything. But I 
can’t stay talking to you or any one else, 
as I have an important engagement. If 1 
don’t keep it I shall get into trouble. 

B. And so shall I, for I have an appoint- 
ment, too. By the way, in spite of your 
side’s victory, the expenditure is as heavy 
as usual. 

S. Of course. Always is. Hang the 
L. C. C. ! 

B. Certainly, Smith. Every one can 
agree on that point. Hang the L, C. 0. 1 
Amd now good-bye — must be off. 

S And I, too. 

IFxeunt severally to settle with the rate- 
collector. 
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sion. Yes, it certainly was a triumpli for 
the Cam. A well-fonght fight from Putney 
to Barnes. There ’was little to choose 
between the rivals, but as the signal was 
given all England — ^nay, all the world — 
bmew that the laurel wreath was to the 
Athletes of the Azure. 

And so it ended. Well may those who 
love “ the House ” or can boast of “ Uny,” 
cheer to the echo. Well may they shout 
for Oxford — grand old Oxford. The battle 
is over, and the dark blue flag once again 
appears above the other on the piers of 
the Thames Conservancy. Well may Tri- 
nity and the Hall be proud of their achiev- 
ments. Well may they toast the Granta 
and cheer the A. D. C. Cambridge is her- 
self again. She has wrested back from the 
grasp of her rival the supremacy of the 
river. Three cheers, then, for Cambridge, 
the Queen of the Thames 1 

And certainly the victory is a popular 
one. Oxford has always been the favourite 
of the Londoner. The Cockney loves the 
deeper hue. Yes, indeed, the result of the 
contest was applauded to the echo. Those 
who live within sound of Bow Bells have 
no ears save for the murmur of the Cam. 

One word more. There is no doubt that, 
on this as on all other occasions, the best 
men have won. No doubt it may be argued 
that faulty steering influenced the result. 
It may be even suggested that the losing 
eight lost because the crew were badly 
placed. The stroke should have been else- 
where, to make room for a more deserving 
colleague. But no, all such ideas are ridi- 
culous. Say what you wiU, the victory has 
gone to the better — ^that better which is 
also known as the best. 

[Covering letter accompanying the above. 
— ^Dbab Editor. — ^You see, as you are out 
before the result of the boat-race is known, 
I have done an article which is capable of 
a double interpretation. Whichever side 
comes in first you can point to appropriate 
applause. Ask your readers to delete for 
themselves the superfluous passages. The 
final paragraph will do for either side. You 
comprehend ? Yours to the death. 
Your Boating Contbibutor. 

Note frorh the Editor. — Communication 
used. The Public, having gone through 
the preliminary of paying their money, are 
now invited to exercise the right of making 
.a choice.] 


The Lodger. ‘^Oh, Mrs. Baker, jxjst take the chill ofe this Bottle of Claret 

BEFORE YOU DECANT IT, WILL YOU ? ” 

The Landlady [hridling). “Yes, Sir, I ’ope I knows ’ow Gentlemen likes their 
Wine. My pore ’Usband— an Orfioer in the Army ’e was— ’e never drunk nothink 
exceptin’ Champagne, an’ always ’ad it warmed fust ! ” 


THE RACE IN ADVANCE. 

* '(An Article satisfying the Exigencies of the 
' Situation.) 

Saturday, March 26, opened with the 
sun sbining, the birds singing, and aU na- 
ture rejoicing in the approach of Spring. 
The day was dull and bleak, and the 
wintry wind swept the reaches of the rivei 
from shore to ^ore hke the lash of the 
storm-fiend. The ladies were clad in the 
li^test raiment ; muslin and chiffon ruled 
supreme; and many a dainty complexion 
was saved from the sultry rays of the God 
of Day by the lace-covered en4out~cas. 
Furaand umbrellas were much in evidence, 
and the male sex was in large preponder- 


ance. Such was the scene on the banks. On 
the river its, elf were crowds of every de- 
scription, from the craft of yesterday to the 
skiff of the day after to-morrow. Father 
Thames never looked brighter — he was en- 
joying his holiday. It. was natural, indeed, 
that the great silent highway should be all 
but deseited in such weather. What plea- 
sure could be obtained in sleet and snow ? 
The mighty audience that usually acclaimed 
the rival crews was conspicuous by its 
absence. 

Who does not know the scene of the 
race? It has been told by a score of 
tongue®, and the contest of 1898 differed in 
nothing essential from its predecessors. 
The dark blues led from start to -finish, and 
reduced the trial of strength to a proces- 


EVOLUTION. 

Once you timidly would flee 
At the very sight of me, 

Pretty Chlob, 

Then you learnt my gaze to woo, 

As your .courage bolder grew, 

And your smart apparel, too, 

Yet more showy. 

Then came rational attire; 

Traits you aped that once with ire 
You’d disparage; 

You, once at my pipe irate, 

Learned to smoke yourself of late ; 

Now you want a separate 
Smoking carriage. 

Since then, Chloe, habits free 
You affect now that in me 
Once annoyed you, 

And your "progress I disdain, 

Would that you your boon could gain — 
So at least I in the train 
Might avoid you. 
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IN THE MOVEMENT. 

Afhleta. “I want to see one of those "Wagnee Ctcles people 

ABE TALKING- ABOUT, AND, IF I LIKE IT, I *1L SUBSCRIBE,” 

OUR BOOKING-OmCE. 

Tct reading world, more particularly tliose interested in politi- 
mstoiy at the commencement of tiie century, have reason to 
oe thankful that Lady Gregory was finally induced to sample 
“large iron-clamped leather-covered box 
^ L>oole, It bore the inscription “ Correspondence of the Right 
;tton. William Gregory, 1813—1835.” The Right Hon. 

• g^l^^ather of Lady Gregory’s husband, was for 

eighte^ of those years Under-Secretary for Ireland. In that 
cap^ity he came in personal contact or correspondence with most 
ot the statesmen of the day. Has letters to them and theirs to 
him, hidden away for more than half a century in this old box, 
toow vivid side-lights on the history of the time. In Mr, 
Letter-Box (Smith, Elder) we see in considerable 
detail how bitter was the opposition that barred the way to 
Catholic Emancipation. It also becomes apparent, the more 
GHectually since it certainly was not Mr. Gregory’s intention 
to make the disclosure, how at that time Ireland was farmed by, 
T personal and pecuniary advantage of Englishmen, 

XT®® pages my Baronite catches glimpses of Lord Talbot, 
toe Marquis of Wellesley and Lord Anglesea, in succession 
Viceroys ; of Mr. OANiONrG, Mr. GouLBURir, Mr. Latmtr, some day 
to become Lord Melbourne; Lord Liverpool, O’Connell, 
oHpjL, and Sir Robert Peel. There is a good deal about this 
last, dealmg with the time when he was Chief Secretary, perhaps 
the least iLln-minated portion of Peel’s life. The old leather-box 
givmg up the ghost of its contents, proves afresh how ^ ^ 

'Whaterer records leap to light 
He never shall be shamed. 

At the Chief Secretary’s Lodge, as in after years in Downing 
Street, Sir Robert Peel was jJways the same — honest, impertur- 
bable, implacable, moved only by a sense of duty, not to be 
turned aside from its path either by threats or cajolery, 

^Tom Mr. Anthony Hope’s Simon Dale (METiiuiaN) it is made 


to appear that Has Gracious Majesty Charles the Second and 
his contemporary Gracious Majesty Ring Louis of Erance were 
mere amateurs in a repulsive trade which, in this matter-of-fact 
and highly moral ‘‘so-called” nineteenth century, would have 
landed them (had they not been royalties) and their agents (who 
would of course have been disowned by their employers) in the 
dock at Bow Street or in the nearest police-court. Tem^ora 
mutantury and it was a reactionary period after the overstrained 
Puritanism of Old Noll. Mr. Anthony Hope crowds his can- 
vass, but contrives to sustain the reader’s interest in his hero, 
who is a bit of a fool, and in his heroine, who in some respects 
may call to mind Thackeray’s Beatrice^ and Sir Walter’s 
Alice^^ in Woodstock, Xet the author conixives to touch us by 
working on our sneaking kindness towards the vulgar orange- 
girl, Duchess of St. Albans, the very human and soft-hearted 
Nell Gwynne, “the Protestant (word unmentionable to ears 
polite),” as it is historically recorded she styled herself when 
facing the mob. In this fancy portrait* of Nell is the pith of the 
book. It is the glorification of Nell and not tiie fortunes of 
Simon and Barhara that will “ catch on.” There are not a few 
striiungty melo-dramatic situations, of which the most daringly- 
devised is when, at their wits’ end in a boat, Simon parts with a 
LouiSi and is thereby reduced to his last guinea. But ihe pret- 
tiest and most touchmg passage in the whole book is to be found 
in the commencement of the last chapter ; and fully to appreciate 
this, it is essential to read the whole romance from begTaning to 
end,says The Baron db B,-W. 

SONGS POE THE NATION. 

have had a considerable share in framing my country’s laws, which, 
indeed, is no mean privilege, yet I should esteem it a still greater privilege if 
I had been permitted to add to the number of her songs.” — Gladstone, 

One of the blessings of an advanced civilisation is the “nigger” 
song. To write an efficient “nigger” song, take the word “coon,” 
repeat it a good many times, combine it with “ honey,” add the 
moon and stars, and spell to taste. “Alabama,” “Mississippi,” 
“Carolina,” “banjo,” and about twenty other words may be used 
as local colouring. My present specimen is put forward in the 
hope that some inspired musician may Rouse the Great Heart of 
the Nation through its humble instrumentality. 

I A “COON” AND “HONEY” SONG. 

I. 

Oh I honey, all the skeeters is asleep, 

Am yo’ sleepin’ ? 

Say, honey, ail de stars begin to peep. 

Am yo’ peepin’ ? 

If yo’ flash on me, Belinder, yo’re illuminatin’ eye. 

To’ will cook me to a cinder, I shall wither up an’ die — 

Am yo’ peepin’ thro’ de winder ? Is yo’ gazin’ at de sky ? 

Am yo’ sleepin’ ? 

Refrain, 

Let me croon, honey, croon 
To de moon, honey, moon, 

Por de moon is a boon to a copper-coloured coon. 

I ’se a coon, honey, coon, 

I’se a coflee -coloured coon, 

Oh, honey, honey, honey, tho’ I haven’t any money, 

I ’se a Coon ! 

n. 

Oh ! honey, don’t yo’ hear dis nigger sigh ? 

I ’se a sighin’ ! 

Say, honey, as de piccanmuies cry, » 

I ’se a cryin’ ! 

Tho’ my voice is full o’ blubber as an egg is full o’ meat. 

My lungs is ingj -rubber, dey is tough and hard to beat. 

Won’t yo’ listen to yo’re lubber, as he warbles at yo’re feet — 

I ’se a sighin’ ! 

Eefrai/n, 

Let me swoon, honey, swoon 
’Neath de moon, honey, moon, 

Eor the moon is a boon to a dandy-coloured coon. 

, I ’se a coon, honey, coon, 

I ’se a cocoa-coloured coon. 

Oh, honey, honty, honey, tho’ it isn’t very funny, 

I ’se a Coon ! 



First Combatant “ 1 I 

Second, Combatant ‘ ‘ ’Ow can I ? 




I I &o.” Byiicmder^^'^B.Y don’t yer answer ’im back ? ’ 

’E ’S DSBD ALL THE pBEST WORDS ! ” 


A YARD MTIASDRE. 

Deir Me. Pitnch,— I gather fro-m the 
newspapers that there has been consider- 
able commotion with regard to that impos- 
ing edifice the Grosvenor Hotel, situated 
on what has been justly described^ as oiw 
of the finest sites in London. With this 
quarrel I have nothing to do, being a total 
abstainer — ^from company sti^e j but I do 
venture to draw your attention, and that 
of the authorities as may be, tO' the dis- 
reputable yard adjacent, wherein cabs, 
omnibuses, and other vehicles assemble, to 
collect and distribute passengers by two 
iinportant lines of railway. Suiroimded by 
wretched wooden palings resembling those 
of the primeval village-pound, this inclosure 
reeks with possible accidents, and is satu- 
rated with probable collisions. It is an 
eye and by-way sore in the midst of West- 
End traffic, a back-to-date memorial of the 
infancy of travel, in short, a disgrace to 
circulating civilisation. 

Compare this pernicious pen (no. Sir, 
I am writing with the best broad-nibbea 
quffi — “ pen ” having more meanings than | 
one, you ’ll observe) with the well-arranged 
court at Charing Cross, or the cleanly 
and well-arranged approaches to Waterloo, 
Paddington, Liverpool Street, Euston or 
St. Pancras, or even round the comer at 
the fairly-roomy entrance of the L. C. & 
D. station, and you have the difference 
between confusion and compact order. In 
hansom or on foot the voyager hieing to 
Victoria Station runs a risk not discounted 
by the fact that he has in his pocket a 
weeHy periodical assigning £1,000 to his 
nearest relatives by reason of sudden de- 
mise. 

I ask, then, Sir, that this open space 


round and about the L. B. & S. C. R. 
should no longer be the playground of the I 
reckless jarvey or the irresponsible bus- 
driver. I demand, in short, that Victoria 
Station yard should be assiTnilated to the 
lequirements of the (yet unregistered) 
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
HumaTiity. . , . w \ 

Mr. F. Goodat (name of bright omen) 
has lately taken in hand the reins of the 
ever-enterprising Brighton Railway Com- 
pany. May we hope that his arrival 
at London Bri^e nmy mean auspicium 
melioris cevi at Victoria ? 

I am, dear Mr. Funch, 

Your obedient servant, 

One Five Times Nearly Run Ovbe. 
Accident Club, W. 


THE DIARY OF A NIHE-DAYS* WONDER. 

First Day.--A letter appears in a daily 
paper, say, calling attention to a case of 
alleged ill-treatment of a feudatory popu^ 
tion by the authorities of the suzerain. 
The journal (being short of subjects) deals 
with the matter in a ten-line editorial. 

Second Day . — Sis letters appear in the 
daily in support of the ori^al epistle, 
and the affair is discussed in a leading 
article. The question is touched upon in 
more than one of the evening papers. 

Third Day . — ^The entire press. Metro- 
politan and Provincial, full of the alleged 
ill-treatment. Special telegraphic intelli- 
gence relative to the “ outrage ” wired by 
an important news agency. The matter 
discussed at nine-tenths of the dinner- 
tables of London. 

Fourth Day . — Question in the House 
followed by Ministerial explanation. Late 
editions of the evening papers express 


dissatisfaction, and arrangements for pub- 
lic meetings in various parts of. the king- 
dom completed. 

Fifth Day.— Popular assemblies every- 
where. Mass meeting in Hyde Park. M 
the light musical pieces provided with 
topical song and encore verses on the 
subject. The matter engrosses the atten- 
tion of the nation to the exclusion of 
everything else. 

Sixth Day.— The contents bUls Ml of it. 
Movement of fleets and armies given, ac- 
companied by press interpretation. The 
City begins to take notice' of the topic, 
and bulls and bears prepare for a contest. 

Seventh Pay.— Fall in Consols. ^ All the 
Bourses in Europe affected. Crisis in the 
City. Full-dress debate in the House of 
Lords, and the fate of the Ministry in the 
balance. All domestic matters neglected, 
that undivided attention may be given to 
the consideration of the great topic* of the 

hour. , . . iL. 

Fighth Pay.— Matter begms to wane m 
importance. Some of the papers give it 
only half a column, and others merely a 
side-headed paragraph of a dozen lines. 
City regains composure. Topic voted stme 
at the dinner-tables. Encore verses in the 
topical songs cancelled. 

Ninth Pay.— End of the boom. No 
. comment of any sort in the press, 

I with a solitary exception. Sub-editor 
. at the last moment (Novels in” a letter 
r that has been standing over for some days, 

. to the disgust of his chief. Reclamations 
’ in the sanctum. 

Tw&nty~four FEours later . — ^The “ alleged 
i ill-treatment of a feudatory populatmn, 
3 &o.,” entirely forgotten, and the British 
3 public thinking about something else. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted prom the Diary op Toby, M,P. 

House of Commons^ Monday, March 14. — 
The Sage oe Queen Anne's Gate knows 
wkat it is to suffer. He has seen old 
friends and companions dear, like Don 
Jose, advanced from Ms side, wkere they 
long took part ifi guerilla warfare, to he 
Cabinet Minister, comer stones in the edi- 
fice of Conservatism they once with hi-m 
beleaguered. He has seen hiTnaftlf passed 
over at a time when many agreed with hi-m 
in the belief he had fairly won the guerdon 
of office. He resented that by ‘ ‘ going for ' ' 
the wrong man, pursuing with relentless 
animosity a coEeague of Mr, G.'s, who had 
no more to do with his just disappointment 
than had the Member for Sark. That an 
exception to Ms ordina^ habit. Usually, 
being of philosopMc mind, prone to cyM- 
cism, he bears things and grins. 

One exception, beyond Ms belated attack 
on Lord Eosebert, is the spectacle of the 
two Eront Benches supporting each other. 
That is a trial against wMch Ms habi- 
tual equanimity is not proof. To-mght he 
broke forth in burst of scolding that startled 
the House. Coloniae Secretary, Ms 
heart touched by the sorrows of St. Ymcent 
and the dolours of Dominica, proposed, out 
of Ms great bounty, to reHeve them at 
expense of British taxpayer. That beast 
of burden has of late grown so inured to 
giving doles that he might have been ex- 
pected to plimp down this comparatively 
8Tua.ll sum without a murmur. Sage oe 
Queen Anne’s Gate protestmg, carried 
with him into Lobby only 78 Members; 
236 voted for doing the handsome tMng 
with other people’s money. 

Among themhon. and right hon. gentle- 
men on Pront Opposition Bench. When 
^ey came back they found the Sage wait- 
ing for them. Prom convenient contiguity 
of comer seat below Gangway he turned 
and rent them. Leaders forsooth! ‘‘In 
order to lead an Opposition, you must head 
it in the Division Lobby ; ” whereas, as 
usual, occupants of Pront Opposition Bench 
back up the Government. The Sage’s 
esteemed Leaders laughed. Much more 
genuine was the mirth on opposite benches, 
whence tMs fresh evidence of division in 
the camp of the enemy was fair to see. 

Business done . — Progress with Supple- 
mentary Estimates. 

Tuesday . — “If there’s dancing among 
eggs to be done,” said Sark, admiringly 
watching Oawt'^tt.-Bannerman talkiing 
round the Home Eule Question, “H. 0. B. 
is ihe safest man to do it. He ’s lost the 
waist of early youth; weighs a stone or so 
more than goes with perfect grace ; but he 
knows what he ’s about.” 

I^T^ wagging the head after old faTm’liar 
f^Mon on Liberal side. House invited to- 
night to discuss Home Eule Question. On 
principle that you can’t have too much of 
a good thing it was called “ Home Eule ah 
round.” !fiie young men of the Party 
thought such^ discussion would be a Mce 
way of spending a Tuesday evening. Ho 
topic more certain to create fissures in ranks 
of Id^ral Pariy, into wMch jeering MimV- 
terialists might thrust the finger of scorn. 
To a good Liberal that an irresistible attrac- 
tion. Accordingly, resolution carefully i 



Eobinson Crusoe and Ms Han Friday. 
(Sir Ch-rl-s D-lxb and Mr. M‘K-nna.) 


drawn up, placed on paper, with inevitable 
result of attracting fiock of amendments. 

As soon as conversation started, splutter- 
ing in Liberal camp began. Everybody 
differed from everybody else, whilst Mmis- 
teriahsts rubbed their hands and chortled 
in their joy. Effect on Pront Opposition 
Bench curious. Squire of Malwood, 
who ^ is just recovering from bed of sick- 
ness — ^was, indeed, down here yesterday — 
suffered sudden relapse that tied hiin to his 
own fireside, John Morley, who has Ms 
views on Home Eule, kept them to him- 
self. Bluff Bob Eetd, rising from the 
extreme end of the bench, a position indica- 
tive of as little responsibility as possible 
for its counsels, seconded the motion, and 
was immediately set upon by Haudane. 
OAWWFJTn-BANNviRKAN, from the place of 
the Leader of the Oppotition, protested he 
“ spoke only as a Scotch Member.” So if 
any of the eggs were broken they mustn’t 
be charged to the future account of the 
Liberal Party. On a back bench Wtuttr 
Eedmond posed, big with a speech, de- 
livery of wMch preluded the ■ pleasant 
count-out. Near him, scarcely less por- 
tentous in Ms tragic air of sel£-importanoe, 
lounged brother John, who sardomcally 
laughed “Ha! ha I ” as successive speakers 
on Liberal side protested their inalienable 
devotion to Home Eule for Ireland. ‘ ‘ Only 
not to-day, not to-day.” 

On the whole, our dear House of 
Commons in its meanest, most pitiful 
aspect, not unfrequently assumed when 
it chances to touch the pitch of the Irish i 
Question. I 


Business done . — House counted out at 
five minutes to nine. 

Thursday .— It is,” Sark says, “ a minor 
but very real injustice to Ireland that it ’s 
national emblem in the fioral department 
should be the shamrock. The English man’s 
rose, the Scotchman’s thistle, and, for the 
matter of that, Taffy’s leek, may be worn 
for a reasonable time in condition of fresh- 
ness. The first thing the shamrock does 
when you put it in button-hole or oaubeen 
is to wither, presenting sMveUed-up ap- 
pearance that is neither decorative nor 
inspiriting,” 

SometMng in tMs, at least as far as 
London is concerned. In Westmeath the 
shamrock may remain defiantly fresh 
through the lengthening March day. At 
Westminster it straightway shrivels up at 
touch of the Saxon wind. Only close ob- 
servation could detect the emblem dis- 
played on tl^ manly bosom of Patrick 
O’Brien as, just now, drawing himself up 
to full height, he looked down on Prince 
Arthur, and asked Mm, what about the 
port that bears his name in the far, far 
East.P 

For some time the situation at Port 
Arthur has perturbed Patrick. Wherefore 
nobody Imows. That his interest is deep 
and abiding is testified by repeated ques- 
tioning of George Curzon. That adroit 
young man; superfluously assuming air* of 
innocence, has made reply without giving 
answer. Time after time P. O’B. has come 
up to the scratch with inqu^ in varied 
form as to what Eussia is doing or wants 
to do at Port Arthur? The actually wily 
Under-Secretary has given baffiiug reply. 
But he does not know Patrick O’Brien, 
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THE RECKLESS ONE. 

Wife of Injured Cyclist {who, having found consider Me difficulty in getting on his hicyele, and 
none whatever in coTni/ngoff, ?ias never ventured to attempt more than three miles in the hour)* 
“Well, I do believe he’s had a Lesson at last 1 I warned him ahodx ^ Scorching.’ 

I RATT> TO TTTXTj WhAT HAVE TOXX GOT TO DO WITH THE * KeCORD ' % *' 


courteously removing his cocked hat ot 
office. “Certaiffiy, my dear Sir — all your 
wants shall receive attention.’^ 

“And you shall be photographed, and 
the statue waiting with a face blank in 
the market-place shall receive the finishing 
touch of your portrait.” This came from 
the Lord Lieutenant of the county. 

Then there was organised a procession. 
Headed by flags and bands of music, the 
hero of the hour was escorted to the Town 
Hall. The cheering was deafening. 

A few hours later a goodly company 
assembled in the banqueting saloon. There 
had been a splendid luncheon, and the 
customary toasts had been drunk with 
enthusiasm. 

“ Ladies and gentlemen,” said the Mayor, 
wjj .0 presided, “ I now come to the speech 
of the day. The health of our guest — may 
he live long to enjoy the honours we confer 
upon him.” 

Then came a mighty burst of cheering 
which shook the building to its foundation. 

“But I say, guv’nor,” whispered the 
hero to his neighbour, the police-constable 
who had arrested him, “why are they 
making all this fuss about me ? ” 

“Don’t you know?” was the response. 
“ Why, go along with you I ” 

“ Stow your chaff. Come, why are they 
making such a fuss about a poor chap who 
was doing nothing except trying blessed 
’ard to make a livmg ? ^^y am I the ’ero 
of the hour ? ” 

“Because you are the only burglar in 
En^andl” 

And the constable joined in the cheering. 


who traces bis descent direct from William 
O’Brien, the early King of Ireland whose 
untamed crest was a pair of breeches 
rampant displayed on a hedgerow vert. If 
the underling wiU not answer, he will go to 
the master. So-, gracefully recognising in 
Peincb Arthur “ the representative of the 
Secretary op State por Foreign Appaibs,” 
he addressed his prize-poem of a question 
to him. 

Alack-a-day 1 Prince Arthur decliues to 
walk into Patrick’s parlour. George 
C uRZON saunters up and affects to make 
reply just as if the question had been 
addressed to bim, whilst giggling Saxons 
chncMe at the di^omfiture of the gentle- 
man from Kilkeimy. 

“It may be St. Patrick’s Day,” said 
Sark, sympathetically. “ It certainly isn’t 
Patrick O’Brien’s.” 

Business done- — ^Li^t Dues Bill read a 
second time, after eloquent protest hy 
Cap’en Tommy Bowles. 

Souse of Lords, Friday night - — Pretty 
to see County Guy strolling in just now 
as if there was nothing particular the mat- 
ter. The matter was that House had met 
to pass third reading of London University 
Commission Bill. Measure in charge of 
his Grace the Lord President of the Coun- 
cil. It was the old, old story : — 

3ird, beast and flower proclaim the hour; 

, But where is County Guy ? 

“Where?” cried Lord Chancellor, 
Icokmg anxiously round the House. 
“Where?” echoed Grand Cross, peering 
behind the Woolsack, as if the Duke, in 
sportive mood, was playiag hide-and-seek. 


At length, when things were Rowing 
serious, County Guy strolled in, with one 
hand in his pocket, and on his countenance 
a disposition to yawn. His imperturba- 
bility sublime. With unhastened step he 
reached the Ministerial bench ; seated him- 
self m leisurely fashion;* slowly rose; 
moved formal resolution ; resumed his 
seat ; and, having done some service to the 
State, felt he might indulge in personal 
gratification. So he yawned, 

Budness done.— House of Commons hav- 
ing voted the men for the Navy, votes the 
money too. 


A HERO OF MATTER OF FACT. 
{Fxtract from Something letter than a Romance-) 

At the present rate of decrease the professional 
burglar and pickpocket will soon disappear.” 

Daily Fajper.'] 

The man crept away from the house. 
The moon was shining brightly, and he did 
his beet to avoid detection. He carried 
with him a ha,^ containing the results of 
his expedition m spoons, candlesticks and 
tear-pots. 

“Stop!”’ 

Yes, he was arrested. There, was no 
escape. The constable blew his whistle, 
and an excited crowd gathered around. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said the con- 
stable, “ I am glad to tell you that I have 
been successful. He is in our hands. This 
is a pro-ud day for this city — this country 1 ” 

“ Let me go,” cried the man, struggling 
to be free. 

. “Into a palace,” returned the Mayor, 


GOING TO THE DOGS. 

To the Editor of Punch. 

Sib, — Jl few weeks ago, a dear relative 
was taken suddenly ill. Our fanadly doctor 
failed to discover the cause. Eventually 
he was removed. Amongst his papers we 
found the following : — 

Question. If you may not set a dog at 
large, what should you do with him ? 

Answer. Set him at Long ! 












One of the doctors at Brantwood con- 
siders this sufficient to cause the present 
mental condition. Another doctor ^ had 
kindly sent us the inclosed sketcffi ; and we 
are ^d to possess it, as we have no por- 
trait. 13ie case is hopdess 1 Sbboxator. 



INSULT TO INJURY. 

JDismowiUd S'portman {just come ujp with Sounds^ after a long chase on foot), “Hi ! CoNFomn) you! G-et off my House, you 

^^^^’Oftplace Groom, “Oh! ’ee's youes, is he, GuVnor? 'Well, I’m sues you’eb welcome to ’im. The old Screw as 
nvr »TS ’Ed Threb Times, and now ’ee ’s going Dead Lamb. The wust ’Orsb I ever rode 1 


BEEN ON ’is 'Ed Three Tiacbs, and now 


THE WAY WITH THJfi MTTJTIA.. 

(A sketch founded upon inmgmoition,) 

Scene — The Home of Red Tape. Hnter to 
Eloquent Chief a number of Auxiliary C.Os. 


Hvrsb Commamding Officer. My lord, we 
oome here on behalf of the militia t o " 

Eloguent Chief (interruptiTig) • The mih- 
tia I Ah ! you have touched a sympathetic 
chord in my breast! Believe me, I have 
the greatest admiration for the militia — 
the good old militia 1 , , , . 

Second C. 0. Then would your lordship 
Trin ^ll y 

E. G. (as lefore). Believe me, I would 
do anything for the old constitutional 
force, that grand old army that rallied 
round the colours five hunied years ago. 

Third C. 0. You are very kind, but 
would you 

E. C. (ashefore). Indeed, indeed, I woifid 
do anything, everything. I regard the 
militia as the backbone of the Briti^ 
Army. It is simply marvellous how much 
they doi, how well they march to the band, 
how regularly they train for twenty-seven 
days in the year 1 The militia is the glory 
of Britannia, the ruler of the waves. 

Fourth C. 0. You are most complimen- 
tary. But we would ask 

E. C. (as before)- Ask anything, every- 
thing. I repeat, there was never so gal- 
lant a force as the militia. And when 
the time comes they will win Waterloo, 
Alma, Inkerman, an^ Tel-el-Kebir, like 


their brethren in the aervioe battalions. 
The old constitutional force is the most 
magnificent in the world. It is impossible 
to do too mudi for it. 

Fifth G. 0. Well, my lord, will you give 
our rank and file a helmet P 
E. C. (aghast). A helmet! Oh! come, 
I say, this is asking too much I A helmet — 
a helmet that no one has ever used 
before ? Oh I that is really going a step too 
far, it is indeed I 

\_8c&ne doses in upon the situation. 


ysi 




Putuxe E.A. proceeding with his Canvass. 


EASTER HOLIDAYS, 

(By One who has tried them.) 

Must really decide where to go for five 
or days at Easter. Weather always 
awful. Usual Springtime. North-east 
wind, frost, snow and dust. Something 
like last week. Can’t stop in London. 
One Sunday or Bank Holiday in London 
mournful enough* But four of them con- 
secutively! Lnpoflsible! 

Innocent persons go to the south coast 
of England, thinVing that fifty miles nearer 
the equator one is in quite a different 
climate. Bournemouth ? Bosh! All sandy 
dust and depressing invalids. Torquay? 
Twaddle! Probably rain all the tim^ if 
not snow. En^and no good. Scotland or 
Ireland? Worse! 

Must go, as people say vaguely, 
‘‘abroad.” How about Park? North- 
east wind, frost, snow and dust, worse than 
here. Streets windy, theatres draughty, 
cafes and restaurants suffocating. Brus- 
sels? Nothing but rain. Aix-leo-Bains ? 
Probably snow. Nice? That miod't do. 
No frost or snow, but very likely a north- 
east wind, and certaMy lota of dust. Be- 
sides; thirty hours’ journey out and thirty 
hours’ journey back, would only leave about 
sixty hours tihere. No good. Rome, Se- 
vilU, Constantinople, Cairo? Still farther. 
Should have to leave on the return journey 
before I arrived. Wk&r^ can I go to^ at 
Easter to be warm and comfortable, with- 
out so much trouble? I know. To bed 1 
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THE ADVANTAGES OF A CLASSICAL EDUCATION. 

Brown narrates one of Ms lest Stories whichj from mrious motives^ Tie translates into the Freneh tongue, A loud guffaw is heard from the Sideboard, 

Host {with great ^presence of mind), Ym pedis ex G-adllS, est ! ” 


PLITTINGS. 

{Ber Ocean Bottle-post) 

In the South Atlantic, 

Three miles off Land {perpendicularly). 

Six Bells, Feb. 27, 1898. 

Deae Mr. Punch, — Yeo-ho and aJioyl 
If this ever reaches yon, it is to teE^ you 
that the very good ship Triton (this is 
within a cable’s length of her name) has 
been at sea for just a fortni^t, bound for 
the Cape on her second trip. She bears on 
board about a thousand souls all told, five 
horses, a couple of cows, two or three 
parrots, of thJrd-olass behaviour, and a few 
canaries, which have not as yet taken 
1>erths inside the ship’s cat. 

We left Southampton on an even keel, 
but there were plenty of French rolls for 
breakfast next morning in the Bay of 
Biscay, so we were aegrotat (sic) for the 
rest of the day in such seclusion as our 
cabin granted. The next event of import- 
ance was Madeira. Here we had about 
four hours in which to watch the natives 
(one of them a one-armed boy) diving 
for our spare coppers, to breaJkfast on 
shore, to do the sights of Funchal, to buy 
deck-chairs, if not whole drawing-room 
suites, of wickerwork, to visit Santa Clara 
and the other suburban resorts, and, most 
necessary of all, to ascend by the new 
mountain railway to the church of Nossa 
Senhora de Monte, and then to descend 
two thousand feet by carro, or toboggan 
over the cobble-stone pathway. It was a 


lot to do, but we did it on our ^ads — 
especially the last-named athletic per- 
formance. Our steersman, MANTTEn, *cer- 
tainly deserved his pint of Madeira at the 
; “Half-way House” for his agility and 
dexterity in taking us down a decline of 
one in two, past corkscrew corners, and 
hordes of beggars. 

ETigJish money seems bo be quite the 
medium of currency at Funchal, and Eng- 
lish is spoken by the enterprising islanders 
while you wait (or until your last shilling 
is spent). Even a tea-garden sorb of place 
is dignified by the name of “ Earl’s Court,” 
to attract and solace the homesick Lon- 
doner. Meanwhile, it was market-day on 
board the ship, and great the company 
of merchants with all Muds of wares. 
These are bundled off neck and crop by 
11 A.M., and we settled down to the sirious 
business of the voyage — the election of a 
Sports and Entertainment Committee, the 
consumption of six meals a day, the daily 
sweepstakes and auction on the run, the 
dissection of everybody’s character, and the 
other inevitable humours and incidents ot 
an ocean trip. 

We fetched a compass, or whatever the 
nautical phrase is, round the Canaries in 
a sea-fog, for fear of running up against 
Teneriffe, and since then we haven’t 
sifted land, nor seen a ship, or even a 
whale or waterspout, nothing more ex- 
citing than a few coveys of flying-fish, 
and, I think, half a dozen porpoises. At 
the moment of writing, however, I see a 
solitary albatross, and lose no time in in- 


forming your readers of the fact. We 
crossed the line without feeling the slightest 
bump. We have passed throng the 
tropics with only one hot ni^t, and our 
feet, like our thoughts, are now turning 
towards Fleet Street and home, as we near 
the Antipodes. 

We have had the usual fancy-dress ball 
with some decidedly impromptu costumes. 
One of a large theatrical company was 
quite unrecognisable as Sheffield’s Ape, 
taMng the first prize, and has since been 
busy restoring himself to human form. 
The captain’s clerk appeared in a series ot 
quick-turn changes, such as a comic sailor 
or a deplorable cdd lady ; while the ship’s 
doctor contributed an awe-inspiring im- 
personation of Old Moore or somebody in 
the wizard profession. 

The sports and other entertainments 
have passed off without bloodshed. Our 
captain, a breezy, jovial Irishman, received 
the ladies with open arms at the finish of 
their fifty yards race, and the comedians 
who performed in “ Are you there ? ” and 
the other humorous items fully rose, or 
tumbled, to the occasion, as the case might 
be. Take it all round, we have had a 
particujlarly good time of it. Plea.sant 
company and pleasant weather. Out of 
reach of letters and telegrams, and face to 
face with the ocean. 

We are now in the teeth of a strong 
south-easter, and the writing-room is be- 
ginning to dance. I therefore hasten to 

catch the post. v xr rr 

Yours, very much at sea, X. Y. Z. 


PUNCH, OE THJfi LONDON CHAKIVAEL 


[April 2 , 1898 . 
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ACCURACY ABOVE ALL. 


f['Mrs,JJrossley {at a ^‘Frimte View**)* *'Rbally, you Giels have ko Memoeies at all. Of couese it ’s What ^s-his-kame EESCUiNa 

WhO-DO-YOU-CALL-IT FEOM — OH, YOU KNOW — ^AT THE SlEGB OF THAT PLACE.” 


OUR BOOKING-OPRIOE. 

in the Nineteenth Gentury (Smith, Elder) is anattractiye- 
lookm^ book with am excellent map. But the belated reader 
soon discoyers that its author^^ Mr. Oaveron, lacks the gift of 
lucidity. ^ He is choke-full of his subject, and is prone to splutter 
it forth in bewildering fashion. My Baronite, diligently pur- 
suing the thread of the narratiye, occasionally found hitnsftlf in 
Syria when he thought he was in Egypt, or reading about 
Ibeafaxt Pacha when it reaUy was his father, Mehemet At.t - 
who was referred to. One thing at least comes out clear from 
the muddle. It is that of all the services England has incidentally 
done to humanity by extension of her empire, nothing surpasses 
the wonder wrought in Egypt. The condition alike of the finances 
and t he fe llaheen, as compared with what they were in the time 
of Mem ^atrt Ali or of Ismatx^ Pacha, exceeds any transformation 
fabled in the Arabian Nighte, 

Mir. Eisher TInwhst has commenced the publication of a com- 
plete set of the Waverl^ novels under t^ title “ The Century 
^tt.’* Eor my B^onite the type is a little small, but it is 
beautifully dear, printed on good paper, daintiOly bound, and aU 
for a srulling. Them as is rich and rides in chaises may plank 
down half-a-crown, and have it bound in leather. 

G^e commencempt of Geaot Alton’s Incidental Bishop 
(Reason Limited) is excellent as an exdting prologue to a story 
tlmt oumt to have been an amusing comedy of farcical errors 
mm a happy solution. The Incidental Bishop is anything but 
tms; pd the possibility of the tale is destroyed by the glaring 
ohar^ter of ^e improbabiliti^. Better would it have been had 
Mr. Gtraot Att.ef followed in brevity the example of the late 
Optam Marryat’s Mr. Chucks, the boatswain, whose story of 
his own life, as told to young Peter Simple (Oh. XIY.) is so closely 
analogous to t^t of Ths Irwiderdal Bishop, that, at first sight, it 
would seem as if the modem author owed his inspiration to the older 


one, and had simply substituted Tom Pringle for “ Mr. Chucks,** 

and the missionary for Lord A .” In Marbyat*s novel 

Mr. Chucks puts on his lordship’s clothes, his lordship having 
died at sea, and is welcomed everywhere as *‘my lord,” while, in 
Grant Atxfr’s, Tom Pringle puts on the missionary’s clothes, 
the reverend gentleman dying at sea, and after being received 
everywhere as an Anglican clergyman, a bishopric is conferred on 
him. Marryat’s Mr. Chucks is ultimately hauled up at Bow 
Strpt, and commences ^e again on board ship : Axlen’s Tom 
Prmgle dies a pseudo-bishop, and his fraud is never discovered. 
Captain Marryat’s story has the advantage over Mr. Grant 
of being told in seven pages, whereas the latter occupies 
two hundred and forty-eight, and, with the exception of the 
prologue about the slave-trader, I must own to a preference for 
the shorter treatment of the original idea.. 

It is curious that Captain Marryat (of whose collected works 
a delightfully readable edition has recently been published by 
Dent & Co.) should, on two occasions in the same novel, 
Imve made one^ of his^ minor heroes, the Mr. Chucks above-men- 
tioned, avail himself of the device of appropriating somebody 
else’s clothes, and then adopting the name of the deceased wearer. 
The ruling passion of wishing to bear a title and dress as a 
gentlemau was too strong for Mr. Chucks, and, in his second 
attempt, he succeeded ! No doubt Captain Marryat, as a nauti- 
cal novelist, excused himself to hi-mRftlf for the repetition of 
“the means,” seeing that, on repetition, they were justified 
by “the end” achieved. Wanted, a Marryat of the present 
day to give us a racy nautical novel, descriptive of life aboard the 
huge armour-plated turret ships and such-like modem fighting 
monsters of the deep. Pity Lord Charixs Beresfo^ hasn’t a 
novelistic twist. One good Marryat-like novel would do more 
good to the" cause that his lordship has at heart t]^n a hundred 
speeches, be they reported never so widely. The Baron de B.-W. 
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AEFEOTIONATE EUiiNITirEE, 

SlE, — ^As a Philosoplier it lias always struck me that appa- 
rently inanimate objects possess affections. Arm-chairs have 
probably deep-seated feelings. I was struck by this advertise- 
ment in the Times, Notice, — Wall Facers like Old SilksF Do 
they ? I trust that the sentiment is reciprocal, and that “ Old 
Silks like Wall Papers.” I am aware that Old Silks” may 
mean “ Old Queen’s Counsel,” but why should they like ‘‘Wall 
Papers ” ? No, I prefer to take it literally as proving my 
theory. Inanimate objects Save their likes and dislikes. The 
humble chair does not mind being “ sat on.” A hat may hang 
fondly on its own dear little “ Peg.” An ill-used sofa, oppressed 
by its burdens, may exclaim with Falstaj^, “Lord! how this 
world is given to lying.” A book may feel itself a prisoner when 
it is bound. In this respect, the club entitled “ Te Sette of -Odde 
Volumes ” will supply many instances. How many an appa- 
rently “ easy chair ” could, an’ it chose, write The Sorrows of 
Sat-in!'" .Tours, X. Oathedea. 

In’ the Daily Telegraph report of the Q-rosvenor Hotel inquiry, 
March 25, we read : 

“ Mr. Justice Bruce and a common jury, of] whom no less than seven 
answered to the name of Smith, had before them yesterday a further develop- 
ment,” &c. 

What! call this a Common Jury”! A most “Uncommon 
Jury,” as, despite the fact that a considerable proportion of the 
great Smith tribe are, like the poor, “ always with us,” it is rare 
S) find in a select company of ’twelve, seven out of the number, 
not related in any way to one another, answering to the name of 
Smith, It is a record. Pity the case was not before Mr. 
Justice A. L. Smith. 

Lost I — A Voice, after a severe attack of infiuenza. Its owner 
remembers having dropped his voice while injudiciously stopping 
to talk to a friend at the comer of Park Lane. He will be glad 
to recover it as soon as possible, as it can 1^ of no possible use 
to any one else. The finder, on forwarding it to “Vox et 
Prseterea Nil,” at this oflGlce, wfil be handsomely rewarded. 



Time— 2 a.m:. 

Dr, ChoUr [down ^eakiv^-tule)^ “What IS it?” 
Voice from below, “ The First of April ! ” 


AIRS RESUMPTIVE. 

THE WOMAN WITH THE DEAD CERT. 

( With the Author s admiring regards to hw friend, 
Mr. Stephen Phillips, Academy Goronee,) 

Entrancbd by thd soul-captivating light, 
Bed, green and sapphiriae, piercing the 
night. 

From bulbous bottles in a moondd row, 
Through the chemist’s and druggist’s shop- 
door, lol 

I passed. Without, a terrier, £ dumb thing, 
Draws his blind master attached by a string. 
Straining. He was so' strong almost I wept. 
Wondering how the patient be^ar kept 
Up. Thinly from a far Teutonic band 
Soldiers of thi Queen floated down the 
Strand. 

And lo I along the ardent street, 

The usual average of feet, 

Braving the clotted traffic’s tides 
In buttons or elastic sides 1 
And I was ’ware how one in haste 
Went by with both his boots unlaced I 
Across ^e road, outside a bar, 

A dull mechanic motor-car 
S'fcood uncomplaining while wtthin 
Its driver slowly swallowed gin. 

With shame my hunnan fibres shook 
At this significant rebuke ; 

Bi^t in my heart I felt the stab 
Dealt by the mute electric cab. 

So to the counter warily I drew 
And hailed the chemist : “ I will trouble 

For some Miltonian troches, if you please, 
Which to the voice give comfortable ease, 
mellifluously it would reh^se , 
Blank, or, in other phrase, iambic verse.” | 


And even as I spake, oh, lo 1 I saw 
A woman sipping volatile, raw, 

Out of a test-tube. Her sinister eye. 
That shone like 6, bay-Ytmdow dreadfully, 
Was furnished with, an infelicitous cast 
SucJi as I deemed should indicate a past 
Disfilusidned. A nice, funereal pl’ume 
Lent to her hat a quiet touch of gloom. 
Partly for ruth no word I found to say. 
And partly since a truant troche lay ^ 
Athwart my throat. At length the silence 
stirr^, 

As when in thd green dark an early bird 
Twitters. Her tale she told without re^ 
serve; 

Keenly I rdmemher her placid nerve. 

She had, when life was full of tranquil 
hay, 

A beloved husband, by profession a 
Dynamiter. Most proud indeed was she 
Of his infernal in^nuity. 

It chanced a pubHo edffice was blown 
To bits, with people in it. Cause was 
^ewn 

None; but a paltry furlong thence they 
came 

Upon the artist’s collar, with his name 
And blood thereon. But of the rest of hi m 
Not so much as a fragmentary l^b 
AnywTiATft f O'lmd they. The Coroner said 
That the deceased had merely saved his 
head 

By an alibi. So* in weeds she went, 
Doubtful at first, but growing confident 
As one that hath a dead cert. By-and-by 
After a lustre of celibacy 
She married with a publican and drew 
Beer at his bar ; nor even so much as knew 
Who Mrs. Abbbn was. 

But on a day, 


She serving liquors, lo ! there chanced that 
way 

A lurid reveller of fa-wiliar mould, 

Dight in a massive chain of Yukon gold; 
And on her first hushed, before she wist, 
Swooned heavily the conscious bigamist I 
Anon the police held their man in thrall ; 
And, ere the second moon’s fuU coronal 
Came round, from- the scafidld, dean-shaved 
and cropped. 

Sated, airang^, deliberate, be dropped, 
Leaving a sullied widow / yea, and lone. 
That should be ; for they whispered he had 
gone, 

Her second mate, that morning, being wed 
With the barmaid. This also was a dead 
Cert, Here her welling tears that might 
not dry 

Fell in the test-tube very bitterly. 

Therewith the chemist, having overheard, 
Sobbed like a babe. The motor-oab, 
referred 

To in a previous passage, moved about 
Involuntarily ; and lo 1 the shout 
Baucous-insistent of the Specials broke 
The stilly mud-blue nocturne ; and I spoke. 
Pitiful words I spoke that ffitered through 
Her arid feelings as the divine dew 
Freshens Sahara. In the mirror she 
Ordered her gear. The sal volatile 
I paid for, with the troches, nett ; and so 
Moving with rhythmic step, composed and 
slow, 

Into the large, elusive night I glide 
With that strange woman, my affianced 
bride! 

Ant EccLEsrA.sTicAXLY Strict M.F.H. 
— One who never will allow any “meet” 
during Lent. 
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_ “SOMETHING LIKE A MEDICINE.” 

.. Doctor, ‘‘1^’O'VV EEMEMBEE, MY MaN, ThEEE OK TOUK DkOPS OE THIS MIXTURE ThEEE 
TIMES A Day — AND mfTALE.'^ 

PatimL “Be I to take it in Four or Six Hale, Guv’nor?” 


THE SOEEOWS OE A SOLYEE. 

Tuesday , — ^Notice in to-day’s Upper Ten 
that a “special prize” of £60 is offered 
for the solutions of a set of acrostics pub- 
li^ed in this paper. These childish puzzles 
can offer no serious dfficulty to a person of 
my intelligence, and I really don’t see why 
that £50 shouldn’t be mine. And as I ’ve 
a spare quarter of an hour just now, I may 
as well solve this one at once ; it can’t take 
me more than a few minutes. The first 
thing, I believe, is to find the “ uprights ” 
f^Dm the “proem,” so I’ll begin with that. 
Here it is : — 


“ Baflling conjecture and opprest, 

The weed-extractor is at rest ; 

Why then delay ? The truth is^clear, 

Coffee is not like bottled beer ; 

But she, who merely bites her pen, 

Declares that fom* times three are ten ! ” 

Sounds a little strange, certainly. But it 
must be perfectly simple. 

Wediiesday . — Sat up till two this morn- 
ing over that wretched proem ; strange to 
say, I haven’t yet made out the “ uprights 
from it. And it kept running in my head 
while I was trying to write some business 
letters this morning. Now I must forget 
it and do some work. (Two hours later,) 
Done nothing but think of those hateful 


lines. Well, perhaps it would be better 
to finish the thing at once, and put it out 
of my mind. I won’t trouble about the 
“ proem,” but go straight on to the 
“lights” — that is, I feel sure, the best 
way, after all. What ’s the first light ? 

“ Take mutton-chops without surpiise, 
ind add a curious taste in ties.” , 

Perfectly simple. . . . Odd that the word 
doesn’t strike me at once. , . . Take “mut- 
ton-chops.” . . . Well, I’m sure to guess it 
directly. Could it be “ Parliament ” ? 
Or “Buttercup”? Or “Algebra”? 
(Later.) Went for a walk to think it out. 
Met Miss Snooks, who said that I tried to 
cut her, and asked what I was thinking of. 
I answered involuntarily, “Take mutton- 
chops,” &c. Fancy she was offended, but 
can’t trouble about that; I’ve got that 
£50 to win. 

Thursday. — ^A sleepless night. In the 
course of it thought more than once that 
I’d found the word, but somehow it doesn’t 
seem to fit. Perhaps I ’d better go on to 
the next light ; it may be easier. It 
reads : — 

“ What if they are ? At least, you know, 

They might have been, and will be so.” 

Come, that ’s simplicity itself. The word 
is On second thoughts, I’m not cer- 

tain. . . . Met Mrs. Brown just now. 
Fancy i^e told me that her two children 
were ill with diphtheria. At the time, 
however, I didn’t take in her meaning, 
and replied, “ What if they are ? At least, 
you know,” and the rest of it. As far as 
I remember, she called me a brute. Not 
that I care ; the only thing in the world 
that interests me is that comounded acros- 
tic, which I simply can’t escape from. : 
Wish I hadn’t got to attend Mrs. Eobin- 
son’s “reception” to-night. But perhaps 
the answers may come to me before then. 
I ’ll try the last light : — 

“ Here, says IVIythology, we seek 
The soul of each, departed Greek.” 

Friday. — ^I’m afraid I disgraced myself 
last ni^t — all through that miserable 
acrostic. Some idiot was playing the piano 
at Mrs. Robinson’s party, and every one 
was holding their breath as he reached the 
softest part, when an idea — or, to speak 
more accurately, a “ light ” — flashed upon ' 
me, the last light of the acrostic. For- 
getting where I was, it seems that I sud- 
denly shouted out, “Hades!” at the top 
of my voice. Not quite clear as to what 
happened subsequently; some vague re- 
membrance of having been shown out at 
an unusually early hour. Now I’ll just 
find those other lights. 

Saturday, — HaVe just burnt the Upper 
Ten, and should' like to bum the Acrostic 
Editor with it.‘ Mrs. Brown and Miss 
Snooks have compared notes, it seems, 
Trith Mrs. Robinson, and every one be- 
lieves that I’ve taken to drink. All my 
acquaintances looked the other way when 
I met them this morning, and I had been 
on excellent terms. Every one of them 
was^ a personal friend, not merely an ac- 
quaintance. But they all cut me. Not a 
doubt about it, they cut me. And they 
know how sensitive I am! But I’m 
only amused — distinctly amused, and quite, 
quite calm. In order to prove it, I ’ll just 
write down a few dispassionate remarks 
on Acrostics in general, and the one in this 
week’s Upper Ten in particular. To begin 
with 

[The massage that folloics"^ is quite unfit for 
puhlicatiou. — Ed.] 
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JAW” inr 5^— 

ifr. Qrmi, Now 1 ’m going to tell you something, Ethel. Do you know that Last Night, at tour Party, your Sister 
PROMISED to Marry me 1 I hope you 'll forgive me for taking her away 1 ” 

Et%d, ‘‘Forgive you, Mr. Green! Of course I will. Why, tsat’s weat the Party was for!!'* 


What to do with the 0. P. (Suggestiom^ood and oilier^ 
loise ), — ^To convert it into a National Musetim at the expense of 
the Government as a rival to the Imperial Institute.^ ^ 

To make it a temporary residence for foreign visitors of the 
Blood Eoyal who object to Buckingham Palace or a West-End 
Hotel. 

To preserve it as an appropriate cemetery for the Great who 
join the majority during the next couple of centuries. 

To use it as a meeting-place for the agitators who march in 
procession eiHier to Hyde Park or Trafalgar Square. 


'gTo keep it as a possible terminus for the railways when London 
extends its boundaries early in the next century. 

To give it over to the builders and lay out the grounds into 
two-acre-sized gardens of desirable suburban residences. 

To open it as a Park for the People, with the possible result 
of finding it practically deserted after the novelty has worn off. 

Lastly (and possibly the best), to face the^ situation cheerfully, 
improve the train service, improve (if practicable) the entertain- 
ments, improve, in fact, everything, and with renewed energy 
make the mstitution a brilliant success. 


m -M 


If jtf' 
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MR. PUNCH’S “ANIMAL LAND.” 

( With AcTcmwledgments as hefore,) 


SHie oRimticKe^ 


DicMorL 

^“PiSopaJ: 





Shis JlniMA.! is loo*«ftv(i,U dtvcr an^JetW 

Td<f<f ■ He 5Ja«& gRU hiriAinitest J^Crrtal is 
atlHe uJp ot the stdxY^ ’Ui ajnon^ pla-uts a»»<f ini uyiiTB pldiX^ hiXlSms i^owe 
^ on ihshLijs Ws loitK all^as iW ihtm -1^ Si 

% 1 W« -up uiWPXe falls lack cyorsttS ThiA 
pfcp W vp 2ax 5e^s Wcolllnns W 
■iKfnos a.nJ W lusP 3iSi.f<!+.n f>„);fc> . )■»< i..„ 


7: J "-vw to jta.yioxn. too- 

He Keeps e warm ko»»^ttal>le ho^vte. £n TyawZoei 
S<jtja.Ye V cW VoYp. our *masar5 ^ 5ch<3ols tfel 
aye^jXult/g.^Jfe ts dWfuU paTticvla:V H/ho 
icim If 


£.^^ He woTut HduetheTm 0<yne crAcKed • 

fl fnall seni thCs pi^uve ft Hve Apsl^H vmy - he 
ZiXeto pur it on The line tn PVe. 'BiaeKi'^p-. 
1/UHvte 'Rjoo'wv.'i ^ ’ 


svfcs €)v ScotUrw an^" stan^fe va fir lYelmd * He 
ebeStlCuU talker S-t^S rtSxr W govyiess ^av5 ^ 
is a'>ewrissm stile Yi«;a.‘fitu6N/ ^xKe >nc^> He 
is ^Yuplvvp U Ua.YT>. ole 5or<r‘<f^e % 

treXl^’^U awS/U XariJ tHouok an<f Ke dM 

ovukickihp Kis inXeUs ti2l A€ fb 
flitlKe-0§re — ihtTxhe pUysch-ihe 
like IkL Tuerc-s iiv Tm^Tia nevUivYS co 

fflYnplain so He will Hdvc lo^^iue Vc elu^ 
‘hiove iWtb anotKev ^istnVklr 


<3}ie "Ejnc^zil^oss 

or 

EpKseeBec 



royw^ oC 


oJhxS lumiYOuS little CresStvyt HajS Cohruntcal 


w/tvck IS all-Hioct a3?tiiaYS ntric . He <jo« «?S 
yOD TAoi^K dvid pro{ ybv op. He likesTo oerd-W 

yun ^e Wvfe Wet^v/cs . He Kas a ifenfu-T 
lilXUwaY oJ'KhocRi/s^ oft a olcce L^tf comes m 
kiS a- he is i^ery Arnig'ih.the iJincs* He 
has Oor a awfcU clecey ftt" ^ JVawers W'^itevs 

ifloe^^r---- dll oL them genvusses^ dnS^hpes cC 
ewbllsK/ UewtyJl m use -this put Vn^Soy^etiM^^ 

\)Kem “he ivawAv -Ive^mtoKtr kot likt me to 
IrtrUs.k. him affer Kis mitthess dno 
JovcehtigKC irv le^vng ma Zr^givv So y 






Shis atlll .Animal is UonJeifJull stwno' ani 
sltYooi anS it can Tump up dnS cBxry HiB^hole 
house aZono loillv V: ikiJc likes tb^t is -ue:^ 
SoXU^ anS^watey dn.b'^has ftot 3. Idroe 
Lp^y hMpxS k^fiws a^ about WwSaks af?^’ 
YS:iih5 an/tKinps'an^ ‘it cayitDm pounds aniT 
sKvUinos ih^ '^toapees kikilt vou wait • It . 
Knows €Ke (S^rence hltuitL-r^ S; mUUtTvy roac 
ay\b A Jool^aCG^aniSiO^ itsei-C or t^^Aveone 
«S€ 6\i 'ZokteXiS move tk^LH 5oMe pecole xTo • Hoiri 
make the ToYpUliaTvvnik. ic\$VTeT^va5 neutr Xa£ ^ 


IriitKbaY* JT^J Covieer dnd cucens 

likeit^viaeriscly-Krwed^ a imTidn short i>nstiiR 
cccs.)i<i}^f it (Toewt tanev kilis • It: is IteSo/t, oClhe 
Zi^iValpartv-so is aboi?r hajfta&ien ^kers’Ko-- 
they all (io «: at once Zfi/tic <5osnt matSev much 
Tusc nohT- 


U)u. Vl/ooh 







plis knlllant little Gealire -Is 

the Kvil^iit. 


TKe ^UK>nln ^Us Lkeh crfenyuVvt el?e ii in 
M aili^e ^<fev a-nSbamSi 

jn ^ Yeppovteys redifY 4n<J‘ 




bt. rna/eo* 








SfHis j^itnal Kas got a hea-5 JvlZ of vulea anf 
'UMvJiilU’ns . R is IPioCun ftni oC aU kihis of 
rOTles .Jvt ones 'it Klfts Mst M ftose ncit& 
gjf « tail of -fte aWurer iKe-Y 

make vow hair afi Comc ofl? To ^hiMk 


HHt-fitiaflZoTneovvc cZ« best 

wfeeYvtatia>v - (I Aope I ?ij?kt) isnl 

ucv^^yuv Colour that 

out all over 

lewUf^X^. " K?m.ust look veSlen.!:^ 


iXythdithty m 
^jiu:^4oyr 


•o)neffv\e fife test 


^<fer,o#Jer% 
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^Arry {whose “ Old Dutch” has teen shoppmg, and has "kept Mm waiting' a ccynsiderahle time). 
Wot d’ydr mean, keepin’ me standin' abaat ’ebb like a bloomin’ Pool ? ” 

'Arriet, can’t *elp the Way tee stand, ’Aeby! ” 


Extbacted prom the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Commom^ Monday ^ March 21. — 

Here endetli the First Lesson.” When, 
just now, Leck:y sat down affcer supporting 
second reading of Irish Local Goyemment 
Bill, the ear was strained to catch this 
familiar announcement. So complete the 
illusion, as the voice rose and fell with 
pulpit cadence, that J. G. Talbot, pulling 
him self together with guilty start, not 
quite sure he hadn’t Been dozing off, 
hurriedly turned oyer the pages of Orders 
of the Day, as if it were a folio prayer- j 
hook, and he in search of the next portion 
of the Morning Service. The eye helped 
to deceive the ear. Looking across at the 
Member for Dublin University, with his 
folded hands, his head held a little on one 
side in meek depression, a seraphic smile 
occasionally lighting up his saintly coun- 
tenance, there lacked only a little of Burne 
J oiSTEs’s colour and sunlight shining 
through him, to realise the effect of a 
painted and consecrated window in some 
solemn aisle. 

Picturesque, but not practicable, and, in 
the main, a pity. House of Commons 
always ready to sit at feet of historian of 
England in the Eighteenth Gentury^ and bid 
him discourse. But in his sohcitude for 
the improvement of European Morals from 
Atottsttis to Charlemagne, he should 
avoid the pulpit voice and manner. Hap- 
pily they are not inseparable from his 
House of Commons speech. House remem- 
bers with pleasure the success of one of his 
earliest deliverances, when he unexpectedly 
came to assistance of Horace Plunkett 
in pleading for amnesty. Sark says the 
variety of the two circumstances explains 
the difference of style. The j&rst speech 
was delivered on spur of moment. He just 
talked to House in musical voice out of full 



knowledge and kindly heart. To-night 
brought down notes of convincing oration 
that should equal his reputation. Having 
his sermon written, he instinctively intoned 
it. 

Busmess done, — ^Irish Local Government 
Bill read a second time. 

Tuesday, — Quite exciting scene between 
Michael Joseph Flavin, Esq., Member 
for North Kerry, and the Eight Hon. the 
Speattrr. Ostensible business of House 
second reading of Consolidated Fund Bill. 
ReaUy might be supposed in advance that 
this would not suggest debate about Ireland. 
Such supposition only betrays ignorance of 
resources of Irish ingenuity. The Fund 
includbg L?eland in its dispensation, Irish 
matters might be talked about. If J obdn 
CoDLiN Dillon didn’t make a speech, 
John Short Eedmonl might; and what 
would they say in Ireland? An anxious 
moment whilst question that Bill be read a 
second time put from Chair. Was John 
Short lurking about somewhere, and 


would he catch the. Speaker’s eye before 
J OHN Collin grasped the optic ? Fortune 
favoured J. C., and before the amazed 
House quite knew where it was, he had 
embarked on a long speech about distress 
in Ireland. 

Though Members generally ignorant of 
what was to the fore, Micha'rl Joseph 
had received the tip. In the quiet recesses 
of his library he had composed a prodigious 
speech. Brought it down secreted about 
ius person upon innumerable sheets of 
paper. At critical moments these got 
mixed, and there were long pauses whilst 
Micka-rl rearranged the folios. 

After one of the pauses the bull appeared 
on scene. Like the birth of Jeames, its 
origin is '‘wropped in mystery,” Sark 
says he believes it belonged to another 
folio of the notes. However, there it was, 
rampaging round a peaceful parish in the 
West of Ireland. Congested Districts Board 
had something to do with it. Whether 
they sent it of their own accord, or in re- 
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sponse to a petition from the parishioners, 
was among the many things m the narra- 
tive which became a little ha2y. Miohael 
Joseph might have made all clear, in spite 
of his notes, had it not been for the 
Speakt’sh. Bight hon. gentleman wouldn’t 
have the bull on any terms. In parlia- 
mentary sense he waved red flag whenever 
its bellowing was heard in the distance, or 
the tip of its horn appeared above the gang- 
way. MiOTTAETa Joseph equally deter- 
mined to have his way. Why should an 



“ Now this bull, Sir.” 

(Mr. Fl-Y-n.) 

Irishman be denied his” bull? But the 
Sp'rattrb, in spite of his genial smile and 
courteous manner, is a tough customer to 
deal with. 

“Now this bull. Sir,” said Miottaet. 
Joseph, slyly leading up the animal by de- 
vious course, through the length of which 
he thought its existence might be forgotten. 

“Order! order!” cried the Speatt-rh, 
sternly. Whatever might be the case with 
the general topic, the bull at least should 
not feed on the pastures of the Consolidated 
Fund Bill. 

It turned out in the end that it wasn’t a 
bull at all, but a yearling. T^ether that 
made the case (whatever the case was) 
better or worse, Mcchaet- Joseph was not 
permitted to explain. 

Business Joseph’s bull 

warned ofl. 

Thursday . — Arrangements for formation 
of new Party concluded. Began operations 
to-night with attack on Clerk at Table. 
Ui^e its prototype the Fourth Party, it 
strides Colossus-wise across floor of House. 
One foot is represented by that puissant 
knight, Sir Bashmbah-Aetlett. For the 


other stands, four square to any wind, the 
Young Eosoius of our feeble day, Eedmond 
cadet. The Whip is the conqueror of 
Sitting Bull, The O’Evlt^y. The Party 
— ^well, at present there is no Party. But 
here are complete arrangements for its 
guidance. At first it was expected that 
Cap’en Tommy Bowles would slew along- 
side, and cruise yard-arm in yard-arm. 
But the Oap’bn, in reply to overtures, said 
he thought he would prefer to retain the 
attitude of A Friendly Power. 

Had a very good send-off to-night. 
Stopped progress of public business for 
fuEy two hours. This, of course, would 
have been nothing in the good old days. 
In these times is pretty considerable. Sir 
Bashmead was in great form. As for the 
Young Eosoiirs, bis exuberant delight in 
his own eloquence almost contagious. 

Saek chiefly delighted with the appoint- 
ment of The O’K'ETrY as Whip. That, he 
insists, is a stroke of genius. As Sitting 
Bull found, there is something irresistible 
about The O’Kelly. 

“ Eemindsme,” says Sark, “of a picture 
of Keene’s that appeared in Punch thirty- 
six years ago, and was thereafter a lifelong 
delight to the dear lit Maurier. Eepre- 
sents nearly empty ’bus jogging along on 
rainy day. In the background are seen 
lady and gentleman turning down another 
road. ‘Now, why didn’t you take that there 
party ? ’ says the ’busman, turnmg an in- 
dignant face upon the conductor. ‘Said 
they wouldn’t go,’ pleaded the pal. ‘ Said 
THEY wouldn’t go ! ’ responded the driver 
in withering tones of contempt. ‘They 
said they wouldn’t go I Why, what do you 
suppose you’re put there for? Do you 
call that conductin’ a ’bus ? Oh, they 
wouldn’t go ! I like that ! ’ When 
the Bashmeat^-Eebmond-Artlett Party 
is recruited, and The O’K'etj-y wants to 
whip them into a particular Lobby, it will 
be smaE use them saying they won’t go.’’ 

Business done. — Consolidated Fund Bfll 
read a third time.'J ^ 

Friday. — ^Member for South Monaghan 
still going about wondering what he reaEy 
meant to say on second reading of Irish 
Local Government BiE about the Bye of 
Ireland. His words were: “Mr. Speaktsik, 
there wiE not be a dry eye in Ireland at 
the death and burial of the Grand Jury.” 
After proceeding some sentences with his 
argument, it struck him there was a mis- 
take somewhere. Had he meant a dry 
eye ? On reflection, he thought not. Bet- 
ter correct it. The misreading would get 
into Hansard, and generations unborn 
would puzzle over it. Nothiug like being 
frank. So he explained that when he 
said a dry eye, he had meant a wet one. 

Mr. Daly’s Tnamier solemn as be- 
comes the Chairman of the Town Com- > 
missioners of Carrickmacross, and a mem- 
ber of its Board of Guardians. Flippant 
Members opposite roared with laughter. 
Across the gangway came the audible 
whisper, “Wet your other eye.” Why 
should they have laughed, and what had 
he reaEy meant, a wet eye or a dry eye ? 

Business done. — ^A quiet sitting with the 
Army Estimates. 


Patron Saint op Messrs. Cook, 
Gaze, & Co.— St. Martin of “ Tours.” 


APEIL FOOLS. 

The man who goes to see a race. 

And backs a horse which wins a “place,” 
But of his bookie finds no trace, 

Becomes an AprE Fool. 

And folks with means already great, 

Who in the City speculate 
And lose their all, deserve their fate, 

For they are AprE Fools. 

The lady who, with notion quaint, 

Hopes to conceal her age with pamt. 

And tbi-nks she ’s lovely, but she am% 

She ’s an old AprE Fool. 

Poor gentlefolk who fondly dream 
Of wealth through home-employment 
scheme, 

Discover things aren’t what they seem. 
Alas ! poor AprE Fools. 

The girl who goes upon the stage, 

Quite certain she wEl be “ the rage,” 
Finds she is cast to play a Page, 

And feels an April Fool. 

Suburban folk who ev’ryrday 
Experience the train’s delay. 

But get no compensation, they 
Are clearly AprE Fools. ! 

The borrower who is content I 

To raise a loan at cent, per cent., 

For which he ’E bitterly repent, 

He is an AprE FooL 

The men who go out to Klondyke 
With no idea of what it ’s like, ! 

And tbinlr a vein of gold to strike, } 

Are naught but AprE Fools. , 

Suggested Names por New Mining 1 
Companies. — ^OPhe Miners’ Visionary Gold i 
Mine (UTiJi-mited) ; Beyond - the - Dreams - i 
of- Avarice Gold Mine; Fools’ Paradise; ^ 
louan Promised Land Company; Impu- ' 
dence and Assurance Company; Lunar i 
Greencheese Fields Exploration Company ; 
Spanish Castles Company (Limited). 

TJniversity Sympathy. 

First Frrand Boy (after the University 
Boat Bace). Wot ’ave yer got a light blue 
ribbon in yer button ’ole for, Tommy ? 

Second JS. B. (promptly). ’Cos our ’ouse 
alius sells Cambridge sausages ! 



Teaching the Young Idea how to ** Feather his 
Skull.” 
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AMATEUR V.' PROFESSIONAL. 

Smith {who lias lately taTcen a •place m[thec(nmtry — to his gard&iw). 
“Now, LOOK ’ere. ’Ow the dettoe do yod expect those Potatoes 

TO GROW? YoXT first CUTS ’EM IN TWO, AND THEN YOU BURY ’EM 
SO THAT THEY CAN GET NEITHER LiGHT NOR HAIR ! ” 


OUR BOOKING-OPPIOE. 

G-eorge|Newni;s Limited have hadlTan iUimitahly^ happy 
thought in adding Eothm to their New Library. That deathless 
work, one of the best books of travel ever written,' is as fresh to- 
day as it was when it issued from the press fifty-four years ago. 
Just now, when affairs in the East are exceptionally interesting, 
it is useful and instructing to have these graphic pictures of half 
a century ago. When Einglake visited Cyprus, and described 
it in an idyllic chapter, he little dreamt that some day it would 
be a place of arms flying the English flag*^ Not to speak of 
Palestine, we see, through the great historian’s clear glasses, 
Constantinople, Cairo, the Pyramids, Suez, and many other 
places greatly transformed to-day. Unhampered by copyright 
tribute, the publishers have been able to turn out an attractive 
volume at a trifling price. The book is illustrated with forty 
excellent drawings by H. E. Mitxar. 

A FcrgoUen Sin jBLACKWOOu) will not add greatly to the 
reputation of Miss (jERARD. The basis of its plot is not parti- 
cularly pleasant, and the structure is slight. It will serve well 
enough to wile away an idle hour. 

The Making of Matthias, (John Lane.) By J. S. Eletcher. 
Little Master Matthias seems to have been rather oddly “ made.’^ 
He was “made” much of by both his Grandmother and the old 
farm labourer, Timothy j yet was he not spoilt, but somehow 
contrived to “ make himself ” generally useful. He was beloved 
by aU 

The pigs and cows and ’osses, 

And the long-tailed bull what tosses,” 

(to quote, an ancient rhymester,) he birds’ -nested, he collected 
eggs, h^prcicured an ancient sword from an old Waterloo man, 
who was evidently not a very distant relation of Henry Irving s 


Corporal Brewster^ and, armed with this weapon, he went out by 
moonlight alone, and, in the true spirit of a juvenile Bon Quixote, 
cut doTO whole armies of thistles without a single regret for the 
wandering donkey’s next day’s dinner. He performed the stupen- 
dous feat of reading Bilgrim's Progress, RoUnson Crusoe, Peter 
Wilkins, and Adventures of Christopher Columhis, all together, 
while simultaneously enjoying his evening meal ! This all went 
of course to the “making of Matthias ” until he was fifteen, when 
his Grandmother, who seems to have believed in a sort of mod^ ‘ 
illustrated-Christmas-book-Christianity, after simply bidding him 
“ Be a good man,” died, and left him monarch of all he surveyed, 
including a hundred sovereigns which were saved up and hidden 
away somewhere by an unfortunate Irish labourer, since deceased, 
who, from his conversation, appears to have expatriated himself 
from one of the Orange districts of that most distressful country. 
So at last, as master of the farm, apparently a very decent pro- 
perty, with Timothy, aged about sixty-five, still to the fore, and 
with a hundred golden sovereigns ready money somewhere about, 
Master Matthias, aged fifteen, “ laid aside the crown of his child- 
hood and took up the harness of the man,” and thus was he 
“ made.” The story of his “making ” (is it intended as a sort of 
“receipt ” to guide anyone who might want to make Matthias f) 
is told in a pretty, whimsical, pastoral way, and appears in a 
handy book that may serve to '^e away a spare hour or so, with 
not a few dainty illustrations by Luoy Kemp-Weloh. 

■ The Baron de B.-W. 


BANK HOLIDAY PEOYEBBS. 

Among the cheap trippers the noisiest lout is king. 

Excursion in a huny, and repent at leisure. 

People who travel first with third class tickets should not sit 
twelve a side and sing songs. 

You may take an ’ Arry to a Board School, but you can’t make 
him sound bis h’s. 

A railway bar miss has never a smile. 

It ’s a long day’s touring that has no ending. 

Every cloud of smoke extracts a copper from a coster’s lining. 
Look after your pockets and the roughs will take care of 
themselves. 

A policeman at hand is worth two on the watch. 

You cannot make a day’s pleasure out of a rowdy tour. 

It ’s tib.e early riser that gets the first train. 

Enough is never sufficient for a beanfeast. 

It ’s the siaged coat that fears the cigar-ends. 

The concertma has j)ower to wake the savage breast. 

On the day of St. Lubbock there is no place like home. 


“AN EXCUSE FOE THE GLASS.” 

At the recent meeting of the “Actors’ Association,” Sir I^nry 
Irving in the chair, Mr. Wynbham, as “ Charles, his friend,’' 
told how, once upon a time, when they were both “ beginners,” 
not in the same piece, but applying at the. same theatre for an 
engagement, Mr. Wyndham, in a toubh-an’-go-light-comedy 
st^e, put his elbow through a pane of glass, and neither he nor 
Lrving (“ afterwards Sir Henry”) had sufficient money iu their 
pockets to pay for tiie damage. If Irving bad had the money, 
why should he have paid for what he didn’t break? “Who 
breaks, pays.” But, “no matte,”— it was a pleasant reminifi- 
cence not unmixed with pane. Yet the light-hearted and now 
heavily-coiniDg Comedian Diight have added, that if, once, in the 
early days of their theatrical career, Henry, with “ Charles, his 
friend,” had broken a glass in company, at aU events many a time 
and oft in later years, had they, as festive comrades, “ cracked a 
bottle together.” 

“ Why ‘ Yegetarian ’ ? ’’—After Sir Henry Thompson’s ex- 
cellent art^'cle in this month’s Nipete&nth Century no self-styled 
vegetarian would accept the eminent surgeon’s invitation to a 
iite-d-Ute dinner for fear his host should lave ( nly asked him to 
sit at “ a dinner-table fitted with leaves,” and ihould then have 
“ given hinn beans.” 

“The Maine Question” may be consider d as practically 
solved, and peace or war between Spain and tLo United States 
( becomes now “ the Main Question.” 


VOL. 




THE GAOL OF THE FUTURE. 

{As Some would have it,) 

Warder, **Hope you are quite comfortable, Sir? Latest Edition, Sir? Like anything more? Like the Door left open, Sir? 
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NOTES OF TRAVEL. 

The Cmard Sj^ecial ” full s^eed for London, 

John Bull (of Oit World in general). “There is nothino to be alarmed at. Sdrelt todr Amerioan Trains oo mdoh ^-^ter 
THAN THIS ! ” Jonaihan (from the West in varticular), “ Why, taas. Bet 'tain’x that. I m aeeard it ll run oit yodr 

DARNED LITTLE ISLAND ! ” 


FLITTINGS. 

Cape Town, March 8,’ 1898. 

Dear Mr. Punch,— Before trekking up 
country among the vleis (not fleas, I hope} 
and hopjes, where you have to be your 
own postman, I should like to imitate your 
famous advice, and impart a few Don’ts 
to those of your readers who intend to 
visit South ifeca. As I am just a week 
old as far as life in this colony is con- 
cerned, my counsel will doubtless be ac- 
cepted for what it is worth, i.e,, about one 
tickie, or 3d. 

In the first place, don’t come out here 
unless you have an unlimited capacity for 
-standing, and being stood, drinks. It is 
a thirsty land, and great is the consump- 
tion of fluids. Don't say ^‘How do you 
do ? ” to a man before you have asked him 
what he will take. The b^ is the only 
starting-place for a conversational exercise. 

Don’t waste any time in looMng for the 
Southern Cross. It is like an insignificant 
and lop-sided kite, and should be abolished 
without delay. 

Don’t try to eat a South African peach. 
It has to be cut and peeled like an apple, 
and feels like a billiard ball. ^ It is, 1 
believe, used for that purpose in the re- 
moter districts where the game is played. 

If you have come to your last sovereign, 
don’t have your things washed. My wash- 
ing bill comes to 19s. Id. this week, an 
und-r v-st and p-r of p-ts being charged 
fivepence each. Fer&. sap. 

Don’t take it as a personal affront if the 
Customs Officer enquires if you pe lan^g 
any cats, when you have your wife or sister 
with you. 

Don’t expect Parisian cooking at the 



[“Agents axe offering to suply milk from I^or- 
mandy for London.’ Taper.] If we axe to 
have Normandy milk, why not Normandy milk- 
maids ? They would he distinctly picturesque. 


dotels, as you certainly won’t get it. You 
hiave to wash your own grapes and be 
bhankfxQ. 

Don’t wash more than you help. It 
is a pity to make the water dirtier than it 
already is. 

Don’t omit a visit to the really nne 
public buildings of Cape Town, such as the 
Houses of Parliament, where the officials 
are courteousness itself in explaining; 
things to strangers. • 

Don’t talk about a magnificent blow-ot- 
tbe-eye” (as “Auguste” would term it), 
until you have seen Table Mountain and 
its attendant peaks rising precipitously 
behind the city. 

Don’t forget to journey to Grootescbuur 
(Mr. Rhodes’ residence), but don’t ask 
me to pronounce this and other Cape- 
Dutch names. 

Don’t expect to sleep when there are 
electric-cars. Salvation bands, steam-wbis- 
tles, praying mantises, Malays, mosquitoes, 
and Bulawayo troopers in full blast within 
earshot. Yours negatively. 


Conversation Overheard ih^the Gar- 
den of Britannic Plora. 

Bose. WeU, I never heard of such impu- 
dence. A kitchen vegetable 1 

Thistle. Not fit to feed donkeys on! 

Shamrock. A wretched mongrel of an 
onion ! This, hedad 1 is another injustice to 
Ireland ! N ot even a dacent pratJe ! 
l^Then the Leek, viho had overheard th£ above 
cruel remarks, wrote to Mr. QLdsUne, arid 
received acomol(U<yrypost<wrd, wh/kh caused 
it to llossom into a VveUh orchid. 
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CONSOLATfON. 


MissSeoU. “Yes, she has been sayin® all 
Frietid. “ You should not heed hek, tih'-ap 


MANNER oli' Wicked Things about me.” 

She merely Repeats what other People say ! ” 


LITERAET TOUTS. 

I II- — ^The Report Previous. 

^ [« I hesitate to say what the functions of modem 
journals ai-e, but I imagine they do not exclude 
the antelhgent anticipation of facts before they 
occur. —Mr. Qurzon the Sottsef March 29.] 

Among the most popular canards sau- 
vages is a breed which may be tersely 
represented by the following chronological 

Wish 


Later in the day, the Duke, who is usually 
a stem, cold man, ranging apart, was seen 
in the purlieus of St. Stephen’s, habited 
in a flowered waistcoat, and conversing 
^th one or more of the constables on 
duty. 

Leader of the Ltouse, who' was 
expected to play^ a tie over the Tooting 
^ec course during* question hour, is alleged 
to have scratched . on the plea of neryous 
prostration. 


Thought. 

(Shak^eare, Smry the Fourth, Part IL) 

A specimen fucked from the Chronic 
Adimer (March 24) will suffice. 

RESIGNATION OP LORD S-L-SB-RY. 
His Probable Successor. 

What. Will He Do With It ? 

‘"We We received the following infer 
mation from a source so exoeptionallv 
tru^worthy as almost to warrant us 
to publish it. It will be 
^®,?^o^ory. of the most callous 
Cabinet was hurriedly summoned 
at 2.30 A,M on Tuesday, They did not 
go home till morning; and at 8.15, or 
more than an hour ,&er sunrise, smoke 
was |tiU issuing from the chimney of the 
pnvate fnmoir of Devonshire House 





At 4.30 p.M., a well-known Queen’s 
messenger was being measured for a travel- 
ling suit. At the same hour, Colonel 
L-ck w-D ordeied from his West End tailor 
an inflammatory waistcoat. 

“ Our information is that these move- 
ments had nothing to do' with the simul- 
taneous visit of the naval attache of the 
Helvetian Republic to Mr. 0-rz-n’s ante^ 
room. Many of our contemporaries have 
been misled as to the significance of this 
projected consultation. 

“Pacts, our informant tells us, will only 
develope slowly. The official aoknowledg- 
r^nt^ of the actual resignation of the 
Premier may be delayed for months, or, 
it may be, for years. ^ None the less is it 
already, for all practical' purposes, a fait 
accompli P 

I ^ March 25. 

As we hinted in our last issue, the 
Foreign -Office has denied all knowledge of 
the facts upon which our statement of 
yesterday was based. This provides yet a 
nmther example,, if one were needed, of' 
the dilatoriness of a Government whose 
infommtion on public matters^ is invariably 
posterior to that of the advanced Press. 
1“ ? same time readily conceivable 

ybut the very announcement of the Pre- 
miers resignation, made in these columns, 
may have been the involuntary cause of its 
postponement. 
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’‘If not, then time alone will show who 
was right, we or Lord S-l-sb-ry.’^ 

* * * * * 

Pass now to Foreign Affairs, which afford 
a wider scope for winged Fancy. In order 
to keep abreast of the New Journalism, 
Mr. Funch has been compelled to dispatch 
a staff of prophets to the hottest corners 
of the globe, for the purpose of anticipating 
eventu^ities. On the verge of going to 
press he is privileged to publish the follow- 
ing head-lines and other exclusive novelties, 
of which the official confirmation is not 
expected till after the Easter recess. 

REPORTED RISING ON THE RiVJLERA 
Has FEAis’CE Joined Russia? 
Menacing Attitude op the Alpine Corps. 
Lord S-l-sb-ry Escapes prom Beaulieu 
IN AN OPEN BOAT. 

{From Our Special Momco Commissioner.) 

Motel Necropole, Monte Carlo. 

April 5. 

The Far-East-West- Arrican problem has 
leached an acute crisis. War-clouds loom 
in the offing. It is the night before the 
battle. 

In an interview with the head croupier 
this morning I gathered that, in the event 
of France combining with Russia in a hos- 
tile demonstration against Great Britain, 
the Principality of Monaco would maintain 

AN ARMED NEUTRALITY. 

A young friend of mine at Beaulieu tele- 
grapns tiiat shoitly after dawn yesterday, 
a company of the famous Alpine Corps, 
armed to the teeth with ropes and ice- 
. choppers, went through a series of warlike 
.evolutions opposite Lord S-l-sb-ry’s pic- 
turesque villa, which comYnands an' unin- 
terrupted view of the Mediterranean, 

Under cover of the hour oi' siesta, the 
Premier, accompanied only by a faithful 
butler, who carried a tea-Wket and 
SIX air-bladders, 

put out to sea in his new outrigger, and 
neaded for Bordighera. 

The wind was. contrary and the sea ex- 
tremely inclement. 

Eluding the French fleet, which lay 
round the corner off ViHefranche, they 
were eventually forced, after battling with 
heroic fortitude for a day and a ni^t on 
the deep, and suffering unexampled incon- 
venience, to put in to Ventimiglia, which 
is in the territory of Italy, 

OUR ONLY PRIENDS. 

Here his Lordship was last seen, wet to 
the skin, trying to get the air-bladders 
through the douane. 

Piper Milne, the hero of Dargai, has 
been telegraphed for. 

Later. 

All is quiet at Cimiez. 

The Queen drove out as usual this after- 
noon. 

It transpires that Lord S-l-sb-rt yester- 
day reviewed a regiment of the Alpine 
Corps, and . subsequently entertained the 
officers at iUjeuner.- 

He remains at Beaulieu, where he finds 
th 3 climate pleasingly salubrious, ; 

There has been a clerical error about the 
hero of Dargai. It was not ]^ne, but 
Fcndlater, and neither has been sent f or.^ 

The new outrigger has not yet' arrived 
from England, ft Ifiis to be ordered first, 
i The sea is calmer than ever. 

The relations between Great Britain and 
the European Powers continue friendly 
and unstrained. 

Later still. 

I have broken the bank. 



A TEST CASE. 


“Op course I KNOW he’s an awfully straight-laced sort op Johnnie; but it’s 

RATHER A TALL ORDER TO SAY HE NSVER USES STRONG LANGUAGE, ISN’T IT ? ” 

“I don’t know. I -met him the other day, and he SAID IT W’AS OPPRESSIVELY 

WarmI” , : 


In the best quarters this is regarded as 
likely to furnish a cmsa hdli. 

Still later. 

I have dost all my winnings. - 
Everything points to peaoe. 

EASTER EGGS, 

The undermentioned folk, we beg 
To state, deserve an Easter egg. 

For instance, to , the Oxford eight, . 

An egg their to celeb^te. 

The piper of the G6rdonl;gay 
Who at Chriai he^er beased to play, 

Tho* shot' ^piinded in both legs. 
Honours shaM have for Easter eggs. 


To Mr. Tree, who ^ould be proud 
I Of his amazing Roman crowd 
Which with a fifelike movement sways, 
We tribute pay, an egg of praise. 

To ladies who with forethought kind^ 

' Remember those who sit beimid, 

' And leave their hats on cloak-room pegs, 
We offer thanks for Easter eggs. 

To that just Judge, the Lord High Chief, 
Who grants to editors relief . 

From libel actions, him we deem 
Worthy the egg or our esteem. 

To best of burlesque boys, “ Our Nell,” 
Who lately has been so unwell, 

The egg of' comfort, if not wealth, 

And Easter egg of perfect health. 


1 
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IpVE ’be going to the Lyceum to-morrow night, to see the Merchant of Venice,*' 
‘‘Oh, you, lucky G-irl ! I’ve always so wanted to see Irving play ‘Sherlock 
Holmes ’ I ” 


OUR SECOND CHILDHOOD. 

[^JI hear that ‘ stool-ball ’ is likely to become the 
fa^onable game at garden parties this year.” 

A Ladies' Journal,"] 

Mrs. Atamode^s party on Tuesday last 
was favoured with delL^tful weather, and 
a large number of ^ests, including most 
of the leaders of Society, had accepted her 
invitation. The entertainment was tho- 
roughly cjiic and up^to-date. After tea — 
the chief items of which repast were lemon- 
ade, peppermints, and jam-puffs— most of 
the company took part in an exciting game 
of “ touch-last," which was carried on with 
great zest, a Cabinet Minister and an emi- 
nent scientist winning loud applause by 
their sMll. In another part of the grounds 
I came across two well-dmown poets, who 


were playing “ leap-frog ” with evident en- 
joyment. 

The annual marble-match between Ox- 
ford and Cambridge takes place this week, 
and is certain to attract an enormous 
crowd. Most of the events seem more 
than usually open, but the Light Blues will 
probably succeed in “hopscotch," while 
they can hardly hope to defeat their rivals 
in “ five-in-a-ring.” It is certainly hard 
luck upon the Cambridge team that, by an 
absurd University statute, they should be 
debarred from practising on the Senate- 
House steps, which woiffd form a highly 
advantageous training-ground. Since, how- 
ever, they went into strict training a fort- 
night ago, they have been coached by 
Master Thomas Tittlebat, the eminent 


champion of Swish email College, and under 
his able tuition they are certain to prove a 
strong side. 

I am often asked by my readers where 
they can obtain really first-class skipping- 
ropes at a moderate filgure. They cannot 
do better than visit Messrs. Smith and 
Robinson’s Bond Street establishment, 
where many of the smartest people have 
bought their skipping-ropes for this season. 
The latest fashion is to have them with 
jewelled handles, and the rope dyed a bright 
magenta colour. The same firm are also 
noted for their peg-tops, but owing to the 
great demand for these articles, I hear that 
orders for them cannot be executed in less 
than a month’s time. However, there is a 
rumour that whip-tops will become more 
fashionable before the season is over. 

A CHARMING hoop-gymkhana was held at 
Diddledum Court last week, and most of 
the events were well-contested. A most 
exciting three-mile race was won in gallant 
style by the Bishop of the Diocese, wo de- 
feated the Earl of Shoreditch by half-a- 
length. I noticed that the right reverend 
gentleman bowled an iron-tyred “ Invinci- 
ble,’’ while his rival propelled a wooden 
“Coventry Flyaway.’’ Both these hoops 
are splendidly made. 

The selection-committee of the All-Eng- 
land N.P.C. have an anxious task before 
them in choosing a team of nine-pin players 
to represent us against Australia. In the 
last test-match, it will be remembered, we 
were decisively beaten. But some good 
judges aver that the delivery of one of the 
Australian team was distinctly unfair. It 
i!s to be hoped that there will be no room 
for any doubts of this kind when the return 
match takes place at Lord’s next week. 

A correspondent writes to deprecate the 
foolish policy of certain enthusiasts who are 
attempting to revive the public taste for 
such games as cricket, golf, and lawn- 
tennis. Their efforts, as he truly points 
out, are foredoomed to failure. Pastimes 
of this description are suitable enough for 
schoolboys, who are able to find pleasure 
even in a cricket-match. But, happily, it is 
useless to expect in the present day that 
grown-up persons will waste their time 
over these eminently childish amusements. 
How strange it seems to reflect that our 
ancestors once preferred the infantile game 
called “ foot-ball to* a recreation so thrill- 
ing as “ hide-and-seek ’’ 1 

“THE SPECTRAL TRAIN.’’ 

In the Standard of Friday, April 1 (a 
suspicious date, it must be conceded), ap- 
peared a letter stating how its writer onoe 
saw two trains when there was only one! 
The first, he went on to explain, was a 
“spectral train,” which, “after a short 
interval,” was followed by a real train. 
Then he concludes with the question, “ Was 
the phantom caused by a double reflec- 
tion?” It may have occurred to some 
ribald sceptics to ask whether the letter 
would have been written after “ double re- 
flection’’? For our own part, being on 
moderately good terms with certain fami- 
liar spirits, which agree with us on most 
occasions, we are inclined to think that 
the writer in question actually did see a 
“spectral train.” The following interro- 
gation answered in the affirmative would 
put the matter beyond doubt, namely, 
“Was the train made up of Bogey car- 
riages ? ” 
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Horridly herculean hard ! 

In some obscure, tenebrions, xmilliTTniTied part, 

And clear away thee, and them, and it, in one copious, 
crimson condagration ! 

EASTEE TEEPPma. 

{A F»rsomlly-C<mdudtd Letter,) 

Dear Mr. Puh-qh,— B y the time these lines are in 
are good enough to print them — ^the great British Pubbc wm^ be 
considering where to go for the brief Spring recess. Ihis being 
so, I it my duty to put before your readers, with your pp- 
mission, the result of my calculations. I say without hesiwion 
that it is perfectly feasible to get to Eome and back tor a nve- 
pound note, and the journey may be made in comfort, ihere is 

no necessity for roughing it. ^ ^ n i 

To start. The Channel route vii Dover and Calais is a long 
way the best. It costs but a few shillings. One can reach Pans 
in half-a-dozen hours-or thereabouts. Of course, one must not 
be lavish in one’s expenditure in the City of Plepires. A day s 
board will only come to a shilling or two ludiciously expended. 
Then off to Switzerland, and by the Simplon into Italy. A tew 
hours may be spent at Stresa, Milan, and G^noa. Then direct o 
Eome. In the City of the Popes and the Caesars hvmg is cheap 
if one finds out where to go. It wiU he well to reserve a few 
shillings for a guide book— a most excellent substitute for a guide. 
And iS-ving reached Eome, no doubt one’s pui-se will be found 
to be exhausted. You cannot get to Pans under a sovereign 
and travelling thence to Switzerland costs a sovereign more, ^d 
a sovereign v^l be needed for the railway 3 ourney to Italy. The 
remaining forty shillings wiE have served for refreshments on 
the road. Added together, the expenses to *5- 

Yours very faithfully, A PracticaIi Mait. 

P S — Bv the way, I find that I have not aUowed funds for the 
jouiieyhome. This is a detail. If worst comes to the worst, 
one can walk. 


UNNECESSARY. 

Mother. “Haven’t ton sot tone Gioves, Alexaneee? 
Mender. “No, Matbe. Bnt mt Hands aeb (JNITe clean! 


!. Oosinopolis.) 


BOADICEA. 

(Mtiumtre of m.GxOB.o,s Meebdith’s « £ei!ol'utimi 

wing amazed in day’s young beams, 
Thou, the triumphant, tenant, towemg upper . 

Thus tootles the tin tmmpet of the poet. 

' * "is™” 

sunerfLuant supper. 

Crazed and amazed thou standest, colossal pursu 
Of the gorgeous green Atlas omnibus, so it seems 
To people gazing a glacial wonder, 

The butcher, the baker, the brewer. 

Blow it ! 

Howcouava 

^ up a red roaring jaw-gape r 

"Was itTiis democratic duty ■ , T^nnulaoe ? 

To let thee for ever prank on the paralysed populace r 

mere is HAEOOtm'r to. defend tis, 

He, the admirer of fortuitous f^tones of jam. 

The tenant critio of arohitectomo , . 

The clarion denouncer of New Scotland lara , 

Amort all paspion, grasping for , Tnore ot less in art, 

merearethethirty,mo(reorle8S,leamed,more(»ie , 

Who wrote to the- - - - - 
Times? -.-to' 

Where are they, where is her 
Where is anybody to make a fuss,- ■ 

inside that police station j 



THERE'S THE RUB! 

(to Second ditto). “I MET TH’ OLE SqNIEE THIS 



bested. TO KNOW THAT 1 M tAVr^’'"' W blL SlV'«iYS 

1’“ T^/X^s^XW^McJroE^lBB-ALL iW 

I, IT S LIKE TT, A Maw ’aS IJO ONE PEPENDENT ON IM j 

BNI ^8 WBM M OOME TO SlOPPlS’ H TMATTHE TEONBUS .KMINS, I 
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UNFEELING. 

[to Amateur Jockey, wTwsernauoUTux^miseedxdMm). “D’ybe mind doin’ that again, Captino? My Pal ’ere didn’t 

QUITE SEE IT ! ” 


CHANama PEOM day to day. 

{JEnstractfrom a Leading ArticU picked up in Fleet Street.) 

There is no doubt that a crisis is at band. We are in the 
midst of alarms and rumours of war, and tbe coming cloud oi 
disaster rises above tbe horizon. Tbe day for balf measures is 
over, and now it is tbe duty of every Briton— be be soldier, 
sailor, or civilian — ^to keep bis powder diy and to be ready, aye, 
ready. It must not be forgotten that England is England, and 
wbat tbe “ tight little island” once has done, can and may have 
to be re-accomplished. 

And yet Peace is not only an ideal. After all and before all, 
men are a band of brothers. There is but little difference between 
^e Eussian and tbe Anglo-Saxon, tbe Teuton and the Celt, 
Human nature is very human, and blood is thicker than water. 
We niay fight lions pd tigers, but common sense forbids man— 
mtelligent man— taking up the sword against his brother. It is 
unnatural. It is unwise. 

But honour is honour. As our national bard has tersely pul 
It, he who steals a purse steals trash. But honour is honour. 
The sword is the last resource it is true, but it must be unsheathed 
when the good fame of a nation cries for protection. It has been 
reputation that has called into existence Drake 
and Marlborough, Wellihgtoh and Nelsoh. 

.^d yet who would shed blood for an idea ? In these days oi 
modern cmlisation the pen has taken the place of the cannon 
is not ink stronger than ^powder, paper than dynamite? 
^d what IS honour ? Is it not a sentiment that varies in 
mteroretation ? The honour of the Hottentot is not the honour oi 
the Europe^. Then why fight for an idea ? The notion is not 
only permcious, but absurd. 

In conclusion, there is but one word more to be said. It mav 
be advanced by the captious that what we have suggested above 


IS more or less contradictory. The purist may even go so far as 
to declare that what we have asserted in one paragraph we have 
contradicted in its successor. Be it so. But let our readers 
remember that at this season of the year most things have to be 
written in advance — aye, and much in advance— to secure the 
well-earned leisure of the Easter Yacation. 


Note and Cluery to Sir H-nry Th-mps-n Clnspector 
of Food Feeding). 

^ W. Being in “the temperate zone,” it is incumbent on us to 
live temperately. Of course. In the “intemperate zone” the 
duty would be equally evident. 

Q. Might an author, who makes his livelihood entirely by con- 
tributing regularly to magazines, be fairly described as “ one 
who lives on ‘ cereals ’ ” 

Mr. Puhoh observes that there is a general wish to make the 
uiystal Palace a National Institution. Mr* P. cordially endorses 
the views of the^ promoters of the movement, but suggests, in 
view of the Exhibition of 1851, that the undertaking should be 
extended in its scope, and that a new international slab be placed 
breath the great Constructor’s bust under the Terrace, inscribed 
“Pax-stone,” as a memorial of International Peace. 

“ The Coming Eate.” — Generally a very rapid one if it is a 
bicyclist, and then also a very dangerous one to the unprotected 
pedestrian. 

“ A^ Important Factor.” — ^A Scotch agent who has to 
collect the rents. 

Item on a Menu op Literary Pabulum. — “S hakspeare 
and Bacon.” 
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DARBY JONES ON THE ALEXANDRA PARK 
SPRING MEETING. 

Honoured Sir, — ^You, and, I trust, my 
other noble patrons can appreciate whether 
your Humble Vates deserves well of his 
fellow-citizens. You little know the pride 
with which even the very minor Prophets 
point to their sucoessfid prognostications, 
nor what little capital is needed to make 
a Gullible Public hand over its Hard-earned 
Shekels for “One-horse Snips,” “Wires 
from the Course,” “Stable Secrets,” and 
“ Special Certainties.” Far be it from me 
to depreciate the Astuteness of those Seers 
who, having given, say, Cotopaxi at 5 to 
1 071, and Chimborazo at 6 to 4 on, proclaim 
the Triumph of their Perspicacity mth a 
vigour, which causes the Man-out-of-the- 
Know to surmise that the Victorious 
Quadrupeds were probably owned, bred, 
trained, aye, and even ridden by these 
vociferous gentry, but I do say that a 
Professor of Equine Research, who by dint 
of Hard Study is enabled to sift the '^eat 
from the Chaff, and pick out plums such as 
the diminutive John Homer never dreamt 
of, from the Currant Cake, I repeat, that 
Toiler of the Turf is worthy of more gold, 
silver or bronze than the unseemly assaults 
from toe-capped boots, which — alas 
speak feelingly — often fall to his lot. And 
it is in the early Spring that the Illvminati 
are busy with the Records of the Past, 
remembering deeds which the Careless 
Punter never calls to mind, while they 
look up weights and distances, and gene- 
rally polish their Memories with Chrono 
logical Facts. 

But let us back to our Gee-Gees, and to 
that “ Spring, Spring, gentle Spring,” 
which used in bygone days musically to 
intoxicate our ears at Covent Garden 
Theatre, and yet drove us to thoughts of 
self-destruction when repeated by the 
Banditti of the Barrel-organ. 

I turn in what may be called a Week 
of Desolation to the gathering at Alexan- 
dra Park — to my mind, a curious sort of 
show, where some Jockeys finish nohow 
and some Horseis nowhere. There are 
manv Mysteries, believe me, honoured Sir, 
developed on the Sward which abuts on 
the International Exhibition of 1862. Here 
the Genial and Generous Licensed Vic- 
tualler, especially on a Saturday, is in full 
swing, but nevertheless he rubs coats in 
TattersalPs Rins with some of the most 
Aristocratic Philequists (my own, own 
word) who ever wore Newmarket Coats or 
wore patent leather boots. There are 
ladies too, as well, who havedndulged in 
fish often of the Fried Order for their 
limcheons, but are none the less as hearty 
as if they had made their diieun&rs^ on 
beef steaks or mutton chops, while drinks 
effervesce, from champagne to bottled stout. 
In short, esteemed patron, Alexandra Park 
is jovial. Having said this much, let me 
put my selection into poetical pricis worthy 
of Lord Salisbxtrt and Her Majesty’s 
Foreign Office. It runs as follows: — 

Beware of the Furnitm'e Fart, 

Beware if the JRooster is there ; 

But look out if the Tadkee should start, 

And the XTn-named may make us all stare ! 
Having thus wandered into a land not 
often touched upon, I remain, honoured 
Sir, 

Your obedient and Argus-eyed Servitor, 
Darby Jones. 


Sometime after Charles Lamb.- 
ports from CShina : Pig tales. 


-Re- 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted prom the Diary of Toby, 1I.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, March 28. — 
Monotony of voting millions for landlords, 
for denominational schools, for Army and 
varied to-night hy further progress 
with measure that will transform approaches 
to the Palace of Westminster and open up 
new yis*a of Westminster Abbey. As 
Cap’en Tommy Bowles pu+s it, we are 
wa.tir g two ironclads and a cruiser on mer^ 


Squire hampered, as is the common lot of 
Liberal Chancellors of the Exchequer, with 
the task of paying off debts incurred hy 
late tenants of Downing Street, had no 
money for Westminster improvements, or 
so he told Herbert. That astute young 
man, having exhausted other arguments, 
had a plan drawn up showing how the 
neighbourhood of the Abbey and the 
Houses of Parliament would appeir when 
the new avenues were opened. This he 
sent as sort of N<»w Year’s Card to h’s 



% 


Two Impressions of ihb O’MaoAlbese! 


I move, Sir, that you report progress I 

streets and buildings. Akebs-Doughas 
has business in hand. May he depended 
upon to carry it out thoroughly. Since 
Haussmann began his work in Paris, no 
Minister has had such opportunity. First 
Commissioner will write his name large 
on the very heart of the metropolis. 

Akebs-Douglas already beginning to 
taste tibie sweets of adulation. He is the last 
man willingly to wear borrowed plumes. 
He remembers, if others forget, that the 
inception of the idea, the drafting of the 
scheme, belongs to the credit of his prede- 
cessor. If anyone is to adopt Cicero’s 
unmelodious boast, 

0 fortuuatam, natam, me consule, Bomam ! 
it is Hertiert Giadstone. It was he, 
whilst First Cominissioner of Works, who 
hucHed to a task of which some of his 
forerunners, notably David Plunket, 
dreamed. ^ I 

Sark, from whom no secrets are hid, | 
tells me how Herbert managed to get 
1 round the Squire of Malwood. The 


Progress was reported ! 

esteemed Leader. The Squire brooded 
over it tDl its fascination became irresisti- 
ble, and he undertook to find the money to 
start the scheme. Thereupon Herbert 
went to work, drafted his Bill, got pre- 
liminary Parliamentary sanction, was 
ready to begin the work, when St. John 
Brodrick’s little cordite plot Mew him 
and his colleagues out of office. 

“Yes,” said the Squire, “but I left 
behind me a surplus, and established the 
bases of other surpluses, that enable Akers- 
Douglas to do the thing thoroughly. Thus 
do oxen for others hear the yoke, thus do 
bees for others make honey.” 

Business done, — PubHc Braiding BiU, 
involving expenditure of two-and-a-half 
millions at Westminster, read second time. 

Tuesday . — ^In solemn silence House hears 
confirmation of what the Mabkiss some 
weeks ago contemptuously dismissed as 
the legend of Talienwan. The only person 
unmoved is the TJnder-Seoretary. Ques- 
tioned on the point, he, with studiously 
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The Old Solbibbs Spuing to ArmsII 


indifferent manner, reads a memorandum 
to the effect that the Russian Ambassador 
has notified Her Majesty’s Government 
that by a convention, signed on March 27, 
the usufruct of Port Arthur, Talienwan, 
and the adjacent territories, has been 
granted to Russia by the Ohinese Govern- 
ment. 

That blessed word usufruct ! Collared, 
grabbed, is our rough English way of 
describing the transaction. * ‘ The usufruct 
granted” is the polite ■ Russian’s way of 
putting it, anxious above all things not to 
offend insular sensibilities. 

To outward ^pearance Members as un- 
ruffled as the Under-Secretary. Beneath 
the surface beat waves of bitter resent- 
ment. Supposing,” good Conservatives 
say to each other, ^‘that Mr. G. and his 
men were in office just now, and had done 
this tMng, what should we say and do ? ” 

As it is, impulse of revolt threatens to 
overcome lifelong habit of discipline. 
BASHTvrFATj-AETLETT bounds on the bench 
more than ever like an india-rubber ball 
suffering from indigestion. Oap’en Tommy 
Bowxbs thoughtfully rubs the crown of 
his head with the tip of his hooked arm. 
TEBBunGH resolves to give another dinner 
at the Junior Carlton, where the State may 
be saved over coffee and cigars. P. & 0. 
St/TMEBLAND Contemplates further con- 
ference of emment men in the Board Room 
of the offices in Leadenhall Street, speeches 
strictly limited to forty-five minutes’ dura- 
tion. 

Most ominous of all is the apparition of 
Mabk Lockwood in a waistcoat that seems 
ta have been steeped aU night in the blood 
of the enemies of the British Empire. The 
planet Mars a mere washed-out pocket- 
handkerchief compared with the.hue of the 
Colonel’s waistcoat. Since the Mad Mullah 
dyed his turban pea-green, and stirred the 
Afrjdis into fighting mood, nothing like it 
has been seen under the abashed sun. * 

What does it mean,? ” I, in affrighted 
whisper, asked Sabk. 

It means war,” he said, moodily, ‘ 

Curioua to. note, as the Colonel marches 
up the House, the reflected glow of his 
waistcoat shedding a sunset hue on the pale 
f^es fringing the benches to the left, how, 
like a trumpet call, it affects the veterans. 


Captain Sir Elliott Lees of the Dorset 
Yeomanry ; Major Legs of the Lancashire 
Hussars Yeomanry; Colonel Walteb Long 
of the Royal Wilts Yeomanry; and Captain 
Geobge Wyndham of the Cheshire Yeo- 
manry, involuntarily square their shoulders 
and grip between their knees an imaginary 
war-horse. 

Only Squire oe Malwood, softly 
smiling at many things, sits master of 
himself though China f^ 

Budnm done , — ^The Legend of Talien- 
wan confirmed. 

Friday, — “ Poof ! Toby,” said Lobd 
Chancellor, mopping his majestic brow, 
“ Easter holidays don’t come too soon. At 
least, not ia this shop. Used to work; 
been a slave to it all my life, especially 
when I had to study briefs. Begin to 



Toby anb the Chancellof. 


“ It ’s too much for one man, Toby 1 
think I’ve had enough; just thirty what 
we ’ve gone through since Session opened. 
At a quarter past four I walk up floor 
in stately robes ; open proceedings with 
prayer (usually there are no proceedings, 
but that no matter). Then I sit on Wool- 
sack whilst the few Peers present chat for 
the ten mmutes^ intervening before time 
when pnblie. business commences. Sharp 
on stroke of half-past fonr* public business 
caUed on. We read a Bill a second or 
tiiird time. Or somebody answers a ques- 
tion somebody else has mumbled. Then 


the M^kiss, or in his absence County 
Gut, if he chances to have arrived in time 
moves adjournment. I put question, de-,. 
dare ‘Contents have it,’ and three minutes, 
after hour of public business has struck, 
sometimes as much as five minutes, I’m? 
a-sailing down the House like some stately? 
Argosy, as you put it, bound for home.? 
It’s too much, Toby, too much for one? 
man, and he no longer in the forties. Can’t' 
last, you know. I ’ll soon have to be living 
on my country and my pension.” 

Businm done , — ^House of Lords adj oumed ’ 
for Easter Recess, peers promising to look ; 
in on Tuesday afternoon to bear statement ' 
on situation in the Ear East. ' . 



THE BURDEN OF TAXATION. 


“ What will he do with it ? ” 

[For the financial year ending March 31, Sir 
Michael Hicks-Beach has received £106,614,004, or 
fully Three and a quaiter Millions more than he 
anticipated.] 


A VOICE FROM THE PRESS. 

What is the voice I hear 
In Standard and Times and Star? 
Sentinel, say I (I am far from clear 
About your id-eritity — ^far, 

Or 'why you are sentinel, where you guard, 
and what in the world you are.) 

“ By the truisms which it obtrudes, 

By its obvious fiddlededee, 

By its time-honoured platitudes, . 

The voice is familiar to me — 

’Tis the Laureate bold at a penny a line or 
whatever his price may be. 

‘^He tells us .in verses six 
What might have been told in one. 

Or better still, for his metre sticks 
Like a fly in the jam, in none, 

And when he has finished we know as much 
as when he had just begun. ' 

“ There ’s much of the usual sort, 

Original, very— 

That * we are ' the lords of thA tAain * — ^in 
short. 

The usual thin^ you“ see^ ■ 

When the Laureate starts at a penny a line 
or whatever his .price may be.” 
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Rough Rider {to old Creeper, who will not let his horse jump). “Now then, Gxtv^noe, if totj 

ARE (iUITE SURE YOU OAN’T GET UNDER IT, PERHAPS YOU ’LL LET ]^IE ’AVE A TURN ! " 


* OUR HUNT ‘‘POINT TO POINT.” 

Last week our Point to Point steeple- 
chase came off. So did several of the 
riders : this merely par parenthese. I 
offered to mark out the course, and, as 
I intended to escape the dread ordeal of 
riding by scratching my horse at the last 
moment, I thought it would be great fun 
to choose a very stiff, not to say blood- 
thirsty. line. Awful grumbling on the 
part or those unhappy ones who were to 
ride. Just as the bell rang for saddling. 
Captain Sproozbb, ready £:essed for the 
fray, came up to me with very long face, 
and said, “Beastly line this, you know, 
Phunker. I call it much too stiff.” 

I smiled in pitying and superior manner. 
“ Think so, my dear Sproozbr ? My 
horse can’t run, worse luck, but I only 
wish I were going to have the gallop 
over it,” 

“So you shall, then!” cried a rasping 
voice, suddenly, from behind me. Sir 
Hbroudes Blizzard was the speaker, an 
awful man with an awful temper. “So 
you shall. My idiot of a jockey broke 
his collar-bone trying to jump one of the 
fences on this confounded course of yours 
to-day, so, as I am without a rider, you 
shall ride my mare Dinah. 

Swallowed lump in my throat as I 
■thanked him for his offer, but thou^t I 
had better decline, as I didn’t know the 
mare, and besides that, I 

“Oh! all right, I Imow what you are 
going to say : that you ’re not much good 
on a horse ” — (nothing of the sort 1 I was 
not going to say any such thing, confound 
the man T) “ Of course, I know all that, 
and that you ’re not much of a rider ; but 
I can’t help mys^ n’ow. It ’s too late to 


get a decent horseman, so I shall have to 
make shift with you.” 

Deuced condescending of him. I made 
a feeble effort to escape, and would cheer- 
fully have paid a hundred pounds for the 
chance of doing so. Phil Pound away. 
great friend of mine, came up and said 
(sympathetically, as I thought at first), 
“I should think you’d prefer to get off 
it, wouldn’t you, Phunker?” 

Thought he would volunteer in my place, 
so was perfectly frank with him. “My 
dear Phil, I’d give a hundred to get 
off 

“Ah! you will, I expect, at the first 
fence, without paying the money!” he 
grinned, as he turned away. 

Murder was in my heart at that moment. 
I got on Dinah) and, feeling like death, 
rode do-wn to the starting-post. Thou^ts 
of a misspent youth, of home and friends 
and things, came o’er me. I seemed once 
more to see the little rose-covered porch, 
the 

“What on earth are you moomng 
about ? ” thundered the Blizzardian ^ voice 
in my ear. “ Take hold of her head tighter 
than that, or you ’ll be off ! ” 

The next moment the starter yelled 
“Go!” and away, like a whirlwind, we 
sped across the first field, towards a huge, 
thick blackthorn fence, the one I had 
thought to see such fun wdth. Fun! 1 
never felt less funny in my life, as we 
approaclied it at the rate of two thousand 
miles an hour ! The mare jumped high, but 
I jumped much higher, and seemed for a 
bnef moment to be soaring through the 
blue empyrean. Somehow, the mare man- 
aged to evade me on the return journey 
earthwards, and, instead of alighting on 
the saddle, I found myself “ sitting on the 


fl.oor.” A howl — ^it might have been of 
sympathy, but it didn’t sound quite like 
that — arose from the crowd, and then I 
thought that I would go home on foot, 
instead of returning to explain matters to 
Sir Hercules. As a matter of fact, I don’t 
much care for associating with old Bliz- 
zard, at all events, not just now. 

SONGS FOE THE NATION. 

“ Advs iSip€ & \6^vpv trdvys i<T(r€vrid\.'* 

^ Arrystophanes. 

It is evident that the Nation is yearning 
for singable songs in the ’Arry dialect. 
The late lamented Artbmus Ward would 
probably have said, “ Let her yearn ” ; 
but a stern sense of duty impels me to 
try and meet the need, created by the 
Daily ChronicU. I have a comforting 
impression that all that is necessary to 
insure correctness is to “ chinge ” as many 
“ a ”s as possible into “ i ”s. By this means 
I secure the “local colouring,” which, by 
the wav, has undergone a complete change 
since Dickens spelt Weller “with a -w’ee, 
my Lord.” A catchword, a propos of 
nothing, is always useful, so I have duly 
provided it. 

’Arry the Optimist. 

I. 

Oh! you should see 
My gal and me 
(Maeiar is ’er nime), 

When we go daown 
To Brighton taown 
To ’ave a gorjus time. 

She wears sich feathers in ’er ’at, 

She’s beautiful and guv, 

But it ain’t all beer and skittles — flat! 

And ’ere ’s the reason why : 

Befrine — 

She ’urries me, she worries me, 

To ketch the bloomin’ trine ; 

She ’ustles me, she bustles me, 

She snrumhles ’alf the time ; 

It ’s “ ’Arry do,” and “ ’Arry don’t,” 
Which “ ’Arry ” will or “ ’Arry ” won’t 
(It goes against the grine). 

But — 

{Triumph anily.) 

We ’as a ’appy ’olKdy, 

We gits there all the sime. 

— ’Urry up, ’Arry ! 

n. 

And when we reach 
The Brighton heach 
It ’s sure to pour with rine ; 

A pub is not 
A ’appy spot 
For us to set and drine ; 

Yet there we set and tike our beer 
And while awy the dy, 

Though we don’t ’ave words, no bloomin’ 
fear! 

Mariar ’as ’er sy. 

Befrine — 

’Er langwidge is for sangwidges, 

She ’s sorry that she oime ; 

The weather ’s wrong, ’er feather ’s wrong, 
I ’as to tike the hlime. 

It ’s “ ’Arry ” ’ere, and “ ’Arry ” there, 
And “ ’Arry, you ’re a bloomin’ bear,” 
And “’Arry, it’s a shime” — 
(Spoken.) — ^Which is ’ard on a feller! 
And then we ’as to ketch the bloomin’ 
trine again, and she do talk, but never 
mind— 

(Brightly.) 

We ’ve ’ad a ’appy ’ollidy, 

We gits ’ome all the rime. 

—’Urry up, ’Arbt! 


VOL. coov. 
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EASTER MONDAY. 

'Arry. “Do you pass ant Pub’s on the way to Bboadstairs, Cabby?” 
Cdbhy. “Yes. Lots.” ^Arry, “Well, don’t!'' 


A FEW YEARS HENCE. 

EiBTEB AT Talien-Wan. — Personally- 
conducted tour by the Siberian Railway. 
Calais to Talien-Wan, without change of 
carriage. Lectures in the train by the 
Bishop of Bokota, Professor Pumper- 
nickel, and a member of the now-abo- 
lished Tsung-li-Yamen. Splendid views of 
the railway-stations at Brussels, Berlin, 
St. Petersburg and Irkutsk, as the train 
passes through. The national dishes of 
each country served in the refreshment 
car. First-class tickets,^ hotel, caj^ge- 
drives,^ baths, boot-cleaning, admission to 
Excelsior International Music-hall, Talien- 
Wan, cigars, and all expenses. Inclusive 
terms, twelve guineas. Extension to 
Pekin, by special permission of the present 
Russian Governor, 2s. 6d. extra. Persons 
joining the party are required tO' remove 
their hats when m the presence of the 
railway porters or any other Russian offi- 
cials. Visitors to Port Arthur are blind- 
folded when passing within a mile of the 
fortifications. British subjects are ear- 
nestly requested not to grumble at any- 
thing. Any complaints which they may 
wish to make, when they have left the 
Russian dominions, should be addressed 
to the Japanese Ambassador at St. Peters- 
burg. This tour is highly recommended to 
sufferers from nervous disorders. Only 
three weeks in the train. Two days at 
Talien-Wan. Testimonials from tib.e most 
eminent authorities. "A delightful trip.’’ 
— The Bishop of Bokota. “ W underschbn. 
—Professor Pumpernickel. For all par- 
ticulars, apply to the Twentieth Century 
Tourist Agency. 

« 

OIYIL AND MILITARY. 

Dear Mr. Punch,— I have been much 
struck by the account of a recent mis- 
understanding at one of our great uni- 
versities, which, it is said, owed its origin 
to the hrusqueries of the towing-path. The 
matter was quickly amicably arranged, 
and consequently leaves but a memory, 
and perhaps a lesson. I say a lesson, 
because, does not the incident teach us 
that urbanity is the best policy? And 
I would apply the teaching to the parade 
ground. Surely towards the end of the 
century, we can dispenser with the rough- 
ness of the drill-sergeant in favour of the 
polished diction of the well-educated in- 
structor. The suggestion is d propos of 
the moment, as in the near future the 
amiual addition to our constitutional force 
will present themselves for training. To 
make my meaning plainer, I will adopt the 
dramatic form of narration. 

Scene — The Barrack Bqifme, Present — A 

Squad of Becruits stariding at ease. The 

Drill Sergeant enters^ when the rank and file 

come smartly to attention^ smile^ and salute. 

Drill Sergeant. Thank you, my friends. 
Your reception of me is too kind — ^too 
cordial. And allow me to hint, too, that it 
is unnecessary to salute any one beneath 
the rank of a commissioned officer. ^ But 
you mean Mndly, my lads, you mean kindly. 

First Becruit. We were glad to see you, 
S'r. 

D. 8. lam pleased to hear you say so. 
But it is my duty to remark that talking 
in the ranks — ^without consent — ^is unlawful. 
And now we will form fours. 

Second B. A most difficult manoeuvre. 
And if, gallant chief, we make a mess of it, 
I hope you will extend to us your pardon. 


D. 8. {smiling). You are not likely to 
make me angry. But I am sure you will 
forgive me if I beg for silence. 

First B. Most certainly. We quite agree 
that discipline must be preserved. 

Second B. Entirely so. And now, good 

Sir, you were saying 

D. 8. That forming fours is no difficult 
operation when properly understood. You 
have been so kind as to number off ? 

First B. We have, Sic. We got into our 
places, rear and front rank, and in open 
order, before you reached the ground. ^ 

I). S< Thank you. It was a kindly 
thought. At the word “fours,” the even 
numbers will step back a pace and then 
take a pace to their left, each man covering 
his comrade when “ deep ” h added. Should 
“right” or “left” or “about” take the 
place of “ deep,” then each man will follow 
the direction. I hope you understand me ? 

First B. Nothing could be clearer. Your 
explanation is admirable. 


Second B. Exactly. Pray accept our 
heartfelt thanks for your kind courtesy. 
&c., &c., &c., &c. 

There, Mr. Funch, if this system were 
adopted instead of the gruff treatment of 
the time passing, I am sure all would go 
well with the British army. 

Believe me, 

Yours in all sincerity, 

One Impereeotlt Acquainted with 
Tommy Atkins. 

Lines by a Rejected and Dejected 
Cyclist. 

You do not at this juncture 
Feel, as I, the dreadful smart, 

And you scorn the cruel puncture 
Of the tyre of my heart I 
But mayhap, at some Life-turning, 
"^en the wheel has run untrae, 
You will know why I was burning, 
And was scorched alone, by you 1 
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EetuTTied Naiive {to CouTitry Carrier, who has given him a lift), “We don’t seem to be covering the Ground so fast as we 

DID TWELVE VEARS AG0> 

Carrier. “ Ye ’re wrang there, Me. Broon, for it ’s the same bit Bbastie ! ” 


OUE BOOKING-OmCE. . 

The author of The Londoners (Heinemann), Mr. Egbert 
HiCHENrs, calls his eccentric storjr “an absurdity,” and so it is. 
As amusing nonsense, written in a happy-go-lucky style, it 
works up to a genuine hearty-laugh-extractmg scene between 
Mr, Bush and Mr. Lite, and then between the major-domo and 
his employer with a telephone between them, and it is a pity that 
soon after this c'apital farcical situation the story is not brought 
rapidly to a conclusion, "When The Private Secretary was mst 
produced it was in four acts, and was a comparative failure. On 
being reduced to three acts, it blossomed out and grew into a 
memorable success. Unfortunately, The Londoners cannot nowi 
be abbreviated, but had Mj. Hiohens finished it in 249 pages, 
instead of doing the joke to death in 338 pages, it would Imve 
achieved a quite exceptional popularity in these days when we 
have to turn back to Diceens, Karryat, and Lever, for a 
hearty laugh, and to Thackeray for a most enjoyable quiet 
chuckle. But “ for a’ that and a’ that” The Londoners is one of 
the most outrageous pieces of extravagant absurdity we have 
come across for many a day. 

A new edition of Mr. W. S. Gilbert’s well-known Bah Ballads 
and Bongs of the Savoy (GEORaE Eoutledge & Sons), with no 
less than 350 illustrations by the author, and a capital portrait of 
him as frontispiece, is a welcome addition to any library. On 
the title-page is an eccentric vignette, almost Thackerayan, re- 
presenting an infant, supported on a music-stool by female hands, 
m the act of thumping, with bo^ its Htfcle fists, the key-board 
of a piano, on the stand of which rests an open music-book. 
Whether this be intended to represent a certain gifted composer 
obtaining material support from somebody, to \niom the hands 
belong, while engaged on the innocent pastime of making tunes 
to the author’s lines, or whether it symbolises the “ Bab,” or 
“Babe ” himself, supported by Applause “ with both hands,” is 


a question which the author alone can satisfactorily determine. 
However, connecting the infant phenomenon on the title-page 
with two other infant phenomena (one speechifying and the other 
listening) on the cover, it is but fair to suppose that these 
amusing Ballads, with their quaint illustrations, were originally 
devised withjno other purpose than that of wiling away a few 
spare moments with a book of whimsical verses, out of which one 
could pick “here a bit and there a bit and everywhere a bit,” 
then put it down with a smile, and return to it when serious. 
Although, in the Public School of Poetry, these Ballads are not 
to be ranked in the “first division upper fifth,” with the 
humorous poems of Hood, “Bon Gaultier,” Thackeray, 
Barham, or Oalverley, yet they may be considered as holding 
a unique position in the “Eemove,” bracketed with that other 
nonsensical verse- writer, Lewis Carroll ^ho, however, "might 
have owed some of his inspiration to the Ballads), and we 
should be inclined to place not a few of the ballads in the 
“Upper,” and the remainder in the “Lower Eemove.” The 
quamt illustrations seem to be from the hand of a talented ad- 
mirer of Dicky Doyle’s iniTnitable handiwork. The songs from 
the operas necessarily lose two-thirds of the point given them by 
actor and composer. By the way^ was there in the mind of Mr. 
H. G. Wells an unconscious reminiscence of having read the 
Bah Ballad on the “ Perils of Invisibility ” when he devised his 
Invisible Man ? 

“ Old Peter vanished like a shot, 

Bui then — his suit of ehthes did notP 

Which situation, as comically illustrated by Mr. Gilbert, was, if 
I remember aright, very much the predicament of Mr. Wells’s 
invisible hero. 

The public taste, alw^s fickle, is undoubtedly growing tired 
of kail-yard literature. Too many Crocketts spoil what, to be|^ 
with, was a sufficiently toothsome broth. My Baronite, however, 
ventures to advise the inquiring reader not on this account to 
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turn aside hom Fighting for Favour ^ a romance by W.,Gr. Tarbet, 
which Mr. Aerowsmith, the Ulysses of country putli^ers, has 
just added to his cheap series of novels, The dialogue is not too 
hail-ey, whilst the fight wi1ii the pirates, whether on land or sea, 
is as stirring a bit of writing as any published of late. 

The Baron de B.-W. | 

I 

“OUR LEARNED FRIEND” IN A PORTRAIT PREDICAMENT. 


“I REALLY tbink, PoETiNGTON,” I said to my admirable ^d i 
excellent clerk, “ that this communicationi was of sufficient im- I 
portance tO' have been forwarded to my private address.” i 
W' ell, Sir, I believed it to be a circular, and you know you 
do sometimes come to your chambers. Why, Sir, you have been 
twice this year.” 

‘‘ My visits here would be more frequent if I did not consider 
that my interests were absolutely safe in your hands. But, 
really, this was a sad oversight.” 

I confess I was ^eatly annoyed. I held in my hands an invita- 
tion from an eminent firm of photographers to grant them a 
sitting. In a lithographed letter they expressed their intention 
of publishing my portrait in their popular periodical, Famous 
Faces. The packet had been lying unopened for weeks at my 
Temple address. There was no knowing to what inconvenience 
the eminent firm may have been put by my apparent dilatoriness 
in sending a reply. 

“ Well, Sir,” said my worthy retainer, I am very sorry, and 
I can^t say more. I thou^t it was a circular, because the other 
gentlemen got the same sort of despatch and they didn’t pay any 
attention to them.” 

I smiled at the idea. Imagine any one asking for the pr®” 
sentment of De Pittre Potte’s with a view to pubhcation I How- 
ever, I determined to repair my sin of omisaon as early as 
possible, and proceeded forthwith to the stuffio of my corre- 
spondents. I was received with great cordiality by a young j 
lady of considerable personal attractions, and shown intO' a sort | 
of conservatory on an upper floor. After a few moments I was 
joined by a gentleman in a costume not unsuggeitive of the 
undress of a JRoyal Academician. 

Yes ? ” he said, in a tone of interrogation. ^ ^ 

“ You were good enough to ask me to sit for your publication, 
Famous Faces, I am here to comply with your request.” 

He walked backward a few paces, and then forming his hands 
into a frame, looked at me through the aperture. Then he 
hurriedly departed and as hurriedly returned, bringing with him 
a forensic wig. 

Please put this on.” ^ . x j 

I hesitated, for I noticed that it was the head-dress of a Lora 


Chancellor. 

“Well, perhaps it is only a little premature,” I suggested, 
with a smile ; and then I was struck by a ^ppy idea. “ I sup- 
pose you would not oibject to my publishing the portrait if 
made suitable acknowledgment F ” 

“ Oh, no', you must not do' that, for we shall hold the copy- 
right. But I daresay, should the occasion arise, we might come 
to terms.” - . 

I was pleased tO' hear this, as I had in my mind the appearance 
of the memoirs which I have been engaged in writing for some 
years past, under the title of. From the Gown of the Student to 
the Chancellor’s Wig. The photo about to be taken would form 
an admirable frontiapieoe to the second volume, the picture of 
the first tome of course being myself in the days of my pupil- 
hood. I assumed the wig and also a gown in appropriate com- 
plement. After the customary requests to smile, look pleasant, 
and nearly dislocate my neck in the attempt to a^ume an easy 

S osition, the portrait was fixed and I took my departuie. In 
ue course I received a proof, and was extremely pleased with 
the artistic result of the sitting. 

Months passed. Deeply engrossed in my autobiography, 1 nave 
little time for the consideration of other matters save those ^ (n 
a strictly professional character. However, the a^air of 
I am writing, if not entirely forensic, is, in my judgment, of the 
gravest moment. , , i 

“Have you noticed this portrait. Sir,” asked PopiNQTON, 
placing a picture of myself before me. I glanced at it hastily, 
and recognised the subject. “You are wearing the robes of a 
Lord Chancellor.” , » , . j. 

“Yes, distinctly premature,” I returned, “but we cannot 
prevent a photograjj^er from assuming, if he pleases, the func- 
tions of a prophet.” ^ , ..... o.. n » 

“But do you see the name of the publication, Sir? ” 

“ No' doubt Famous Faces. I was; tO' appear in that periodical. 

“ No, Sir, Vressmahing for Duchesses. They have put you in 



A “BRITISH’^ SOLUTION. 

Bella. “Pore Old Chap I wonder ’oo 'e was?” 

Alf. “I DiTNNO ’IS Name, Bella; but you can see right 
enough 'e was Referee in a * Oup Tie Final ’ once. They must 
'aye *ad some good old fun with *im *fore^’l looxed like that , 

the pages devoted to advertisements, and, begging your pardon. 
Sir, were you taken in a group ? ” ^ . j * 

I seized the paper, and found (as usual) that what my admir- 
able and excellent clerk had suggested as the case was justified 

r portrait was in the sheet re- 
in the journal mentioned. I 
obes discu^ng a meal with a 
le picture was mscribed, “The 
5 commending label was, “ They 
dy’s Sausages.” No doubt the 
, that I and my fair companion 
comestibles of Mr, Somebody, 
with indignation. 

I need scarcely say tnat i snail take the earliest opportunity 
of the proprietors of Famous Faces to account. In the 

meanwhSe, what makes the matter the more embarraasng to mo 
as a married man, is the fact that the young lady of great beauty, 
with whom I am depicyted devourtng Somebody's Sausages, 
is unfortunately not my wife. (Signed) A. Briefless, Jtjniob. 

Fump-Bandle Court, April 12, 1898. 


3 y the evidence before me. 
jerved for trade announcements 
vas represented seated in my r 
(Toung lady of great beauty. T1 
[iUncheoni Adjournment,” and th( 
ire thoroughly enjoying Somebo 
idea desired to be conveyed was, 
vere both enchanted with the 
iTot. o TYiATriAinf.. T wflA sueechless 


Outside the County Court. 


Jenkins (to Joekins, a 
How did you manage it ? 
Jorkins. Why, always 


debtor) . What, only five bob a month 1 
addressed the judge as “ my Lord,” of 


course. 


Places where Eton Boys naturally lay their Stock in.— 
The “ sock” shops. 



“ Operator'' {desperately, after half an hour's fruitless eivlmcmr to make a successful Picture "from unprmnising Sitter), “ Suppose, 
Madam, we tey a Pose with just the least suggestion qe-~is^'k-SaucinessV' 


THE BOSS. 

With that effete congeries called Europe 
Our starry Es^le now proceeds to cope ; 
And when this urgent Fowl puts down his 
claw, 

His flap is final and his whoop is law 1 

The late respected Monroe (now a saint), 
When here below he wore his warrior pamt. 
Letting his patriot eye roll large and clear 
Around the occidental hemisphere, 

Decided once for all to tuck the thing 
Beneath the Eagle's prophylactic wing. 
Whoeyer on that Doctrine cast a doubt 
The Eagle would arrange to wipe them out I 
Not that he wished to widen our domain, 
0 no ! he merely reckoned to restrain 
Deciduous despots who proposed to sit 
On Freedom's hallowed patch of perquisite. 
That is the Doctrine, palpably inspired, 
Which makes the Ancient World so deadly 
tired ; 

Which when our President pro tern, intones, 
Crowned monarchs squirm upon their 
crusted thrones I 

Tme, there are regions on our local map 
Which just at present we have failed to tap ; 
Spots, such as Canada, that still agree 
To truckle to a palsied tyranny ; 

But yet the blessed principle is there, 

And anyone may feel it in the air. 

Some time ago a painful case arose 
In which we quoted Monroe through our 
nose 


Quite loud. It did not have the same effect 
As we had been encouraged to expect. 
The other Anglo-Saxons thought the bluff 
Was good, but not precisely good enough. 
And they would “raise" us. At this junc- 
ture, we. 

Guessing how difficult it is at sea 
To fight successfully without a fleet. 
Replied that water cannot well compete 
Witn blood for thickness. Thk, they said, 
was so ; 

And, if convenient, they would like to 
know 

Who Monroe was. And thus, with mutual 
jest. 

And many a threat of amity, we pressed 
Each other to the heart. 

But well we knew 

That, when we next should have occasion to 
Run Monroe out, we really must select 
Our enemy with caution — ^in effect, 

A negUgeable nation, either one 
Without a ship or any sort of gun ; 

Or, if it had an armament at aU, 

That aimament should be extremely small ; 
We building hard meanwhile. 

And now the hour 

Has come, and with it comes the very 
Power 

We wanted — old, corrupted, worn with war. 
And proud as Satan. We are going for 
That Power, if possible, upon the foam 
Close by ; we never fi^t away from home ; 
The sea is’ so intolerably wide 
It bores the Eagle : so we play thisi side. 
Unless, of course — ^andihere opinion varies — 
Our Bird is bent on bruising their Canaries. 


And what a cause the noble creature 
pleads I 

See how his filibustering bosom bleeds 
For Man. Disinterestedly humane 
(As Eagles go) he wishes to explain 
The nature of the leading Christian graces 
As suited to- the rule of subject races. 
Himself, in simple kindness, used tO' smack 
The Afric nigger, who is coloured black. 
And Injun (red ) ; he therefore ought to 
know. 

And it is just that he should boss the show 
Without the help, whoever he may be, 

Of any blamed European referee. 

May Heaven, our only need, defend the 
right. 

What time the gentle Eagle strips to fight ! 

Before this trifling gem appears in type. 
The fatal moment may be fairly ripe ; 

Or else it mayn't. One thing alone is sure. 
Which is, that our designs are good and 
pure : 

We never wanted (on our solemn word) 

A little bit of Cuba for the Bird 1 


Implementart. — A contemporary heads 
an article, “ Ho ! for Elondybe." We 
should have thought that “ Spade or Shovel 
for Bdondyke " would have been more ap- 
propriate. 

From our own Irrepressible One (still 
dodging custody). — Q, Wky is a daily paper 
like a lamb? A, Because it is always 
folded. 
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“How DO YOU DO, Miss Leslie? So awfully glad to see you again. So vsry 
SORRY YOU weren’t AT LaDY BROWN’s DANCE LAST NIGHT. ThERB POSITIVELY WAS NOT 
ONE Pretty Girl in the room ! ” 

“ I AM NOT Miss Leslie. But 1 was at Lady Brown’s Dance last night ! 


A PROMISING INVESTIVIENT. 

My dear Mr. Punch, — In these hard 
times, I am sure you will be glad tO' hear 
that I have discovered a really safe invest- 
ment. It is a new fabric that grows upon 
trees a few score of miles from the coast 
of one of the most recent of our savage 
■ettlements. The fabric can be used for a 
variety of purposes, as a roofing to a rail- 
way station, a baby’s rattle, an umbrella 
covering, or a coating to an ironclad. It 
can be easily cleaned, and takes a magnifi- 
cent polish. But you need not trouble 
yourself about that. I am satisfied it is 
all Hgrb t. It is certam to make any one’s 
fortune the moment it is brought into* the 
market. It will be seized at once by 
builders, buttermen, tailors, smiths, ^een- 
grocers, butchers, architects, glass-house 
builders, and the like. There are already 
clamorous demands for it from Cheltenham, 
Chiswick, Homerto-n and Hornsey Rise. 
The question of traffic is simple enough. 


About five thousand r^Uy seasoned soldiers 
would be amply sufficient to* clear the road 
from the forest to the coast. Should the 
natives give any trouble, the watercourses 
(if any exist) might be augmented with 
their blood. But that, again, is a detail. 

So pray plank down your last dollar. 
You must get a return upon your capital 
of from five hundred to a thousand per 
cent. I must conclude, as I am off to my 
stockbroker. 

Now, I have got all these particulars 
from the pioneer ^areholder, who knows 
all about it. Pray understand me for the 
last time. I assure you nothing I have ever 
touched could be safer. And now away 
to the City. Yours sincerely, 

Simon Simple, 

P.S. — Yet another word. I may tell you 
that I met the pioneer shareholder in 
Berkeley Square, 1 know he was speaking 
the truth, because he told me the story 
after I had given him a penny for fetching 
a cab. 


A GALLANT DEED. 

{By a War Oorrespondent not required at the 
Front.) 

It was a magnificent moment. The very 
pick of EngliSi chivalry stood ready to 
make the charge. The intervening space 
between them and the object of attack 
was filled with cavalry. The horses dashed 
past with the sound of thunder. 

The bravest of all those gallant people 
started in advance of his companions. 
Some trembled, some prayed, all won- 
dered 1 But he was not to be kept back. 
He steadily advanced under the hoofs of 
the horses, scorning the wheels of the wag- 
gons. His object was to reach the other 
side, and what mattered it to him whether 
the riders and drivers swore ? He opposed 
the throng with determination. 

For a moment there was a pause. For a 
second he was driven biick. The carts 
came past like a whirlwind. He could hear 
the hoarse cries of those in command. But 
he kept on. He would not be beaten. He 
remembered the doings of hils Plantagenet 
ancestors, and went his way. 

At len^ his pluck, his ^ergy, were re- 
warded. Passing through countless dan- 
gers, within si^t of the very jaws of 
death, he reached the other side. Then 
there was a shout of welcome. Then arose 
a chorus of congratulation. And should 
not he receive a recognition of his courage P 
Does he not deserve the Victoria Gross ? 

And what was the incident? Was it a 
battle ? Was it a siege ? 

No ; the incident was something far more 
interesting. 

A man had passed a London crossing, 
and, marvellous to relate, had not been 
killed. No; nor even wounded. 

And yet some advance there is no daring 
and no pluck left in the nineteenth century I 



■ [The Whitehall says^ the German Emperor is 
anxious to rent a house in Scotland for the Autumn.] 
Extra Special Scotch. The Mo Wilhelm 
OP McMaily Phisty. 
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« EEF01R.MTNra THE JTJDG-ES,” 

The following letters are worth quoting 
from the Daily DoM* There are others, 
but these three give the gist of an inte- 
resting correspondence. 

To the Editor of the Daily Bail, 
Newgate, April 11, 

Sir, — ^As a burglar of long standing, 1 
have often had^ occasion to notice the piti- 
ful way in which people knock under to 
Her Majesty’s judges, until they (the 
judges) naturally consider themselves 
everybody and everything. This is foolish 
and wrong. A little firmness on the part 
of a prisoner at the bar will often work 
wonders. I myself once interrupted a long 
tirade by a judge who was passing sentence 
upon me, by asking him if he were an 
escaped lunatic. The result of this unex- 
pected assertion of manly indepem^nce 
was satisfactory and startling. The judge 
died instantaneously in a fit — a great moral 
object-lesson for all concerned. With a 
little care, we might reform our judges 
off the face of the earth. 

Yours, &c., “ Jemmy.” 

Old Ba/Uey, April 12. 

Sir, — have read with interest the letter 
iiii your last issue on the subject of “re- 
forming the judges.” But your corres- 
pondent, Mr. Jemmy, makes a great mis- 
take if he supposes that he will suco^d in | 
reformiTig the judges 1 “Where wiQ he 
begin? With their costumes, which are 
absurd ; their tempers, which are intoler- 
able ; or their manners, which in many 
cases, alas 1 are practically non-existent ? ” 
I have constant opportunities of watching 
them, so that I certainly ou^t to be a 
good judge. In fact, I would be a better 
judge than any of them for half-price. 

Yours ever, A Court Usher. 
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let the money they absorb be spent in 
increasing the comfort of prison life. At 
the same time, let them pay a round of 
friendly visits to all those whom they ^ve 
sentenced. Many a worthy burglar re- 
mains for years in misery, feeling that 
there is a gulf between him and bis ” judge. 
This ought not to be, and the first thing 
to be done is to get the Lord. Chancellor 
off the Woolsack. Let the judges take 
warning! It is as dangerous for them as 
it is for the bench of bishops tO' “danc^ 
upon the thin crust of a smouldering vol- 
cano.” Yours intimately, 

Tioket-of-Leave. 


A PROTEST. 

{Offered after the Qelehration of a distiriguished 
Foreigner's Birthday.) 

When certain Ibsen-worshippers 
A present to the master offer, 

Although our faith is strong as theirs, 

We stand aloof and play the scoffer. 

For, while their forms thus larger bulk, 
Givers and gift alike despising, 

We slink into our tents and sulk. 

With sneers about “ self-advertising.” 

Yet if their action we resent 
W^’ith jibe and flout, and do not spare it, 

’Tis not the bold advertisement — 

But that they did not let us share it. 


April 13. 

Sir, — ^While we continue to pamper our 
judges in the way we do, we have only 
ourselves to thank for their shortcomings. 
They are “ so intoxicated wdth the exuber- 
ance of their high pay,” that the average 
meek criminal is afraid of them. We must 
reduce their salaries to 25s. a week, and 


A Matter of Taste. 

Vulgar Parvenu {who is watching the 
interior decorations of his house). Don’t 
you think that tapestry ’eats the rooms ? 

Artistic Decorator. Very possibly, Sir; 
you see, it’s Goblin {Gobelin)^ 
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’.ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diart of Toby, M.P. 

House of CommonSy Monday y April 4. — 
Ohaklie^ Bbeespord at it again about tbe 
dark period of bis career when be was yet 
a boy. Would bave House beb’eve that if 
ever there was a thorough rapscallion, a 
terror to bis tutors, a pain to bis parents, 
a warning to all nurseri s, it was Chajeiles 
William de la Poer Beresfoed, whose 
boyish iniquity darkened the mid-century. 
Early in Session he openly confessed to 
shuddering House that he had himself 
“been a scallywag.” Later, discussing in 
Committee Navy Estimates, he made 
Members’ flesh creep by hinting at his 
pranks as a cadet on the Britannia, 

“ If,” he said, “I had been sent to prison 
every time I broke bounds I should have 
spent the flower of my youth in gaol,” 

Sark knows nothing about the Britan- 
nia, but he happened to be one of the 
Hev. Mr. Foster’s pupils at Stubbington, 
Fareham, Hants, when Charlie Beres- 
EORD was there. It is little more than 
forty years ago. The gallant admiral just 
shipped his first jacket and trowsers. Sark 
says he positively smelt of pinafore ; was 
the meekest, mildest, best-behaved boy in 
the whole school. Had an almost cherubic 
voice ,* used to sing in the choir of Fare- 
ham Church. When the boys would let 
him, he liked to stand up after tea, fold 
his hands before him, and pipe a screed 
which ran something like this : — 

In a Sunday School I am a scholar, la, la ! 

I dearly love my Papa and my Ma, Ma, Ma ! 

I dote upon my teacher too, so true, true, true, 

And what he bids me ^ to do, I do, do, do. 

Teacher, teacher ! 'Why am 1 so happy, happy, 
In my Sunday School? 

I put away on Sunday all my toys, toys, toys. 

And never go and play with naughty boys, boys. 

Who mto wicked men will surely grow, grow, grow, , 
And where at last they’ll go to, I don’t know, 
know, know. 

Teacher, teacher ! Why am I so happy, happy, 

In my Sunday School? 

He rarely got beyond this second verse, 
the audience regarding its drift as personal. 
Usually, at this juncture, they set upon 
and brfeted him. Discipline borne with 
exquisite meekness. One Summer after- 


noon, having sung the first two verses with 
the customary consequence, he sneaked 
back to the school-room, climbed on 
window-sill, and his linnet-like voice was 
heard trilling: — 

I keep my little hands and face so clean, clean, 
clean 

My little heart within is all serene, rene, rene. 

I stand quite still upon my little feet, feet, feet. 
And pretty little verses I repeat, peat, peat. 
Teacher, teach 

At this moment the pack, rushing out 



Lord Ch-rl-s B-r-sf-rd as he was in early youth ! 


of school-house, were upon hijm, and 
Charlie saved up the rest of the chorus 
for another time. 

Very interesting these reminiscences of 
a great man’s boyhood. Show how curi- 
ously memory is warped when it takes 
autobiographical turn. The hero of the 
Condor, looking back upon his blameless 
boyhood, has created a bugbear of a boy. 
Probably, even Sark’s personal testimony, 
now made public for the first time, will not 
convince him of his hallucination. 

Business done , — Second reading of Prisons 
Bill. 

Tuesday . — ^House adjourned for Easter 
Holidays. As^ the Gentleman wrote on 
his office door in the City when going off 
for five years’ penal servitude, ^^Back again 
d’reckly.” To be precise, we shall be at 
work again on Monday week, the 18th. 

THE EMPTY MUZZLE. 

In Memory of ^‘Hibs” An English Gentleman, 

On the bell-pull by the cottage fire 
There hangs an empty crown 
Of leather intermixed with wire, 

A mouse-trap upside down. 

And yet the helmet of a knight. 

Brave, stalwart, staunch and kind, 
Who never feared to face a fight. 

Nor left a foe behind. 

A gentleman of high degree 
As ever yet was seen, 

Who gentle as a dove could be 
While chivalrous his mien 1 
Who can forget his loving eyes 
That welcomed a caress, 

Or answ^ered orders wondrous wise 
With all but spoken Yes ” ? 

Dear honest heart, for nine long years 
We journeyed side by side, 

Shall 1 then seek to stay my tears, 

My sorrow try to hide? 

E’en if mankind my grief contemn — . 

The many or the few — 

I only wish that one of them 
Were loyal friend like you I 

The End oe “ Lent ” {yoith aclmowledg- 
mmts to a certain Farliamentary Committee), - 
— ^The abolition of Usury; 
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paper from tlie other side of the room. He now suggests that we 
might do without waiters. Heaven helps those who help them- 
selves. Let us help ourselves. 

Brown", who has proposed some of our greatest improvements, 
though he is rather a duffer, now makes the most valuable 
suggestion. He is mortally afraid of draughts, thinki-ng perhaps, 
as he is a little man, that he might easily be blown out of the 
room. He says that if we all wore our hats, as they^ do in some 
very swell clubs, and also brought ulsters and railway rugs, 
we could do without fires altogether. The saving in coal would 

be immense. . 

We all agree that, if we had cheap wines and cheap chairs, no 
carpets, no papers, and no waiters, no fish, no fowls, and no fires, 
we could settle down comfortably, knowing that in fifteen years, 

1 or less, the freehold would be ours. 


THE SUEYIYAL OP THE CHEAPEST. 

One fond farewell, from one who used to love you, 
’Bus-roof accept in verses pseudo-sapphic ; 

Where oft I sat contentedly above you — 

London’s loud traffic. 

Earewell the seat where comfortably seated 
Daphne and I so often rode together, 

Drank in soft airs, and frequently repeated — 

“ Glorious weather ! ” 

Yet even so some churl devoid of breeding 
(Though one could bear it patiently enough there), 
From cheap cigars strong odours, little heeding, 
Frequently puffed there. 


SIE GEORGE AHD THE DRAGON OF TTSURY. 

L“Itis bad enotigh to know that men are the 'victims of this system of 
nsury, but "when this abuse bas grown to such proportions thatjmarried "women 
become the prey of the money-lender, surely the time has arriyed when this 
trade should be put down by the strong arm of the law. .... In my judgment 
they are a curse to society and a danger to the community.” 

Sir George lewises Letter to the “ TimeSf' April 4.] 

Mr* Funch loudly says, ** Hear, hear ! ” 

OUE CLUB. 

The other day we had our annual general meeting. The 
Chairman of our Committee stated that tine finances of tne cluh 
were in the most flourishing condition Hear ! hearP^), and 
that, with continued attention to economy on the part of our 
excellent House Committee and of our admirable Secretary 
^ear/”) we might hope not only to remain prosper- 
ous, but even after about twenty years to accumulate a fund 
with which to buy the freehold of the club-house. [Loud cheers,) 

This statement has aroused immense enthusiasm amongst the 
members, who are unanimous in their desire to buy the freehold 
as soon as possible. ^ We should aU feel so much more comfort- 
able. It has been pointed out that even the Athenaeum does not i 
possess a freehold house. Everyone has been suggesting some I 
economy which will enable us to surpass tbe Athenaeum. 

Jones, who is rather particular about his food, proposes that i 
the dub dinner should he out down. Some members grumble af 
the fish. Let us have only sardines. Others complain about the 
meat. Let us get it fi*om Australia. As for poultry and game, 
have none at aH. 

Eobinson, who is very particular about his drink, thinks we 
might do a lot with our wine-list. The grocer in the next street 
has some claret, which is really exceEent, at the price. 

Beiggs, who gets a heap of papers by bis side and reads 
through them steadily, says we might save in papers. Let us 
have one halfpenny paper and Funch, and no more. But the 
other members blame- Briggs for his extravagant ideas, and say 
we could do without the halfpenny paper. 

WiTKiNSON is the man vffio always gets ^ the most comfort- 
able arm-chair and falls asleep in front of the fire. He now says 
we waste a lot of money on Turkey carpets and leather-covered 
seats. Let us have oil-cloth on the floors and sit on plain 
wooden chairs. 

Green, who writes an immense number of letters on the club 
paper, propDises that we should pay for our stationery as we pay 
: lor our dgMettes, a penny a dieet. 

L WpiTB^is an indolent man, and rings the bell if he wants^a 


But, pleasant journeys, henceforth I must end you. 
Since, to provide iohaico for the many, 

There now a first-clsss cigarette they ’E vend you — 
Four for a penny. 



QUITE reshectpul: 

Fair Gyclist, ■'^rHAT the Incumbent of^this Parish 
FarisMomr, *\Well, 'e ' rTHB ViOAB, But, wotevbr some of 
us thinks, we never calls "im a Esnoxtubrancx 1 ” 
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“LAST, BUT NOT LEAST.” 

‘‘Why do yotj call him a good Jockey? He hever eider a Winner.” 

“That just proves it. He can finish last on the best Horse in the Eace 1” 


TALL SCOEING. 

(A Bowler's Nighirnme.) 

Seated in. my study, I had just read in 
one of the evening papers that, in a recent 
cricket-match between Melbourne "Univer- 
sity and Essendon, the former side had 
compiled the record score of 1,697 in their 
first innings, when .... “In my study,” 
did I say ? What an absurd mistake ; why, 
I was sitting in a cricket-pavilion, look- 
ing on at a match. And, apparently, I 
was talking to an old gentleman seated 
at my side, who was making remarks on 
the game. Suddenly a loud cheer pro- 
claimed the fall of a wicket. My companion 
turned to me wrathfully. 

“ Just what I was sayi^,” he exclaimed. 
“ These men aren’t the slightest use. Why 
on earth they are played for the county 
I can’t think. Look at that, five of the 
best wickets down for somethiug imder 
seven hundred runs I Perfectly sickening, I 
call it I ” 

“I beg your pardon,” I asked, in some 
I surprise, “but what did you say was the 
’ score ? ” 

“ There it is. Sir,” he replied, brandishing 
his umbrella in the direction of the tele- 


grajh-board. “ Read it yourself — 680 runs, 
five wickets, last man 152. And they told 
us he was a coming man! 152, indeed! 
Simply paltry!” 

“Dear me,” I ventured to say, “but 
isn’t that a pretty fair innings ? ” 

My companion became more indignant 
than ever. “None of your beastly* sar- 
casm. You know well enough that if 
nowadays a man can’t make three or four 
hundred at least, he might just as well 
not go in at all. Ah ! that ’s more like it,” 
he broke ofir, as the new batsman let out 
at a half-volley. “Well run, Sir! Go 
again, go again! Seven or eight more 
yet! There, that’s ah! Stay where you 
are! Seventeen,” he added, turning to 
me again, “ a very pretty hit.” 

“Very,” I assented, dubiously, “but, 
pardon my ignorance, for I haven’t seen 
much cricket lately, is there any chance of 
this match ever being finished?” 

“Of course there is,” waa the answer. 
“I dare say it will be quite short, and 
won’t •last over a fortnight, although of 
course it’s set down as a three-weeks' 
match. There’s a pretty stroke!” he 
added, as one of the batsmen dexterously 
snicked a fast ball through the slips for 


thirteen, “Come, we’ll soon have the 
thousand up now.” 

“And what,” I enquired, “do you con- 
sider a good average score ? ” 

“ Well, that depends. But on a tolerable 
wicket a strong batting side ought never 
to be dismissed under three thousand. 
As, however, this is only a trial match 
against the colts, 1 dare say the county 
will declare their innings closed pretty 
soon. Did you see that over? Johnson 
drove that slow bowler for sixteen three 
times running, and then put him trickily 
to short leg for ei^t. Look, there ’s the 
thousand going up now. Ah,” he ex- 
claimed, as the players all walked towards 
rne pavihon, “i told you so. They’ve 
‘declared.’ Sor^ for you, Sir, since you 
woAt get your innings 1 ” 

“My innings!” I gasped, “But — ^but 
— ’m not playing ! ” 

“ None ot your jokes with me,” said the 
old gentleman, with some asperity. “If 
you ’re not playing for the county, why are 
you wearing the county cap, and how is it 
you’re down on the card? I know who 
you are, right enough. Be off with you, 
you ’ve got to get out into the field now ; 
there ’s the bell ! ” 

Overwhelmed with surprise, I walked 
across to the scorer’s table. There, sure 
enough, was my name among the list of 
the county team. So I went out to speak 
to the captain, who was already placing the 
field, meaning to point out that there was 
some mistake. To my astonishment, he 
called out to me by name, throwing me 
the ball, “ You may as well begin at that 
end,” he said. “I’ve put long-on about a 
quarter of a mile behind the wicket. Will 
that suit you ? ” 

Then two batsmen appeared, and I began 
to bowl. Of all that happened sulbse- 
quently I have only a va^e recollection ; 
after a short time a kind of grey horror 
came upon me. But it seemed as though 
I were bowling for centuries to a pair of 
demon batsmen, who smote my most cun- 
ning deliveries for miles. It made no 
difference whether I sent in short-pitched 
balls or yorkers, all were treated alike ; 
and when I was not bowling I had to run 
for hours — or so it seemed — ^before I could 
catch up the ball, whenever a batsman 
made one of his terrific hits in my direc- 
tion. In vain I appealed piteously to the 
captain to let me go home. “ Nonsense,” 
he said, “ you ’re bowling excellently. 
Why, they ’ve only made forty-two off your 
three last overs I ” 

How long the dreadful game went on I 
cannot say. At last, when the score was 
somewhere about two' thousand, we got a 
man run out (he was tryiug to steal a 
twelfth run off a cut that went straight to 
cover-point), and therewith stumps were 
drawn for the day. I sank to the ground 
utterly exhausted, and my captain came 
and looked at me derisively. 

“ Remember, we start play at 7 a.m. sharp 
to-morrow,” he said. “ Mind you ’re here 
in time.” 

“And we’ve only got one wicket!’’ I 
groaned. “ That leaves nine to get, nine 
more wickets, and each of them ^ 

A strange smile came over the captain’s, 
face. “VaTie more?” he interrupted. 
“You forget, this is a colts’ match, and 
we ’re playing against a twenty-two ! ’’ 

At these awful words, I gave a shriek of 
despair and fainted .... and awoke to 
find myself in my study, seated before the 
fire, and with the evening paper still upon 
my knee. 


R 
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DARBY JONES ON THE CITY 
AND SUBURBAN. 

Honoured Sir, 

On the occasion of the City and Suburban 
Handicap — note how artfully the title was 
chosen, “ City and Suburban , whereby 
a direct interest in the race was given to 
all dwellers East, West, North and South 
of St. Paul’s Cathedral — the Merry Lon- 
doner, far more jolly than the gloomy 
Parisian, bursts forth from his domestic 
stronghold, armed with his Wife and Chil- 
dren, solaced with Uncles, Aunts, Cousins, 
and Second Cousins, and fortified with 
Friends and Acquaintances. He is not, as 
^ rule, an Aristocrat, but his coach, break, 
* r^charry-bang,” is “ up to the nines,” the 
bcRled ale flows like the Song of a Min- 
strel, and the Sweeps are sufficient to over- 
whelm the traditions of May-day. The 
Merry Londoner means to enjoy himself at 
the opening of the Season, and opens with 
it like a Springtime bud. For him, there- 
fore, do I invoke the Muse and mix the 
Possible with the Probable, and here goes : 
Caffhostro is no friend of mine, 

For the Stm I can have no respect, 

But the Donkey may break up the line 
Anh make light of the Doyal Wect, 

Her Comm in Scarlet and Whitk 
Will fall to the JPrimroae and Mose, 

And the Norseman may make a fair fri^-ht 
When the Bay horse is finding his toes. 
Scotia's Knight in the scarlet and blue 
May the Aooster- Assassin distress. 

And “ Amphi the battle renew 
When the Lady fort seems in a mess. 

Put the Mason tool down with the rest, 

And the Ready -Desirous for me, 

And the Merry Rose fight in the test 
With the Saint, who ’s the winner, I see ! 

Such, honoured Sir, is the humble, but 
I trust harmonious, prognostication or 
Your obedient humble henchman, 

Darby Jones. 


THE PIPER. 

[“The Piper of Dargai is being inundated will, 
oft'ers of marriage from ladies of laiik and fortune.’ 

-Daily Taper i\ 

"Who would be 
A piper bold, 

Sitting on high, 

Piping on high, 

A wonder to see. 

On the summit cold 
Of Dargai .? 

I would be a piper bold. 

I would sit with my pipe the whole of the 
day, 

And fill the sick-ward with the smoke of 
plug. 

For my pipe would be a pipe of clay. 

And at mom, when the postman’s bugle 
^ blew, 

I would sit at the fireside, warm and snug, 
And open my letters and billets doux — 
Offers of ma iage in scores that came 
From ladies anxious to share my name, 
Eagerly, eagerly — 

Ladies of foirtune and high degree, 
Enclosing their photos that I might tee^ 
And all of them dying for love of me, 
Hopelessly, hopelessly. 

Then would I, with a critical air, 
E'rannine the pictures and pick out the fair, 
But the u^y I ’d throw to the fender below 
To bum in a flare. 

I ’d write to the beauties and tell them to 
call 

As soon as they could, and we *d laugh and 
we’d chat 

All day merrily, merrily. 



NOTES OF TRAVEL. 


Irish Mnigmnt {emerging from the steerage, feebly), “Where ’s the Sails? What is it 
MAKES THE SHIP GO ALONG ? 

Fellow Passenger, “This ain't no Sailing Ship. This is a Steam Ship, this is. 
Fifteen Thousand Horse-power.” 

Irish EmigraTvt. “Fifteen Thousand Horses! Think of that, now! And where !s 
THE Shtablin’?*' 


Talk of the mermen! With envy and gall 

They’d greener than ever to see me at 
that 

All day merrily, merrily^. 

Still, there ’s one or two things they could 
teach me, maybe, 

How to court a dear damsel, and how to 
embrace. 

But I’d find a more dry, less rheumaticy 
place 

Than those nasty damp moss-beds under 
the sea; 

I ’d practise the lessons that they taught me 


In the dreamy shades of Netley’s glades 
Laughin^y, laughingly. 

Oh ! what a nappy life to face I 
Who wouldn’t be one of the Gordon blades 
With the ladies all making love to me ? 
We would Kv© merrily, merrily. 

Shakspearian Motto {from King J ohn, 
Act III,, 8c, 1) OF Encouragement to 
THE Doughty Knight, Sir George Lewis, 
IN his Crusade against the Money- 
lenders. — ‘‘ Constance. 0, Lewis, stand 
fast 1 ” 
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[“ An < Imperial Eailvay Adm^wtratioii > is now a part of Cilunese l)ureaucraoy.”-i)»»^ 

Iir China is to ha^ Railways, oy cottksh the Dbaqon wist enteh into the design oh the Locomotives. &o., as above. 


OUR STEWARD. 

A InTote prom the Yachting Diary of 
Toby, M.P, 

S.-y. "Maritana,” LochBtive, Ttiesday. 
— Our Steward has just gone ashore 
under care of captain and the ablest-Dodied 
of our crew. Glad h© got clear of the 
yacht without catastrophe. So awkward 
to have an exploded steward alongside, 
especially when youV© just had the ship 
painted a spotless white. ^ Some story in 
Mareyat — forget in which novel — ^w^re 
a seafaring man (or was it a bum-boat 
woman?), after a lifelong application ^ 
the rum-bottle, lit his (or her) pip© m 
a casual way. The fumes of an old spint- 
cask, as it were, cau^t li^t, and the 
verdict of the coroners jury was “^on- 
taneous combustion.” Our Steward lit 
pipe as he tumbled into the boat. Happily 
nothing happened. 

It wasn’t* rum in the case of Our Stew- 
ard, but methylated spirits of wme. Evi- 
dence of its persuasiveness was visible when, 
yejsterday afternoon, w© joined the yacht 
for a cruise Skye-ward. Our^ Steward’s 
devotion to his duty was effusive but in- 
effective. Going below to dress for dinner, 
we found there were no lights. 

No lights ! ” said Our Steward, his face 
beaming with desire to he of assistance j 
‘‘ there soon shall be.” 

Produced box of matches ; smote a score 
on his breeches ; as in most cases applica- 
tion of the wrong end was madej result 
disappointing. At last struck a li^t. 

“Ah!” said Our Steward, turning to 
survey us with radiant glance of bene- 
volence prolonged till the li^t burned 
down to his toil-worn fingers, and was cast 
away on the newly-carpeted state-room 
floor. 

More matches struck ; some lit ; applied 
to top of metal candlestick. Touching to 
watch, in flickering lighb fashing on Our 
Steward’s ruddy coimtenance, the look of 
coaxing entreaty that made it irresistible. 

“ Come now,” he said, cooing the candle- 
stick as if it were a fretful infant that 
woxddn’t take its food. 

Being merely a guest, didn’t like to in- 
terfere with trusted servant. At end of 
quarter of hour of futile match-striking, 


looked at candlestick 5 found there was no ! 

candle in it. ^ ^ , v- 

“ Dear me, now,” said Our Steward, his 
face lighting up with beam of pleased 
astonishment. “ Think of that 1 ” 

Nothing disturbed him. At dinner, he 
planted out a dish of cutlets in the flower- 
pot ; gently hut firmly took away my soup 
after I had had two spoonfuls; knocked 
over a glass of champagne when handing 
round the bread ; and quite forgot the fish. 

He was up bright and early in the 
morning, joyous in the consciousness that 
candles were not needed. Our beri^s were 
under the dining-saloon, approac^hed by 
a steep flight of stairs. Soon after five. 
Our Steward was about. Breakfast was 
fixed for nine o’clock. In a well-ordered 
ship there is nothing like being well ahead 
of your work. So about half -past five 
Our Steward began laying the cloth foi 
breakfast. The process was long and mono- 
tonous . It began with his^ bursting into the 
dining-saloon and clattering down on the 
table a handful of spoons and forks. Forks 
seemed to bring to his mind the memory 
of knives. Forth h© went in search of 







“"When a Street is up” — 

A very old-fashioned and most effectual way of 
“ Diverting the Traffic.’^ 


them. But down below two people were 
sleeping. It would never do in a chill 
April morning to leave the deck-door open 
on them. The draught might waken them, 
if it did no worse. So Our Steward, flying 
off to the galley, shut the saloon-door with 
a bang like a pistol-shot. 

Back again in no time, humming softly 
to himself, 

A sailor’s wife a sailor’s star should be, 

Yoho! Yoho!” 

flung down on the table, quite in time, 
a bundle of something I knew were knives ; 
softly whistled another bar of Nancy 
Zee, whilst (I imagined) be regarded his 
handiwork with that gaze of benevolent 
interest he had last night bent upon the 
amazingly empty candlesticks. Going out 
again, and, still mindful of the comfort of 
the sleeping passengers, he banged the 
saloon-door as before. 

Plates were his next prize. There was 
no doubt about this, for he let on© fall. 
A low whistle of astonishment in which 
there was just the slightest touch of irri- 
tability at the perverseness of the thing, 
followed. Then, lol a strange thing hap- 
pened. The door of my state-room was 
wide open, in full view of the staircase. 
I caught sight of a booted foot cautiously 
descending. It was followed by_ another 
foot, with nothing on but a stocking much 
frayed at the heel. Gradually there came 
into view a broad stem as of an East 
Indiaman. It was Our Steward descending 
the staircase backwards. What for, 
Heaven only knows. As soon as he got to 
the bottom, he, with the same stealthy 
footstep, re-ascended, and the pistol-shot 
of the closing saloon-door announced his 
departure. 

I fancy he must have thou^t he w^ 
going out on deck to the^ galley, and did 
not discover his mistake till he got to the 
bottom of the stairs. Much touched by 
his solicitude. Wouldn’t wake us on any 
account. Had evidently begun to take 
his boots off; thought he had completed 
the job. Meanwhile walked on tiptoe. 

More dishes; more plates; and, as we 
later discovered, tumblers instead of 
teacups, set on the breakfast-table. A 
finely subtle touch that. At half-past six 
he had nicely finished his work, and, 
surveying it, softly whistled a stave of 
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“HOME, SWEET HOME!” 

Hiishand {to wife, jmt returned from C<mtmentaltrijp), ‘‘Kow, deae, isn’t it delightful, 

APTEE THE BUSTLE AND EAOKET OF THOSE TOEEIGN HOTELS, TO BE BACK IN IHE FEEFECT 
TEANQUILLITY OF OUE OWN HOME, AND ” 

Cooh ds Co, {mtering hurriedly), “Kitohin’ Chimney a-blazin’, Mum! Bettee ’ave 
IN THE I'lKB EnGINGS QUICK, MuM ! ” 


Nancy L^, Anotlier bang of the door; 
a brief interval j be was back again. 
I beard a trickling of water down tbe 
staircase. Tben tbe stockinged foot, com. 
ing first this time, followed at considerable 
interval by tbe booted beel. Soon tbe 
rounded stem bove in sight ; tben tbe cap- 
less bead. It was Qur Steward, breathing 
heavily, depositing at tbe bottom of tbe 
stairs a can containing what was left of our 
hot water. 

That was the last I saw of Our Steward, 
save tbe parting view as be went ashore 
ia charge of tbe captain. Tbe Commodore, 
coming on deck and finding biyn a little 
mixed, straightway ordered him to be put 
on shore. An empty bottle that bad con- 
tained methylated spirits of wine, found in 
tbe store cupboard, explained all. 


BIG GAME. 

[A dead fox has recently teen displayed in a 
"West End shop, hanging up amongst the game and 
poultry.] 

I DISCOVERED With amazement 
Lately that, in certain ways, 

Talk of “ these degenerate days ” meant 
Something more than just a phrase. 

Now I offer in confusion 
Praisers of the past a sop, 

I have lost one more illusion — 

In a game and poultry shop. 

To my utter stupefaction, 

There with partridges and bares 
Said to be of Huss extraction 
(E’en though dead, perhaps, to theirs), 

Midmost of a row of rabbits — 

Still tbe recollection shocks — 

Now oblivious of its habits 
Hung, alas 1 a gallant fox. 

There it was, past all denying. 

I would tell no schoolboy’s “cram ” — 
Lion, not precisely lying 
Down, but hanging up, with lamb ! 

Here was fare a prince might pamper I 
Happy thought — ^a fitting end — 

Send it in an Easter hamper 
To an ardent hunting friend ! 

Asked the price, the poulterer sought to 
Bargain — “Just what I can get.” 
“Get? Why, six months’ hard, you 
ought to I ” 

We have done no deal as yet. 

What ’s the use of indignation ? 

Decadent poulterers may display 
Placards, in a generation, 

“ Fox is good and cheap to-day 1 



BLITTINGS. 

Kimberley, March 21. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^I write a few lines, 
in the intervals of mosquito-slaying, in 
praise of the Great Karroo and the railway 
which bears you to the North across it. 
I will spare you a description of the Hex 
River ascent, where the Ime plays a species 
of oat’s-cradle with itself up gradients ot 
one in forty, and where you have an 
engine at each end of the train, which 
seems, like a kitten, to be running after 
its own tail, and where there is a “ wash- 
out” every other day or so, and the 
sleepers go floating down a mountain- 
torrent — ^let sleeping logs lie, I say. It is 
the Karroo which takes my fancy. I don’t 
know where it begins or where it ends, but 
there is enough of it for the most eagle 
eye. There is a free and independent ring 
about the very name, a mixture o-f halloo 
and ^crow, exhilarating as the air which 
blows across you at an altitude of four 
thousand feet. As for the senary, there 
is bright red earth and low grey shrubs, 
flat-topped kopjes, or hills, in plenty to 
break the skyline, ant-hills in abundance, 
ant occasional herd or drove (which is it ?) 
of ostriches, a settler’s hut or a tree at 
.intervals of about ten miles, and a thunder- 
storm every day. What„ more do you 
want ? ' 


Then as to the train. When we parted 
with the J ohannesburg section at De Aar 
Junction (look this out in Bradshaw) our 
carriage was hitched on to a goods train 
of eighteen trucks, which contained Kaffirs, 
brandy-kegs, and other etceteras. It was, 
I sho^d say, a train specially adapted for 
botanists, picnickers and pedestrians, as it 
went so slowly up inclines that I got off 
four times and picked flowers and generally 
disarranged the landscape. The Ime is like 
a switchback and goes up and down, and 
also around any inconvenient hillock that 
may be in the way. Some of the stations 
are simply name-boards, nothing more, but 
the names at any rate are familiar, e.g., 
Chalk Farm and Richmond Road, miles 
from any habitation, o-ut in the open veld. 
Then we bought a bottle of milk at Honey 
Nest Kloof (a romantic name!), and when 
we asked the dusky vendor if it was os- 
triches’ milk, he said, Ah, yes 1 ” and 
nearly exploded as he disappeared round a 
corner. He will probably relate to his 
dying day the tale of the two confiding 
pale-faces whom he once took in on a point 
of natural history. Towards the end of 
our pleasant thirty-six hours’ run we in- 
dulged in some taunting practice, with the 
resSt that the carriage-lamp imitated 
Newton’s apple, and fell within an inch 
of the head of Yours precariousl:^ 

Z. Y. X* 
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OUR STEWARD. 

A 17ote from the Yachtino Diary of 
Toby, M.P. 

S-y* “ Maritana” Loch LJUve, Tuesday. 
— Our Steward has just gone ashore 
under care of captain and the ahlest^bodied 
of our crew. Glad he got clear of the 
yacht without catastrophe. So awkward 
to have an exploded steward alongside, 
especially when you’ve just had. the ship 
painted a spotless white. ^ Some story in 
SIabryat — forget in which novel — ^where 
a seafaring man (or was it a hum-boat 
woman?), after a lifelong application tG 
the rum-bottle, lit his (or her) pipe in 
a casual way. The fumes of an old spirit- 
cask, as it were, caught li^t, and the 
verdict of the coroners jury was ‘*^on- 
taneous combustion.” Our Steward lit 
pipe as he tumbled into the boat. Happily 
nothing happened. 

It wasn’t' lum in the case of Our Stew- 
ard, but methylated spirits of wine. Evi- 
dence of its persuasiveness was visible when, 
yesterday afternoon, we joined the yacht 
for a cruise Skye-ward. Our^ Steward’s 
devotion to his duty was effusive but in- 
effective. Going below to dress for dinner, 
we found there were no lights. 

“No li^ts ! ” said Our Steward, his face 
beaming with desire to be of assistance; 
“there soon shall be.” 

Produced box of matches ; smote a scpre 
on hb breeches ; as in most cases applica- 
tion of the wrong end was made; result 
disappointing. At last struck a light. 

said Our Steward, turning to 
survey us with radiant glance of bene- 
volence prolonged till the light burned 
down to his toil-worn fingers, and was cast 
away on the newly-carpeted state-room 
floor. 

More matches struck ; some lit ; applied 
to top of metal candlestick. Touching to 
watch, in flickering light falling on Our 
Steward’s ruddy coimtenance, the look of 
coaxing entreaty that made it irresistible, 

“ Come now,” he said, cooing the candle' 
stick as if it were a fretful infant that 
wouldn’t take its food. 

Being merely a guest, didn’t like to in- 
terfere with trusted servant. At end of 
quarter of hour of futile match-striking, 


looked at candlestick; found there was no 
candle in it. 

“ Dear me, now,” said Our Steward, his 
face lighting up with beam of pleased 
astonishment. “ Think of that 1 ” 

Nothing disturbed him. At dinner, he 
planted out a didi of cutlets in the flower- 
pot ; gently but firmly took away my soup 
after I had had two spoonfuls; knocked 
over a glass of champagne when handing 
round the bread ; and quite forgot the fish. 

He was up bright and early in the 
morning, joyous in the consciousness that 
candles were not needed. Our berths were 
under the dining-saloon, approadhed by 
a steep flight of stairs. Soon after five, 
Our Steward was about. Breakfast was 
fcsed for nine o’clock. In a well-ordered 
ship there is nothing like being well ahead 
of your work. So about half-past five 
Our Steward began laying the cloth foi 
breakfast. The process was long and mono- 
tonous . It began with his^ bursting into the 
dining-saloon and clattering down on the 
table a handful of spoons and forks. Forks 
seemed to bring to his mind the memory 
of knives. Forth he went in search of 



** When a Street is up 
A very old-fashioned and most effectual way of 
Diverting the TraJBdc.’^ 


them. But down below two people were 
sleeping. It would never do in a chill 
April morning to' leave the deck-door open 
on them. The draught might waken them, 
if it did no worse. So Our Steward, flying 
off to the galley, shut the saloon-door with 
a bang like a pistol-shot. 

Back again in no time, humming softly 
to himself, 

** A sailor’s wife a sailor’s star should he, 

Yoho! Yoho!” 

flung down on the table, quite in time, 
a bundle of something I knew were knives ; 
softly whistled another bar of Nancy 
Lee, whilst (I imagined) he regarded his 
handiwork with that gaze of benevolent 
interest he had last night bent upon the 
amazingly empty candlesticks. Going out 
again, and, still mindful of the comfort of 
the sleeping passengers, he banged the 
saloon-door as before. 

Plates were his next prize. There was 
no doubt about this, for he let one fall. 
A low whistle of astonishment in wHch 
there was just the slightest touch of irri- 
tability at the perverseness of the thing, 
followed. Then, lol a strange thing hap- 
pened. The door of my state-room was 
wide open, in full view of the staircase. 
I caught sight of a booted foot cautiously 
descending. It was followed by another 
foot, with nothing on but a stocking much 
frayed at the heel. Gradually there came 
into view a broad stem as of an East 
Indiaman. It was Our Steward descending 
the staircase backwards. What for, 
Heaven only knows. As soon as he got to 
the bottom, he, with the same stealthy 
footstep, re-ascended, and the pistol-shot 
of the closing saloon-door announced his 
departure. 

I fancy he must have thought he w^s 
going out on deck to the galley, and did 
not discover his mistake till he got to the 
bottom of the stairs. Much touched by 
his solicitude. Wouldn’t wake us on any 
account. Had evidently begun to take 
his boots off; thought he had completed 
the job. Meanwhile walked on tiptoe. 

More dishes; more plates; and, as we 
later discovered, tumblers instead of 
teacups, set on the breakfast-table. A 
finely subtle touch that. At half-past six 
he had nicely finished his work:, and, 
surveying it, softly whistled a stave of 
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“HOME, SWEET HOME!” 

Eushand (to wift^ just returned from CorUinental trijp). “ Now, dbab, isn’t it delightful, 
AFTER THE BUSTLE AND RACB3JT OF THOSE FOREIGN HOTELS, TO BE BACK IN THE PERFECT 

tranquillity of OUR OWN HOME, AND ” 

Cooh Co. (entering hurriedly). “Kitohin* Chimney a-blazin’, Mum! Better ’ave 
in THE Fire Engings quick, Mum ! ” 


Nancy Xee. Another hang of the door; 
a brief interval ; he was back again. 
I heard a trickling of water down the 
staircase. Then the stockinged foot, com- 
ing first this time, followed at considerable 
interval by the booted heel. Soon the 
rounded stem hove in sight ; then the cap- 
less head. It was Our Steward, breathing 
heavily, depositii^ at the bottom of the 
stairs a can containing what was left of our 
hot water. 

That was the last I saw of Our Steward, 
save the parting view as he went ashore 
in charge of the captain. The Commodore, 
coming on deck and finding htn a little 
mixed, straightway ordered him to be put 
on shore. An empty bottle that had con- 
tained methylated spirits of wine, found in 
the store cupboard, explained all. 

BIG GAME. 

[A dead fox has recently been displayed in a 
"West End shop, hanging up amongst the game and 
poultry.] 

I DISCOVERED with amazement 
Lately that, in certain ways, 

Talk of these degenerate days ” meant 
Something more than just a phrase, j 

Now I offer in confusion 
Praisers of the past a sop, 

I have lost one more illusion — 

In a game and poultry shop. 

To my utter stupefaction, 

There with partridges and hares 
Said to be of Russ extraction 
(E’en though dead, perhaps, to theirs), 

Midmost of a row of rabbits — 

Still the recollection shocks — 

Now oblivious of its habits 
Hung, alas! a gallant fox. 

There it was, past all denying. 

I would tell no schoolboy’s “cram ” — 
Lion, not precisely lying 
Down, but hanging up, with lamb ! 

Here was fare a prince might pamper 1 
Happy thought — a fitting end — 

Send it in an Easter hamper 
To an ardent hunting friend 1 

Asked the price, the poulterer sought to 
Bargain — “Just what I can get.” 
“Get? Why, six months’ hard, you 
ought to!” 

We have done no deal as yet. 

What ’s the use of indignation ? 

Decadent poulterers may display 
Placards, in a generation, 

“ Fox is good and cheap to-day ! ” 



ELITTDSTGS. 

Kimberley y March 21. 

Dear Mr. Punch,—*! write a few lines, 
in the intervals of mosquito-slaying, in 
praise of the Great Karroo and the railway 
which bears you to the^ North across it. 
I will spare you a description of the Hex 
River ascent, where the line plays a species 
of cat’s-cradle with itself up gradients of 
one in forty, and where you have an 
engine at each end of the train, which 
seems, like a kitten, to be running after 
its own tail, and where there is a “ wash- 
out ” every other day or so, and the 
sleepers go floating down a mountain- 
torrent— let sleeping logs lie, I say. It is 
the Karroo which takes my fancy. I don’t 
know where it begins or where it ends, but 
there is enough of it for the most eagle 
eye. There is a free and independent ring 
about the very name, a mixture of halloo 
and ^orow, exhilarating as the air which 
blows across you at an altitude of four 
thousand feet. As for the scenery, there 
is bright red earth and low grey shrubs, 
flat-topped Jcopjesy or hills, in plenty to 
break the skyline, ant-hills in abundance, 
ai^ occasional herd or drove (which is it ?) 
of ostriches, a settler’s hut or a tree at 
intervals of about ten miles, and a thunder- 
storm every day. What, more do you 
want? 


Then as to the train. When we parted 
with the Johannesburg section at De Aar 
Jun^ion (look this out in Bradshaw) our 
carriage was hitched on to a goods train 
of eighteen trucks, which contained Kaffirs, 
brandy-kegs, and other etceteras. It was, 

I should say, a train specially adapted for 
botanists, picnickers and pedestrians, as it 
went so slowly up inclines that I got off 
four times and picked flowers and generally 
disarranged the landscape. The is like 
a switchback and goes up and down, and 
also around any inconvenient hillock that 
may be in the way. Some of the stations 
are simply name-hoards, nothing rnore, but 
the names at any rate are familiar, e.g., 
Chalk Farm and Richmond Road, miles 
from any habitation, out in the open veld. 
Then we bought a bottle of milk at Honey 
Nest Kloof (a romantic name!), and when 
we asked the dusky vendor if it was os- 
triches’ milk, he said,^ “Ah, yes!” and 
nearly exploded as he disappeared round a 
corner. He will probably relate to his 
dying day the tale of the two confiding 
pale-faces whom he once took in on a point 
of natural history. Towards the end of 
our pleasant thirty-six hours’ run we in- 
dulged in some diunting practice, with the 
result that the carriage-lamj) imitated ; 
Newton’s apple, and fell within an inch | 
of the head or Yours precariously, 
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{alVuding to the so ' iig ). “ Not bad ; but I think the Girl might have put a 

LITTLE MORE SPIRIT INTO IT WITH ADVANTAGE.” 

Lmhmqtm . ‘‘Jdsh’t I was thinkin’. Lesh avanothbr!” 


LITEEAEY TOUTS. 

III.— The Social Kind. 
Amid the signs that indicate 
The coming hurly-burly, 

Cards for receptions, cool and late, 
And others, warm and early, 

The polo-match, the Church bazaar. 
The dance of virgin gallants, 

You read it — “ Mrs. Pupfin-Parb 
A t Home. To meet the Talents.’* 

How well I know that woman’s card 1 
It meets my weary eye on 
The glass of every sucking-bard 
And young dramatic lion! 

And from enquiries I have made 
I gather this about ifc — 

No hteraxy stock-in-trade 
Can be complete without it. 


I spoke of her to Thomas Brown 
(Gawayn lb Briinb, he spelt it) ; 

That author’s literary frown 
In specious laughter melted ; 

“ ^ Who is she ? * Well, she runs a kind 
Of what we call a zalon ; 

Where (see the notice) one may find 
Tout ce quHl y a de talent. 

But who my hostess is, or what 
Her reason for existence, . 

These questions, frankly, I do not 
Pursue with marked insistence ; 

I use her caravanserai, 

Like other public hostels, 

For meeting brother-genii, 

The pick of Art’s apostles.” 

“ Take me,” I said, “ for I would know 
That bright and hallowed region. 


WTiere men of light and leading go 
And prattle by the legion ; 

Surely some spell of power untold 
Lies hid behind those portals, 

That lure within one common bower 
So many rare Immortals.” 

In brief, I went. My host betrayed 
A taste for my effusions ; 

To all my published works he made 
Appropriate allusions ; 

Till in his ear my future themes 
Were touchingly confided, 

And when I left he knew my schemes 
At least as well as I did. 

Next week I chanced upon a “ par ” 
Signed by “ The Burrowing Badger ” : — 
“ Gawayn lb Brdne, that nascent star, 
Long noticed in the Cadger^ 

Ha'S done a volume, nearly due — 

French Morals and the Ballet; 

Last month, to catch the local hue. 

He crossed (by sea) to Calais. 

“His book, which all should now secure, 
Smacks of Oviditjs Naso, 

With photographs d'ayrhs nature, 

Trhs chic, if we may say so : 

One of our younger rising firms, 

Push, Brothers (doing nicely) , 

Has bought the copyright on terms 
Too high to quote precisely.” 

Much marvelling how my friend Le Brunb 
(Plain Thomas Brown, in private) 

Such booming in the eye of noon 
Could possibly connive at, 

I read again : “ John Jones ” (that ’s me) — 
“His smart elucidation 
Of Habakkuk will prove, on dit, 

A perfect revelation.” 

Full details followed. I had been 
The victim of a vulture, 

A feeder off the fat, or lean, 

Of other people’s culture ; 

A licensed literary tout 
Who battens on bis betters,' 

And runs the column — “Chats about 
The Chiefs of Art and Letters.” 

So was I taught the mystic truths 
Of mutual market dealings 
Beneath a social salve that soothes 
The artist’s finer feelings; 

How host and guest work hand in hand 
On lines a little greasy, — 

The enterprising squeezer and 
The enterprising squeezee. 


A HAPPY HOLIDAY. 

Now I really do not care a 
Hang about the Eiviera, 

In the daytime you’ve a gay time, 
But the nights are ve^ cold. 

And for any kind of touring 
Which I used to find alluring, 

I for hiking had a liking, 

But I now have grown too old. 

Then the constant change of weather, 
To my ^inkiug, altogether 
Knocked the notion of an ocean 
Trip completely on the head ; 

I’ve a horror, too, of “trippers,” 
’Arrys, ’Arriets, and “nippers,” 

So a jolly quiet holi- 
Day I spent at home in bed. 

Niob of Bussia. — Out of compliment to 
the Leader of the House of Commons, the 
Czar proposes to re-naijae Port Arthur, 
“Port Arthur-Balfour.” 
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DIAGNOSED. 

PatienU ‘‘I’m feeling weetohed, Dootoe, I take no inteebst 

IN ANYTHING, HAVE NO APPETITE, CAN’T SlEEP ” 

Doctor, ‘^Wby don’t tod maeet the Giel?” 

f 

PONGO^S PROTEST. 

A Protest ? Ah, yes I And the being I 'd bless 
Who would shame the fine dames with less wisdom than pelf, 
Who indulge us in doctors and dandyish dress, 

Until a poor doggie ^s ashamed of himself. 

Their own silly fashions our mistresses deem 
Are delightM to creatures less foolish than they. 

Mine togs me in chiffons and stuffs me with cream. 

But my life, I assure you, is other than gay. 

Dogs’ doctors, and t^ors, and barberal Oh, faugh! 

In my boots, fur-lmed wrapper, with bracelet and card-case, 
I would, if I could, hide my face with my paw, 

For I’m an unwilling dog-dandy; a hard easel 
My idiot mistress may dr^ as she will ; 

She ’s heartless, and brainless, and victim to fad ; 

But to make me the victim of Tnilliner skill, 

Is a horrible outrage that drives me half mad. 

Just look at me I Shaved, curled, and cossetted up 
Till I look hke some caricature of a poodle 1 
What would mamma think of her favourite pup ? 

I wish I could cut the whole precious caboodle, 

And wild, free, and natural caper and scamper 
About London streets, or far plains like a dingo. 

Afar from fooLwomen wno selfishly pamper. 

I’d rather be Tot]/ the Punch dog, by Jingo! 

His coat and frilled collar are all meant in fun, 

But mine! you can’t think what a guy I am made ! 

A tight-swaddled waddler ; can’t frisk, much less run, 

I ’m too pliunp for a jump, and it ’s years since I played. 

I don’t know my own coat, curled all o’er like a wig, 

And I ’m glad of the fur-lined top-coat just to hide it. 

I ’m stupid, shorb-winded, and fat as a pig ; 

A mere waddluxg wardrobe, with misery inside it. 

My togs — so I ’m told — ^are worth full twenty pounds, 

My toilet-club, doctor, and tailor cost money. 

And though with my mistress that freely abounds 
To waste it on making me wretched seems funny. 

My nighbgowns and handkerchiefs only would mate 
A poor family happy. I feel like a hog : 


And when at my mistress’s fondling I wake, 

I am tempted to say “Is thy servant a dogf^' 

A dog ? No, a wretched, degraded, fat mass 
Of lad-made monstrosity ; selfiirii and silly. 

In lookSf as my mistress, but she is an ass 
By choice, whilst poor I seem the same willy-nilly. 
There! That is my protest. Now who’E ba(£ it up 
In a way more effective than my feeble snarling, 

And gratitude earn from a poor puffing pup, 

Who ’s a plague to himself thou^ his mistress’s darling f 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

In Dearer thorn Monowr (Htjtohinson) E. Livingston Prescott 
has very nearly written a big book. If he had treated this first 
version as a rough note-book, left out some episodes and written 
in others, he (or isn’t it she ?) might have succeeded. The germ 
thought is a noble one ; hut it grows amid rank weeds of impos- 
sibility. My Baronite is not disposed to insist upon the prosaic 
in romance land. It is quite conceivable that a man of Ludovic 
Ordfs supremely fine nature might have sacriffoed and suffered 
all he did for the sake of the girl he loved. But he would require 
some further proof of necessity than was supplied by the machi- 
nations of the melodramatic viUain I’mwcaTw. Moreover, all the 
scenes in connection with Sister Sophia are ludicronsly ont of 
drawing. That the anther feels these truths is indicated by the 
snb-title, A FooVa Tragedy. But why make such an incredible 
fool? 

A Soldier of Manhattan (Smith:, Emdbr) fonght at Ticonderoga, 
and, under the leadership of Wolfe, stormed the heights that led 
to tike Plains of Abrabam and the conquest of Quebec. Mr. 
Joseph Altsheler has evidently made painstaking study of the 
period, and reproduces its episodes and characters with com- 
mendable fidehty. Bnt his hand lacks the magic touch with 
which some earlier workers in the field of historical romance are 
gifted. His men and women are woefully woodeny, and his 
battle scenes, carefully drawn from the best records, lack the 
glow of fire. Withal, the hook is, mjr Baronite says, weU. worth 
reading, as dealing with a little-studied episode in the history of 
the Empire. 

With much gratification hath the Baron read Mr. S. B. Crock- 
ett’s Lochinvar (Methlten), a spirited romance full of doughty 
deeds, clanging and clashing of weapons, firing of pistols, hair- 
I breadth escapes, strange Scotch language unintelligible to the 
pock-pudding Enghshinan, skirmishes, and sudi a surfeit of 
exciting sensational scenes as would have sufficed Sir Walter 
Scott as material for three novels, and a modem dramatist for at 
least a couple of melodramas. And that the essential “ female 
interest ” should not be lacking, Mr. Crockett gives us two full- 
blown heroines, one of whom he is compelled to kill, and two 
other fledgling heroines, whose necessary disappearance from the 
story causes a pang of regret to the reader, as it must have done 
to the author. But why doth Mr. Crockett so gently treat his 
melodramatLo villains? Of course, as he lets down his arch- 
scoundrel easily, he is in justice compelled to permit the aforesaid 
arch-vilLain’s “creatures” to escape scot-free. Alas I that it 
should be so, for up to the very end did not the Baron, with 
palpitating heart and bated breath, await some awful catastrophe 
which should put an end, and in excruciating tortures too, to 
“the Butcher, the Calf, and the Killer ” ? If “ my Lord Barra ” 
be permitted to escape, as he is, then hath mercy, and not justice, 
prevailed with the romancer. With real pleasure does the Baron 
recommend to all lovers of hustling melodramatic romance Mr. 
Crockett’s stirring and picturesque story of Lochinvar. 

In The Lust of Hate (Ward, Look & Co.), Gxnr Boothby 
makes use of his own Dr. Nikola as Diaholua ex machwAf*^ 
and as that mysterious, necromatic scoundrel is not brought to 
an untimely end, it is presumable that he may be ready to hand 
whenever his agency is again required for some otiker audaci- 
ously-schemed plot. The story, in which the situation of ship- 
wrecked hero and heroine on a desert island vividly recalls a few 
of the incidents in Cfaetjs;s Bfade’s Fcml Play, is exciting; but 
the dhmmnmt is iaartistic, being not onl^r too evident, but far 
too abrupt. In fact, the story is spoilt in order to give Dr. 
Nikola a chance of beiug ready when wanted for “Mr. Boothby’s 
next.” "V^at a pity it is tiiat Mr. Sherlock PColmes cannot be 
revived in order to be pitted against the nefarious Dr. Nikola/ 

The Baron de B.-W^ 
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Unenviable Position of Mr. Pottles, whose Eecord Drive has just landed fairly in the Ribs of irascible old 

Colonel Oxjrrt, out for his Constitutional Canter. 


THE COMPLEAT DUEEEE. 

I HAVE fished in every way, 

Fished on every kind of day, 

But my basket still remains in statu quo, 
Not a stickleback will rise. 

Not a gudgeon as a prize 
To the quite amazing flies 
That I throw. 

When I try the purling brook, 
Many trout just have a look 
At my fljr, or at the minnow, that I spin. 
With fishy leer they squirm 
Ofi, and my belief is firm 
That I ’d better use a worm 
On a pin. 

Wherever I get leave, 

Still I fish from morn to eve. 
Though. I never — hardly ever — ^rightly cast, 
With a body soaking wet, 

With a mind intent and set 
On success achieving yet 
At the last. 

In my coat of wondrous tweed. 

And on every wandering weed, 
Hooks and flies unnamed invariably I fix. 
Here I cannot land a fish — 

I can only hope and wish 
I may creel a goodly dish 
In the Styx. 

Porker Verba {from our own Irre- 
pressible Oney still at large). — Q. Why is 
American pork not allowed to enter Ger- 
many? A, In order to protect the inte- 
rests of Ham-burg, of course. 



[“ A machine for amputation is being installed at 
the Emergency Hospital at Boston.’* — I)ail^ Mail'] 

The Automatic Dentist will no doubt 
follow the Amputation Machine. 


THE PATRIOT’S VADE MECUM. 

{Translated fmn the French for use at ike i^econd 
Zola Trial.) 

Question. What is your idea of the whole 
duty of a citizen? 

Answer. To regard everything from a 
purely sentimental point of view. 

Q. Is it necessary that^ the sentiment 
should be justified by facts? 

A. Certainly nbt; such a consideration 
may be dismissed as a worthless detail. 

Q. How is PVance governed ? 

A. Chiefly by cries. 

Q. Is the cause of the cry of any im- 
portance ? 

A No, so long as it is accepted by the 
majority. 

Q. Are there any special names for the 
minority ? 

A. They are usually described as “trai- 
tors,” “spies,” “cowards,” “thieves,” “a^s- 
sassins,” and the like. 

Q. You say that France is chiefly go- 
verned by cries ; give a few instances. 

A. A cry has been found strong enough 
to dethrone a dynasty, upset any number 
of Governments, and to establish three and 
abolish two republics. 

Q. Has a cry any power in the law 
courts ? 

A It has had supreme power, controlling 
judges, witnesses, and juries. 

Q. But may not foreigners consider all 
this excitement, violence, and thoughtless- 
ness slightly hysterical ? 

A. Po<^ibly; but the consideration can 
be speedily set aside. 

Q. How ? Not by a cry ? 

A. Yes ; by a cry of “ Long live France ! ” 
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*‘WoT OH, Bill! Where ’ave yer been this larst Three 
Months ? ” 

^ ‘‘Where *ave I been? Wot a Question to arst! I should 

A THORT YOU *D *A SPOTTED THAT FROM ME CHT-UP. I 'VB JURST 
COME BACK FROM KLONDIKE ! ” 


SLOPINra PEOM SILOMIO. 

The follomng paragraph, commimioated to the Times, is inte- 
resting beyond the stirring information of international import- 
ance it conyeys to the wondering world : — 

“ The Chinese Minister, who is at Eastbourne, paid a visit to Sir Ellis 
Ashmead-Bartlett, M.P., and Lady Ashmead-B artlett at Grange House 
yesterday moming, and in the afternoon drove to Beachy Head. His Excel- 
lency returns to London to-day.” 

In the House of Commons, when Silohio rises to put matters 
right, whether in China or Peru, Members incontiuently walk of^ 
into the Lobby, and thence to remoter corners of the building. 
The Chinese Minister, after a morning visit to the distinguished 
statesman, drives straightway to Beachy Head, and makes pre- 
paration for early return to London, Thus doth one touch of 
Ashmead make the whole world kin. 

FROM OUR SPECIAL COMMISSIONER IN CRIM-TARTARY. 

.... At that minute Crum-Tato forced me violently on to the 
edge of a two-bladed razor (peculiar to the country), while my 
faithful followers, Gingah Snap and Oraho Pip, were fastened 
by steel manacles to four fir-trees, which our diabolical persecutors 
had discovered growing out of the side of a precipice descending 
some 60,000 feet into the vaUey of the Lincrusta Hiver, wandering 
like a streak of molten lead in the realm of the Unknown. I felt 
the two-bladed razor on each of my feet. It cut both my corns 
and my toe-nails. At the same time Crtjm-Tato presented a re- 
volver at my head. It pressed my forehead, but at that moment 
I perceived by glancing down the barrel that it was not loaded. 
There was a great pause, during which I took some shorthand 
notes and drew a picture of the sufierings of G-ingah Snap and 
Orang Pip. The ruffian and his satellites hesitated to finish 
their work, and as they discussed the situation, I winked in covert 
fashion to my comrades. It was enough I In an instant we had 
armed ourselves with some cocoa-nuts, which border-gipsies on 
their way to Lhass^ Eaces had abandoned by reason of the death 
of their donkeys. Oim cowardly opponents fied before our well- 
directed shower of missiles. I rapidly released my companions, 
and we were free ! free! free ! for we had only to skip the frontier, 
leaving behind us some undesirable Yaks and those instruments 
of torture which have never been seen in Europe, and probably 
never will he. The British Eesident was absent, hut we were 
“aHthere.^^ 


KING CEICKET. 

Tjbges canny Scot may talk a lot 
Of golf and its attraction, 

And “putt'^ and “teo” for him may h< 
A so-urce of satisfaction ; 

"While maidens meek with rapture speak 
Of croquet’s fascination, 

Tho’ I suspect ’twere more correct 
To call their game “ flirtation.” 

But cricket ’s the thing for Summer anc 
Spring! 

Three cheers for cricket, of all games th< 
king! 

The man who boats his time devotes 
To rowing or to sailing, 

In shine or rain he has to train, 

"With energy unfailing. 

A tennis set finds favour yet 
With merry men and matrons. 

In lazy souls the game of bowls 
Is not without its i>atrons. 

A day that ’s fine I do opine 
' Is much to he desired ; 

An “even pitch” I ask for, which 
Is certainly required ; 

Then add to that a « steady bat,” 

A howler “ on the wicket,” 

A “field” that’s “smart,” then we car 
start 

The noble game of cricket. 

A PABADISB for Wiiisfc-playera and mas 
s^patisnts Aould be found (judgine bj 
the name) in “the Rubber Estates ofplrd? 


“TAKING THE ALPREDIAN CAKE.” 

{A Historical Bomxmoe re-written for an ap- 
proaching Millenary, hy one who does 'not 
ielie'oe in Traditional Heroes,) 

The belated huntsiman passed across the 
drawbridge and entered the castle. In 
those Saxon times only some half-dozen 
retainers stood awaiting strangers in the 
hall. The Danes had tau^t the inhabi- 
tants of the British Isles a ceirtain measure 
of pmdence, but yet they retained their 
freedom. 

“Is the lady of the house at home?” 
asked the aristocratic caller, throwing the 
reins of his horse to a lackey, 

“At your service, my lord, hut the 
countess, who is partial to cookery, is in 
^ respectful response. 

Thither will I go and serve as my 
own introducer.” Saying this, the hunts- 
^ound his way to the lower regions. 
The countess was certainly makiug cakes. 
She had around her a number of subtle 
essences and sauces, and in front of her 
was a book of home, gorgeously illumi- 
valuable culinary recipes. 
Pair lady, pardon this intrusion, but 
you7”^ ^ myself. Can I help 

evidenced some confusion. 
Ihen ^e made obeisance, and being called 
away by other visitors, quitted the rush- 
strewn apartment. 

Left to himself, the sportsman carelessly 


mixed certain ingredients together into 
the shape of a cake, and setting it before 
the fire, waited the result. He threw 
himself upon a couch and fell into a slum- 
ber. He had not been unconscious for an 
hour, when he was aroused by a blow. 
Springing to his feet, he indignantly con- 
fronted his assailant. It was the countess, 
now furious with anger. 

“How dare you?” she cried. “How 
dare you ? You have allowed the cake to 
bum I ” 

“ A Mow ! ” he exclaimed, pale with 
rage. Then he blew his horn. In a mo- 
ment the kitchen was filled with soldiers. 

“ Take that woman,” he continued, 
pointing at the now trembling countess, 
“ to the deepest dungeon under the castle 
moat.” 

The lady was loaded with chains. 

“Who is this tyrant — ^this lawless ty- 
rant ? ” she asked, as she was being con- 
veyed to her cell in procession. 

“ Why, lady, the Mng.” 

“ What, Alfred ? Listen to me, varlets. 
I tell you that the day shall come when 
this monster of cruelty and stupidity shall 
he known in the land of his birth as 
Alfred the Little.’ ” 

And so it came to pass. For a thousand 
years later — at the dose of the nineteenth 
century — ^the prophecy of the countess be- 
came fulfilled. Alfred the Great, in those 
days of historical enlightenment, disap- 
peared, to reappear as the Little. 
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[According to the Daily News, Emil Bkcosch-Bet proves that the 
Egyptians had comic papers.] 

A Fragment oe the Title-Page oe the Ancient Egyptian Pttnojs. 


GIEIS’ GOSSIP.-Oiir EasMon Colmrrn, 

' Deaeest Arabella, — Now tliat all tlie world is on wheels, of 
course you also go in for “biking”; Amy rides in tbe Park eyery 
day in knickers. 

To a country mouse like yourself, loye, this may at first seem 
m jpew risquS, but noblesse oblige^ could she do better than follow 
the example set by the Duchess of Trinktjmaj^ee and the really 
smart set in the world of fashion ? I think not. 

You must be dying to know aU about Eva’s wedding ; as you 
are aware, she married the Hon. Bertie Bottnder, the best- 
dressed man in London, so ’tis said ; the ceremony was celebrated 
at the now fashionable church of St. Giles, before the Bishop of 
Battersea, assisted by the Yicar of Yahxhall and three curates, 
so there is eyery reason to belieye that she was properly tied up. 

The bride’s uncle, “old Kangaroo” as he is called, gaye her 
away {entre nous, he made his money in the tea trade, “Kangaroo 
Hill Brand,” hence his soubriquet). As Jack Sharpe remarked 
in an audible whisper, “ Giyen away with a pound of tea.” Cleyer, 
was it not? But Jack neyer lets a chance slip of saying a smart 
thing. After the ceremony there was a reception at the Polony 
Hotel, where most of the presents were on yiew. I counted 
fifteen pepper-castors and eighteen salt-cellars, so Eva is nicely 
set up in this respect. 

She had fourteen, bridesmaids and six pages dressed in Otarles 
THE First costume ; a full description of the bridesmaids’ dresses 
and the bride’s trousseau is held oyer until my next. 

Here is a nice recipe for a light luncheon dish ^ 

Take half a pound of liyer and three red herrings (mind that 
they are red), cut in thin strips, and stew gently oyer a slow fire, 
break the yolks of half-a-dozen ployers’ eggs, pepper lightly with 
parmesan, add two or three cloyes and a cupful of the finest 
golden syrup, dust all oyer with red pepper, and serve m cmajge. 
Ever your devoted, Sobhonisba. 


OUE FIEEWOEKS. 

{By Jones Major,) 

They were a distinct success. Every one knows Torchb’s 
Guinea Box (17s. 9d. at the Stores) and all its treasures. VVe 
were a httie perplexed at the instructions. There was one thing 
looking like an old-fashioned dress-impro-ver that had some- 
thing on it about putting a greased string through it. Well, 
Smith Minor got the twine of his peg-top and held it with 
another fellow, and I lighted it. It fizzled, and then flew^ in a 
fury of red and green fiames. Smith Minor dropped it like a i 
hot potato, and then the beastly thing followed usi, throwing 
coloured balls at us now and again and letting off crackers. Then 
we had a partial failure with onr rocket, it went up all right for 
about three yards and then turned tO' the left and kept in that 
direction. It was amusing to see the leisurely way in which it 
set to work. No hurry — ^to speak of — ^for a rocket. Then there 
were the roman candles. Splendid when none of the fellows 
were fooling. However, one was started off sideways, and 
nearly set fire to a haystack. For all that it was most effective, 
and caused a perfect thrul of excitement. Then we had a Jack- 
in-the-box. We didn’t know how to light it. But Binks 
Minimus (who is a plucky little chap for his inches) held it in 
his hand until it began fizzing. It was a quiet, well-conducted 
fiame at first — quite delicate. Then, suddenly — ^without a bang 
of warning — ^it began cracking about all over the shop. Poor 
Binks got a number of nasty bums. Then there was a thing 
called “ The Golden Grove Tree.” We put it on a stick, and 
instead of remaining there it jumped down and twirled about on 
the ground. It looked very pretty, and we shouldn’t have minded 
it much, but it would let off fire-balls at us. The roman candles 
were all right because we knew what they would do, and they 
id it. No humbug about them. They were quite a relief to an 
affair with twists and twirls and a long touch-piece, tl^t was 
called A Mexican Treasure,” and went off with a fizz sideways 
and blazed away in the greenhouse. The balloon was all right 
though it did come down on a haystack that would get in its way 
while it was descending. By great good luck the spirits of wine had 
burned themselves out, so there was no accident. 

Our last effect was to let off everything that was left simulta- 
neously. Rockets, catherine-wheels (from 6s. apiece to fid. a 
dozen), squibs, and crackers. It certainly was glorious, but 
might have been better had not the various lights killed one 
another. At the end of the performance we found a greenhouse 
alight, ditto a haystack, ^tto the goals in the football field. 
Besides these sli^t casualties there were a few odds and ends, 
such as a smashed library window and a scorched rabbit-hutch. 

But for all tJ^t we thoroughly enjoyed ourselves, and trust 
that old Dr. Birchwell (our excellent head master, whose birth- 
day occurred just after our return to school from the Easter 
vacation) fully appreciated our efforts to do him appropriate 
honour. 

PROPHETS MAKING PROFITS. 

{A fanciful suggestion of how it may be done a good deal in advance.) 

Scene — Sanctum of “ Star-gazers" Annual f Pro^phets discovered 
at their work for 1899. 

I Pi/rst Prophet. There, I think that will do. Let’s see. We 
have gort a famine for January, a war for February, ^d an- 
earthquake for March. What shall be our article for April ? 

Second Prophet, Might put down another war. They always 
I come out straight. May mean a battle of Waterloo or a stand-up 
j fight between a couple of carmen. 

First Pro. Quite so. Have you sprinkled in a few deaths of 
Statesmen ? 

Second Pro, Have a dozen to the eight months. First-rate 
kinds. Equally suitable to a Bismarok or a gentleman holding 
I of&ce for a fortnight in some South Araenoan Repvblic. 

First Pro. How about our list of regular subscribers? Have 
you revised it ? 

Second Pro. As well as I can. Same result as last year. Our 
readers are either under sixteen or well over sixty. 

First Pro. Old maids as usual much to the fore ? 

Second Pro. Of course. They take the lead as our chief sup- 
porters. 

First Pro. Quite so. And now, as we have got the matter in 
something like shape, we might nave a shot at the gentlemen 
who pay for inside sheets and back pages. 

Second Pro. Certainly, and let us hope it will turn out a 
prosperous day for — ^to quote the good old aimual — unscrupu- 
lous adventurers seeking the cash of the unwary.” 

[JExeunt to try their luck in the world of hold advertisement. 
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Quarrel any more ! 





HOW IT’S DONE. 

Scene : Dealer's Yard. Custormr going out to try Sorse, 

Frieml of Dmler, “ Hello, Sam ! What ’s up ? Nevek heard you stammer like that over a Price before ! ” 

Dealer, ** Well, yer see, George, when I dunknow ’em, I Jis says, Hun-un-un-undered — gives me time to ^ see how they 

TAKES IT, AND IF IT DON’t SURPRISE ’EM TOO MUCH, I JIS CLAPS ON AS MUCH OP ANOTHER ’UnDER’D AS I THINKS THEY LL SWALLER ! 


INTERESTING AMERICAN INTELLIGENCE. 

{By Gable from our Special Corre^ondent, in 
spite of the War.) 

Mr. Abrattam P. Quioksett, who last 
year purchased the Spread Eagle Hotel,’’ 
Bellinzona City (Mo.), has just financed 
the Washington Axe Caravanserai in Flo- 
rida to the extent of two million dollars, 
with a proviso that all alligators on the 
estate shall he considered as real property. 
He has entered into a large contract with 
an enterprising firm of bootmakers. 

Last night, Mrs. Hiram P. Briquette, 
wife of the eminent coal merchant, gave 
a ball at the Thousand Street Hotel. Mrs. 
Briquette, who was appropriately robed 
in sombre tulle decorated with flame- 
coloured lace and black diamonds, received 
her guests in the entrance lobby. Mr. 
Briquette superintended the cloak depart- 
ment. Many members of the old Kicker- 
nocker families were present, among whom 
I may mention Miss Polly Scissors, the 
well-known blonde, INIiss Minnie Van 
Kork, Miss Katrine Hook de Holland, 
Mrs. Chortler, the charming bride of Mr. 
Ephraim Chortler (ne Thornbush, of 
Wall Street), and the Terra del Fuego at- 
tache. 

There has been a rumour lately (and I 
may add, not without foundation) that 
Senator Cincinnatus Porkopolis of Cin- 
cinnati has been in treaty with the British 
Government for the sale of Windsor Castle 
and the South Kensington Museum. Sena- 


tor Porkopolis, it should he mentioned, is 
one of our most respected citizens. He 
began life by making boot-laces out of 
straw at St. Louis (Mo.), and later on by 
his industry succeeded in getting a clerk- 
ship in the house of Scratchem & Co., the 
famous brush-makers. Attracted by the 
value of swine, he soon obtained a comer 
in the breed, and adopted a name, which 
is now (registered) to be found in any 
World’s Directory. Miss Marie Antoi- 
nette PoiNSETTiA Jane Porkopolis, his 
daughter, is, whether or no her fathei^s 
stupendous offer for the British Public 
Buildings be accepted, certain to be the 
leading belle at BucMngham Palace this 
season. She has resolved to accept no 
husband lower than an English Duke or a 
German Prince. 

A novelty in the matter of supper-parties 
has been pranged by Mr. Caleb X. Chip- 
munk, perhaps the most enterprising of our 
“ blue bloods.” He has taken the whole of 
the “Rip Van Winkle Restaurant,” and 
bidden for Thuisday next a select number 
of guests, all of whom are to appear in 
white costumes. Thus (so I am given to 
understand), Mrs. Cyrus Padder, the most 
fashionable lady corsetiere, who owns six 
blocks of houses, is to represent a white 
peacock, her husband, a genial member of 
our leading clubs, a white owl, Mr. and 
Mrs. Washington Brown- Jones-Smith- 
Robinson a pair of turtle-doves. Count 
Chinko the silver dollar, and Mrs. Mao- 
Lazarus a swan. 


THE SCORCHER. 

He travels along at the top of his speed, 
You might think that his life was at 
stake ; 

To beauties of nature he never pays heed, 
For the record he’s trying to break. 

He stiffens his muscles and arches his back 
As if he were still on the cinder-path track. 

He races regardless of life and of limb. 
Caring naught for the folk in his way \ 
For chickens and children are nothing to 
him. 

And his mad career nothing can stay ; 

So wildly he wheels as if urged by a goad ; 
By coachmen he’s christened “the curse 
of the road.” 

He ’ll pass on the left and he ’ll ride on the 
right, 

For the rules of the road caring naught ; 
His lamp he will not take the trouble to 

Till a pretty smart lesson he ’s taught. 
But lecture and fine him as much as you 
will, 

The trail of the scorcher is over him still. 

Advice ( founded on Report of Committee of 
Inquiry into Communication between Railway 
Passenger and Guard). — ^A tip in time saves 
you from considerable inconvenience. 

Seasonable Vegetable and Early 
Marriages. — Spring Onions and Spring 
Dnions. 




April 30 , 1898 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


197 


OUE BOOKING-OmCE. 

Vanity Fair for six^s'hilli-ngg 1 A Yolxime clearly printed, gilt- 
edged, handsomely gowned, illustrated by some of Thacthcray’s 
sketches, and bjr a portrait of the author with softer lineaments 
than my Baromte has seen elsewhere. Not least precious is what 
is modestly called an “Introduction” by his daughter, Mistress 
Antne Eitchie. Our fathers, regarding from Elysian heights 
this latest enterprise of Smith, Elder, remembering how Siey 
paid a shilling for the monthly numbers of a work that took 
nearly two years to bring forth, will sadly feel they lived too 
soon. We of the Pumh table, which stiU shows the W. M. T. 
carved long ago by touch of a vanished hand, like to think that 
the immortal yellow-backed Numbers first saw the light undei 
the auspices of our Bradbury ae^d Evahs, to this day of Bouverie 
Street. Vanity Fair is the precursor of a new and revised edition 
of vvorks whose charm is enduring and perennial. It will embody 
additional material and hitherto unpublished letters, sketches, 
and drawings, garnered from the original manuscripts and note- 
books.^ The complete edition, extending to thirteen volumes, will 
comprise in itself a priceless library. 

Mr. Eatne promises tc do for Wales what, in these 

later times, following Walter Scott at long interval, Mr. Barrttc 
and Iah I^claren have done for Scotland. His Welsh Singer, 
recently published, and already in the third edition, revealed the 
birth of a novelist who had broken fresh ground. Torn Sails 
^Hutchenson) win maintain and extend his reputation. It is an 
idyUic story of life in a Welsh village, where all the men are 
brave and most of the women beautiful. It is the old, old story, 
simply a,nd charmingly told, of Woman’s faithfulness and Man’s 
unfaltering love. The Mishteer, his right-hand man hor Parry, 
his late love^ Gwladys, sixid., above all, his early love Mari Vone, 
are drawn with pathetic force. It is not a cheerful tale. Eather 
one of 

Tom sails and broken mast. 

But 

The boat is safe home at last. 

In A Beputation for a Song (Arnold), Maud Oxenden has 
given us an admirable “ comedy of errors” in every sense of the 
term. The plot has just that delicate touch of true pathos in its 
strongest situations without which no comedy can be perfect. A 
more interesting story it has seldom of late been my good fortune 
to come across, excellently well told without needless comment 
or superfluous description. So absorbed in the fate of the prin- 
cipal characters will every reader, taking the Baron’s advice, be- 
come, that, each one, as he lays down the book for good and all, 
will be inclined, in spite of his gratitude to the authoress, to 
owe her a grudge for not having provided an epilogue simply 
announcing, as 2 from a newspaper, the death of that provoking 
Dora Gopperfield of a woman called Stella, and this, after an 
interval of asterisks, should be followed by a broken chapter, 
narrating how, some years after the above-mentioned sad event, 
the most loveable maestri, having retired from business and 
living abroad, had unexpectedly encountered Ouy Jervis and his 
wife “ Gwen,^^ honeymooning on the continent. However, it has 
the true art of Sam Weller^ s valentine, and, ending abruptly, we 
“wish there wos more.” The Baron de B.-W. 


Small and Select. — ^The Dwarf Company which, under com- 
mand of Mrs. Q-eneral Tom Thumb, and directed by Trumpeter 
Eiralfy, is coming to the Olympian Palace, vacated by the 
Q-iants of the “Greatest Show on Airth.” These dwarf s are to 
play burlesques, a class of entertainment considered by very 
superior persons as the lowest form of drama, and, therefore, just 
suited to these very small people, who cannot belittle themselves 
by their performance. The dwarfs’ low comedian, being only 
three feet high, must be quite the lowest comedian ever seen. 
They have o:dy to be “little and good” to be sure of success; 
and that it is essential for them to make “ pretty tail” sums is 
evident from the fact that, individually and collectively, they are 
aE at the present moment “ uncommonly short.” 


Conundrum for Sir H-nry Th-mps-n. 

When does a traveller become a strict vegetarian ? 
When he dines m route. 



“I SAT, Waiter, this Salmon Cutlet isn't halt so good as 

THE one I HAD HERE LAST WEEK.” 

“ Can't see why. Sir. It 's opf the same Pish ! ” 


A WOED TO THE WISE. 

JuDGHNa by the experience of our own “Travelling EeUow” 
and of his fellow-travellers, we should say that the M^tropole 
Hotel, at Eolkestone, is very hard to beat, as being one of the most 
spacious, most luxurious, and best conducted, on fairly reason- 
able terms, that the aforesaid travellers have patronised for some 
considerable time. It is dangerous to praise. A hotel, woman- 
like, is *^varium et mutabile semper, depending so entirely on 
those who are “ here to-day and gone to-morrow,” and not back 
again at aU if dissatisfied. Therefore, let this hostelry, now in 
its youth, keep up to the mark and be careful not to ahow the 
menu of to-day to be inferior to that of yesterday, but ever to 
give promise of even still better things to-morrow, and to see that 
me promise is fulfilled. Our Travelling EeUow, being inspired to 
ask a puzzler, wishes to know why the M4tropole is like one of 
three Spanish matadors who have been tossed by a bull in the 
arena ? The answer, he says, is because the hotel is “ one of the 
Gored ’uns ! ” (Meaning, as we infer, “ one of the Gordons.”) 

[Our T. E. has left the Cuwntry. 

A Great Loss, — ^Distinctly so to the ^hambra, where for so 
many years Mons. d. G. Jacobi has led his musical army to vic- 
tory. The “ Mons,” it may be, is about to retire into private life, 
attended only by his faithful body-servant, a touching picture of 
a “Mons” and a “valet.” The talented conductor’s “beano” 
or benefit is to take place at the Alhambra, we believe, on May 12. 
After that the glory of the baUet music will have departed for, it is 
said, America. Couldn’t M. Jacobi include Spain, and so bring 
harmony to both countries ? 

There is “ War in the Atr ! ” — ^And so there may be, if 
armed balloons are ever sent up by two belligerent forces. 



1 


I 







Ghwi^T^z %Toila le Ma1tee-autel,^M’sieu’ et 'Dame.” 

BrU'i&li Mairm, “Oh, to be sure, yes. You remember, George, we had French Beans 1 la Maitre Autel for Dinner 
yesterday ! ” ' 


THE WASEIOE^S LAMENT. 

'[“ The •Prince of Monaco, who is an officer. in 
the Spanish navy, has addressed a letter to the 
Q,ueen Begent, expressing in warm terms his 
regret that his private duties prevent him from 
discharging his naval duties.’^ — J)aily Faper,'] 

Oh, a sailorifi life is the life for me, 

Laaied by the bounding, sounding sea, 
With the blue above and the bilge below,’ 
And a general sense of Yo-heave-ho ! 

But how can I ride on the wrathful deep 
With private engagements here to keep!? ’ 
I would love to lather the open main 
Under the yellow and red ,ot Spain ; 

T 9 wield command — and a inild Manilla — 
Bight in the van of the old flotilla ; 

But something tells me I ’m not to roam, 
For piety best begins at home, 

I sniff the tootle of war’s alarms. 

Where the young CJanaries are up in armi^ ; 
And I feel the edge of my keen Toledo, 
Sharp as the snout of a trim torpedo ; 
But Princes are sjiackled by rights divine, 
And one of them is — ^to draw the line.. 
Think what a Monte-Caiioist feels 
When Aragon calls and the two Oastiles I 
For the ban is out and the arriere-ban, 
And Spain must fight to her last true man ; 
But pr^ieal duties nave to be done, 

So Spain must fight to her last-but-one. 


My heart is away with my own brave tars, 
Possibly handling ropes and spars ; 

And it would, if it could, he beating warm 
Beneath its nautical uniform; 

But personal claims .i^e apt tp. clog 
The passionate pulse of this old sea-dog. 

Here am I fettered, foot and hand, , 

To the numerous needs of my native land ; 
For under my rigid, sovereign rod 
I rule an army of six-^ore odd ; 

And I flatter myself it would be the deuce 
If I were away and the lot broke loose. 

Here from my singular sea-girt rock, 

Tn a manner of speaking, I feed my flock ; 
I guard their ways from the enemy’s wiles 
Over a surface of dgnt square miles ! 
What, if I went,; would he their fate, 
Fleeced by the stranger within my gate ? 

Hungry he comes from East and West, 
Wploomed at large (as a paying guest), 
Though his soul is full of the fell intent 
Of breaking the source of my hard-earned 
rent, 

Where .the flower of Monaco grind my mill, 
Tpilihg and spinning the fretful pill. 

So it ’s oh 1 (once more) for the spanking 
main 

Under the yellow and red of Spain I 
t My heart goes out to her flag afar, 

But I keep my head for the rouge-et-noir ; 


For Duty first is the rule and plan 
Of a Prince who is also a Family Man. 

Below my prison that fronts the bay 
I notice the glad sea-gulls at play ! 

One passes westward! Upon my word, 

I would I might follow that beaming bird ’ 
This self-denial ’s a sickly bore ; 

Still, Duty first j as I said before. 

APPRECIATIONS. 

Blame not the critic, public, pray, 

When unrestricted panegyrics 

He heaps on worthless book or play, 
And eulogises vapid lyrics; 

When in each goose a swan he finds. 
With abject flattery when he grovels 

Before those common garden minds 
That dash off piles of dreary novels. 

N(x — ^but if he eschews with care 
The slightest soupQon of detraction. 

His only object is to spare 
His editor a libel action. 

, Plantation Song {addressed hy Miss 
Columbia to Mr. John Bull ). — “I want 
you, my honey, yes, I do 1 ” 

Obvious Note on the Budget.— The 
end of the Surplus. Smoke I 
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[“ A Prench scientist is said to have invented a method of admimstenng pills to plants, Jso as to keep them in health.” Svemng Paper.] 
A POSSIBIIITT OF THE NEAE FUTTTEE. ThE PlANT OuT-PATIBNT DePAETMBNT AT THE HOSPITAL. 


AN INTERVIEW OF THE NEAR FUTURE. 

{A CoTiMnv/n/ication hourly expected after 
receoU developments.) 

I ENTERED tlie study. It was in the 
customary condition of confusion, showing 
that the occupant had the most elemen- 
tary ideas anent order. 

“What do you want?’’ was the first 
question put to me. 

“To make a few inquiries,” was my 
prompt reply. 

“I can attend to nothing; I am too 
busy.” 

“It would not appear so,” I returned 
with a smile. “You ^em to have ample 
leisure. And that reminds me that I want 
five pounds.” 

“If you expect me to provide it, you 
will have to wait a considerable time before 
receiving the desired sum.” 

“Indeed ! Why can you not let me have 
it?” . 

“ Because I cannot afford it. Times are 
hard just now.” 

This gave me the onening I desired, and 
I took advantage of the opportunity to 
press it. 

“What do you mean bv hard? That 
the rates are unpaid and thie treiLt in 

arrears ? ” . i ^ i 

“Well, certainly, I have received a final 
application for the first, and a second 
notice for the last.” 

“How about the household books,? 

“ They are, so I am siven to understand, 
very much in arrears.” 

“ Dear me ! Then you are scarcely sol- 
vent ? ” 

“Well, that is putting it rather too 
strongly,” said my interviewee, ‘‘ I believe 
I can pay my way if I am given time.” 

“However,” I returned, with a smile, ‘I 
suppose you would prefer to keep the pre- 
sent condition of your affairs a secret from 
the world at large ? ” 

“No doubt ; no doubt.” 

“ Then if you are so good as to hand me 
five pounds, we will forget all about it.” 

“ I have already explamed that I cannot 
reaP^ afford the expenditure.” 

“ Then it will be my painful duty to pub- 
lish a report of our interview — as a warn- 
ing to your creditors.” 

“You will do no such thing.” 

But my father was wrong. I have I 


THANKS TO THE BTJDQ-ET. 
Scene — Samtv/m q/’Employer. Bnter Employee. 

JEmpl^yee, I think, Sir, you are quite 
satisfied with my conduct ? 

Empdoyer* Unquestionably. During the 
long time you have been in my service you 
have merited my most perfect confidence. 

Employee. Then, Sir, I would ask you to 
confer upon me a great favour. You know 
my salary ? 

Employ&r. One well earned. EoraHyou 
do, it is poor wages. You manage all my 
correspondence. You invest all my savings, 
and you are the life and soul of every en- 
terprise I undertake. It would be impos- 
sible to recompense you to the extent of 
the obligation under which you have placed 
me. Most certainly, your salary is well 
earned. It amounts to seven hundred and 


fifty guineas a year. , , , , 

Employee. I beg you, Sm, to change that 
sum from guineas to pounds. 

Employer. A strange request ! Why, that 
would reduce your salary to £699 — ^with a 
few odd shilUngs ! 

Employee. True, Sir ; but had I less than 
£700 a year I could claim to be assessed at 
£70 a year less than my full revenue by 
the authorities on the income tax. 

Emplotf&r. But surely that would be of 
no benefit to you? Mind, the income tax 
is to-day only at 8d[. , , , 

Employee. I know, Sir; but things have 



Uhomme "qu salt attendre.” 


to go but slightly wrong and the impost 
will rush up to 5a. and over. Say that the 
OhAjNOELLOR of the Excheottbr has made 
a slight miscalculation in the number of 
moribund millionaires, say -that there is an 
alteration in the taste for cocoa — ^with the 
smallest encouragement the income tax 
would rise by leaps and bounds. So, good 
Sir, change, I pray you, my salary from 
guineas to pounds. 

Employer. As you will I 
Employee. A thousand thanks! And now 
I am insured for the future. 

\_Scene closes in upon cb calculation. 

“ POST EftUITEM SEDET ATRA DURA.” 

I FEEL like hanging up within the walls 
Of chaste Diana’s temple an old master 
As a thanksgiving — ^for my age recalls 
An ode of Horace, taught me by a 
pastor, 

Wherein a mariner did offer up 

Such votive offering for his salvation. 
Now I am one, who “walked” a wretched 
pup 

Out of a pack, and found it my dam- 
nation. 

Eor, one© invested with the fair renown 
Of being a sportsman and a man of 
money, 

I foxmd the title I could not lay down, 
And was obliged, although my seat is 
funny, 

And ha-Tidfl are vile, and I do hate a horse 
(Which is, as Pinchbold said, a fearful 
creature), 

To hunt a season, and to* fall of course 
Bight often, spoiling many a lovely 
feature, , _ 

And much disconafited upon the ground. 
And so I thank the Fates for their for- 
bearance 

That I alive, with limbs intact, am found, 
And pretty much my usual appearance. 
With grateful heart I bid farewell to this, 
My first and last experience of hunting. 
In spite of doctors, I believe a kiss 
Is safer, or the shock of railway shunting. 
The breeched and booted a recruit have 

9 ... A. £ 

I ’m going South— we ’re steaming out of 
Dover. , . . 

My stud is sold for half the price tt cost— 
Thank Heaven that the hunting season s 
overl 
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FLITTTNGS. ' 

Bloemfontein y March 28, 1898. 

Dear Mb. Punch, — caimot go to bed 
witboTit telling you that Kimberley is a 
great, consolidated Fact. Everything there 
is “ consolidated.” For instance, opposite' 
our hotel (we were staying there last week) 
was a Consolidated Hair-dressing and Shav- 
ing Saloon. The whole place is De Beers, 
but as for the original Db Beers himself, 
the eponymous hero of the city of dia^* 
monds, no two people whom I asked told 
me ^e same story as to what has become 
of him, and nobody seems to care. 

If you could spare me a dozen columns 
of your valuable space, I would attempt 
a description of a diamond mine. It 
can’t be properly done in less. But to 
give a few concentrated impressions might 
be possible. There are the ‘‘floors,” where 
the premous ‘‘blue” soil (it is .a slaty- 
green) is laid out for six months and 
harrowed ; there are vast mud-shoots 
where you could toboggan for a hundred 
yards down a slanting sea of mud; there 
is the Pulsator, which pulsates, and kicks 
up a deafe^g din, preventing you hearing 
yourself think, but picking out the precious 
stones in various ingenious and unerring 
manners ; the crushu^-lrooms, where an 
engine of about a million cab-horse power 
m at work,; the various “compounds,” 
wired over like a^chicken-run, where thou- 
sands of niggers are fenced in for months 
at a timOy but they don’t seem to mind it ; 
the little cars which run about by them- 
selves, resembling insects ; the vice-chair- 
man of the company, who lent us his “ cape- 
oa: 5 t ” for the day, and tantalised us with 
a mght of a long tableful— hot a table- 
spoonful — of diamonds, just half a week’s 
c^itdi. In fact, a very great deal of trouble 
seeing to be taken, and I don’t know how 


many Kaffirs employed, and the whole 
place turned upside down, all to produce 
a few glittering specks of consolidated car- 
bon. However, I suppose ladies will go 
about wearing them, so it is no use my 
protesting. 

Db Beers do everything in grand style — 
they have even got a model village, Kenil- 
worth, for pattern people to live in. One 
only wishes they would run a railway across 
to Bloemfontein, ninety miles as the crow 
flies — only it doesn’t fly in these parts — 
instead of taking us a iiy’s journey round 
three sides of a very elongated oblong. 



Shakspeare on White “Unmentionables.” 
{Formerly token into wear by the British Army 
on the First of May.) 

“ Ah, sweet Ducks ! 

Tfoilus md CresHdOy Act lY., Be. 4. 


Time is not money here. An answer 
given in a physical geography class at one 
of the Eimberley schools is d propos. 
When asked what was the difference in 
time between London and Kimberley, the 
pupil replied that Kimberley time was 
slower. “ W aag een hitje, baas ” (wait a 
bit, Sir), is motto in South Africa, 
where they understand the virtue of hast- 
ening slowly. 

Yours perforce festiuing lently, 

Z.Y. X. 

More News oe a Fashionable Pla- 
net. — “Afdra” has been announced, and 
should have arrived ere this appears, for 
ilfars has already been heralded by “ Pars ” 
in various newspapers. The name of its 
authoress (for of course it should be an 
authoress who writes about Mars) is Mrs. 
Darlino Barker. It excites sympath^r, 
for, which of us, having suffered bronebi- 
ally and^ “ barked ” till we nearly had a fit, 
can avoid a feeling of tender pity for a 
darling barker? We wish every success 
to Mars. 

A Dubious Compliment. 

JDr. Euclid FiUgammon {to Mrs. Flib- 
BiTY, just returned from Scotland). Have 
you seen my new publication, Mrs. 
Flibbitt, The Social Error, you know ? 

Mrs. FUhhity (disposed to he kind). I 
should just think I had. Why, 1 couldn’t 
help noticing the piles of it thejre were on 
every station book-stall which we passed 1 


Motto por British S. A. Company.-;- 
“ There are not more Ehodes than one in 
the ‘ direction ’ of South Africa.” 
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MISUNDERSTOOD! 


Mrs, Vdnde Leur. “By the way, Mr. Fairfax, if any of my Son’s old Boots would be of use to you- 
Mr, F(i%Tf(ix “Really, Madam I The Clergy are under^md, but we can- 

to take his leave. 


But Mrs, Van de Leur was mly thinkmg of the Bagged School, 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extract i£D from the Bxar\ of Toky, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, April 18. 
—Black Monday at Westminster. Boys 
back at school wistfully wondering whether 
rovidential incursion of influenza, or 
enieficent epidemic of measles, may not 
presently impose another holiday. Mean- 
while get into Committee of Supply on 
Civil Service Estimates. Attendance 
sparse ; but Caldwell all over the shop. 
Determined to make up for enforced silence 
of past ten days. Began on first vote on 
account of public offices. Why should 
Scotland pay for Londbn Custom House, 
St. Martin’ s-le-Grand, and th^ like ? Later 
on, vote for Royal Palaces called up. 
First Commissioner forthwith summoned 
to lay low the wall that frowns on the 
public fifom ihe frontage of Buckingham 
Palace gardens; to fling wide the doors 
of the mansion, and let Caldwell, repre- 
senting British public, roam at large Where 
Kings and Queens have strayed. Up again 
when vote submitted for sustentation of 
Royal Parks and pleasure grounds. 

^*Why should these be charged on the 
estimates? ” he sternly asked. “Let them 
be maintained by the local bodies.” 

One comfort about Caldwell, regarded 
as Parliamentary orator, is that he cherishes 
no trivial prejudice about such matters as 
an audience, or of notice being taken by 
subsequent speakers of his remarks. To- 
ni^t his maximum audience was seventeen. 


For all reply, the Minister in charge of 
votes bestowed upon him a patient smUe. 
This neglect would kill sonie people. The 
man whom' Mid-Lanarkshire delights to 
honour ,is absolutely indifferent. The 
hdmely hen, as Sark says, makes nothing 
out of the egg she lays. She does not eat 
it boiled or Fried. Yet such sordid con- 
sideration does not prevent her from loudly 
clacldng in generous delight at her unsel- 
fish ‘ achievement. So Caldwell cackles. 
Though in justice to the hen it must be 
admitted that the feathered biped has the 
advantage of reflecting that, as a prelimi- 
nary, it has added something substantial 
to the welfare of mankind. 

Business done.— Rattled through Supply. 
All votes on paper passed by * half-past 
eight. Elystan days for jthe Treasury. 

Tuesday. — Spent pleasant instructive 
afternoon with the doctors. > Only draw- 
back to perfect enjoyment was the attitude 
and aspect of Chaplin 'on Treasury Bench. 
He, good man, had come down to pass 
Vaccination Bill through second reading. 
As our dear Grandolph “forgot Goschbn,” 
he forgot Walter Foster, and eke Sir 
Priestley. A moment’s reflection might 
have convinced him that those learned pun- 
dits were not likely to scamp rare oppor- 
tunity of delivering lecture on so interesting 
and attractive a subject as Vaccination. 

For his turn Walter Foster had j^dvan- 
tage of a table. In the absence of a sick 
bed a table indispensable to clinical lecture. 
Pretty to see how the Emeritus Professor 
of Medicine in Queen’s College from time 


to time critically eyed the mace stretched 
on the table, where in other circumstances 
“ the corp ” would have been conveniently 
disposed. But if the learned author of 
“ Valvular Diseases of the Heart ” had the 
table at his disposal, the former Professor of 
Obstetrics in Eaiig’s College had ‘‘ the corp, 
as it were, un^r his tJiumb. When he 
rose from the Bench immediately behind 
Ministers, put on his spectacles, and pro- 
duced what looked ' uncoanmonly ilike a 
washing book containing his notes, Mem- 
bers on either side discreetly moved away, 
leaving him a clear space. Who could say 
that, reaching some abstruse portion of his 
argument, he might not turn to .the man 
nearest to him, direct him to take dff his 
coat, and proceed to use his bust for a'series 
of illustrations ? The hapless President- of 
the Local Government Board sat imme- 
diately below the learned Priestley, in 
sole possession of the, Treasury Bench. The 
Professor had merely to lean over, take up 
the limp arm, and baring it to the shoulder 
in full view of the crowded class, show the 
difference between the operation of vacci- 
nation when lymph is gleaned from the 
three acres, and when it is drawn direct 
from the cow. . , 

Chaplin, not unconscious of the nsk he 
ran, was too dispirited to observe the pre- 
caution followed by Members who shared 
the back bench with the lecturer. As the 
quarters of an hour sped, each more 
mauvo&s than the other, his chin sankdower 
on bis breast; his face grew more sallow 
in hue ; feebler flashed the gleam behind his 
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County Council Inspector, and have it ana- 
lysed. h'rom your true joke tuere unac- 
countably exuaes a certain subtle aroma, 
winch, mingling with the atmosphere, titil- 
lates tne nustiiis and creates cacnmation. 
Of this mysterious aroma the House was 
lull throughout Chancellor oe JUxche- 
queb’s speech. If 8t. Michael had only 
concluded by sitting down on his hat, he 
►vouid have completed a triumph whicn, 
as it stands, will be ever memorable to 
those privileged to assist at it. 

Business done * — A merry night with the 
Budget. 

Friday * — Maiden speech of Stepney’s 
new Member still talxed of. Like otner 
wise men, Mr. Steadman comes from the 
hjast. 

The “lydies” in the gallery charmed 
with his rich vernacular. 

“ Only it would have been so much 
better,” one said, ‘"it he had come down 
in the picturesque garb of Btepney — vel- 
veteen suit, broad braid, pearl butt(jp.s and 
red kerchief, that dimly recall ancient 
Spain.” 

is reserving that for occasion when he 
moves or seconds Address in reply to 
Speech from Throne. Meanwhile, the 
balmy accent of the East is tor daily use j 
a musical addition to commonplace chorus 
of debate. 

Business done . — Committee of Supply, 
but no votes. 


Dr. Chaplin in Stepney. 


DARBY JONES ON THE GUINEAS. 


eye-glass. Sitting must needs close at ten 
minutes to seven. If Bill not read second 
time to-day, its chances of passing this 
Session grievously imperilled. The lecture 
evidently only half delivered ; pages of the 
washing book still filled with profound 
analysis, sound diagnosis, advice not else- 
where dispensed imder two guineas a visit. 
When it was over, there was no time for 
debating the Bill, and debate stood ad- 
journed. 

Business done* — ^None. 

Thursday . — ^Next to the blood of the 
martyrs, nothing more precious than the 
pleasantry of the Chancellor of the Ex- 
OHEiUER. Compared with his position as 
a humourist the judge on the bench, or 
the police-court magistrate, is not in it. 
In the latter case it is understood that 
much is expected from the Usher. A can- 
didate with a broad smile and a lusty laugh 
is said, in the neighbourhood of Bow 
Street, to have overwhelming chances for 
promotion to a vacancy. With us the 
nearest approach to the Usher is the Mes- 
senger, But if to-night, when St. Michael 
was convulsing the Court — I mean the 
House — ^with laughter, any of the estima- 
ble officials stationed either at the bar or 
behind the Speaker’s chair, had presumed 
to lead off the laughter, he would have 
received a month’s notice. 

There was, in truth, no' need of friendly 
or professional assistance to make St. 
Michael’s jokes go off; “I tried a little 
sepnon on economy two years ago,” he 
said; and Lord! how we laughed. “It 
had no more effect on the rest of the 
House (laughter) — especially on my own 
colleagues (roars of laughter) — ^than if it 
had been delivered in Church.” (Shrieks 
of laughter, amid which a stout Member 
above the gangway, conscious of a ten- 
dency to apoplexy, discreetly withdrew.) 

' But St. Michael’s supreme success as a 


rival of Sydney Smith was when he slyly 
observed that he is “ an abstainer both 
from tea and tobacco.” We laughed so 
that, really, he could not continue for a 
moment or two. When in the cool of the 
evening we come to analyse this particular 
joke, the ingredients seem scanty. But 
a joke isn’t a quart of milk, or a pound of 
toter, that you may send round to the 



Honoured Sir, — ^In these days, when 
Ten Thousand Bounds Stakes are growing 
as rapidly as Mushrooms in a Norfolk or 
Suffolk pasture, it seems almost invidious 
to allude to that Classic Contest known as 
the Two Thousand Guineas; but thank 
goodness! there are still Patrons of the 
i'urt, to say nothing of the G. G. P. (or 
Great General Public), who cling to old 
Favourites with the Tenacity of the pro- 
verbial Ivy for the Immortal Oak, and pre- 
fer to win fewer Pieces with more Honour. 
By them, the race for the Guineas is always 
looked upon as the Stepping-stone to tJie 
Derby, as is the latter yet another help 
onwards towards the Doncaster Leger. 
But speaking from a Comparative point of 
view, how rarely has the Triple Crown of 
the Turf been bestowed on the Heroes of 
the Flat ! There have been Giants over tfie 
three Courses, and also a great many 
Dwarfs. As my respected grandsire used 
to observe when comparing our Ancient 
Aristocracy with the “ Newvo wretches ” 
(so he termed them), “There be Dukes 
and Flukes turn an’ turn about.” How- 
ever, knowing that you generally prefer 
eggs to cackle, I venture to lay the follow- 
ing, always mindful that a certain Ronald 
at Epsom certainly ruffled my Bays. Here 
goes : — 

We Fine may be upset 
When he ’s going strong and free, 

The Finch Ms match have met 
When the Jay is foremost “ gee.” 

No Voiey Saint for those, 

Who the Grieket Weapon see, 

Who will tread on Afghan toes, 

But Lord Beaconsfield for me ! 

Such, honoured Sir, is the result of the 
midnight oil and whiskey consumed in your 
Noble Interest, and in that of my Es- 
teemed Patrons in general from Wei-hai- 
wei to Moreton-in-th e-Marsh, by 

Your humble and devoted lamp-lighter. 
Darby Jones. 
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THE PICK OP THE PICTUEES. 

Walk up ! Walk up ! Befer to Mr. Punch's Notes belon 
opening your catalogue. Now — 

No. 23. ’Tis by Hubert Herkomer, E.A., therefore i1 
must be a first-rate work. Qa va sans dire . But who is it ? L 
he a Bishop ? a Chancellor ? or a Queen’s Counsel ? Lace al 
about him. Some more lace, perhaps a cap, on table at his 
elbow. He (whoever it maybe) is saying to himself, “Shall 3 
put it on ? ” The reply must be, “ If the lace cap fits, wear it.’’ 
Catalogue says ’tis “Jfr. Littler , “Littler” is a 

ptrsona grata:^ By the way, while on the subiect, iusfc droi 
into Gallery No. 3, and look at 

No. 189. Herkomer, E.A. Admirable! “A Tight 

FiV^ Here is more lace, and of a very superior quality to thal 
worn by the gentleman who hangs out at No. 23. Judging by 
the expression of the unfortunate individual’s countenance, he is 
sadly regretting his happy home, his easy smoking- jacket, and 
comfortable slippers. 

The Turned HeadT By Millet. An uncommonly 
stin-necked Puritan, who has got his head so awry that nothing 
but a surgical operation will ever restore it to its normal position. 

No. 138. Here, Mr. EDwm Abbey, A., with great wealth 
of colour, shows how an obstinate young lady in yellow and green 
refuses to learn a new step which an affected dancing-mistress is 
smilingly insisting on teaching her. As the recalcitrant damsel 
IS mclined to turn nasty and say rude things, she is being coaxed 
a- gentleman with a glorified pincushion on his head. A 
ho'^d, quite ashamed of the- proceedings, is going away in the 
wake of an exhausted pupil, who, having finished her lesson, is 
bemg led out, staggering. It wiU probably be as popular as is 
the artist himself, for, say his admirers to him, “ What ’s the odds 
as long as you re Abbey ? ” 

No. 152; By Stanhope A. Forbes, A. Little child who has 
been playing, dunng service time, in the churchyard, is pursued 
by the serion, and oa^ht by her grandmother, who is coming 
out with her prayer-book. Little girl evidently has no tara- 
^cLdle ready. Pathetic picture. Notice the remarkable roof of 
the chur^, apparently formed out of one soHd piece of slate ! ' 

Mother, &at s Three cheers for the “Bits of rare Old 
Chelsea, here ooUeeted and exhibited by Hubert Herkomer, 
„ Gl-od ^ve the Queen ! ” shout the soldiers of the “ Old 
*^® ®°tour of their coats, of their 
mn Jl' A® ‘trape^, signifies their “reddiness” once 

^ Country ! “ Eonge gagne ! ” 

P T A welwme the work of the President, Sir 
E. J. PoYNTER,, P.E A. A Dancing Girl in a Marble Hall. The 


catalogued number of tbe work is its best description, No. 222. 
Yes I as the slang of tbe -^Esthetes used to have it, is quite 
Too two two 1 1 ” 

No. 233. Portrait of a Gentleman, who explains his sad case 
thus : — “ My wife says, that even on a hot summer day I must 
not stand to an artist to have my portrait painted unless I wear 
my thick fur-trimmed overcoat.” H. T. Wells, E.A. “ Done in 
Oil WellsT 

No. 243. “ Dangerous Practical tfcikeP Gentleman fast asleep, 
with head and arms on table, decanter emptied. Disgraceful, of 
o‘)urge ; but the lady, pardonably annoyed, is not justified in her 
attempt to draw his chair away suddenly, and bring him to the 
ground. One glance at the colouring will show that it comes 
from the hand of the master, W. Q. Orchardson, E.A. 

No. 228. Charming portrait. Butwhytbi 3 dissatisfied expres- 
sion when being painted by Orchardson ? “Oh, smile as thou 
wert wont to smile 1 ” 

No. 258. Who is it ? At first glance, without reference to 
guide, it will be probably taken for a very indifferent present- 
ment of H.E.H. Prince of Wales figuring, it may be, in some 
official costume proper to his dignity as Duke of Cornwall, 
allowance being made for the colour of the robe detracting from 
the facial resemblance, just as “ circumstances alter oases ” ; but 
ff it isn’t, who is it ? [For solution of puzzle, refer to guide, 
No. 258 ; ask for No. 258, and see that you get it, as on Press- 
view Day it was labelled No. 237, which is Mr. Bramley’s portrait 
j of “A Sadler ” (not a bit leathery, but he is very much “up in 
the stirrups”), while No. 258 is Lord Medleton, by Walter 
TJrwick, who has not employed much “middle tone” in this 
picture,] 

No. 3u5, ^^^Pojppy^ LandP Lady, after picnic lunch and 
plenty of “ Pop,” eomehow wanders away, and gets holds of a 
scythe. She has her eyes shut to her danger, and a Pickwickian 
smile illuminates her CDuntenance. She “ cuts a pretty figure ” — 
8S she will do, pretty severely too, if that scythe isn’t taken away 
from her. H. A. Olivier. 

T Eepresents a trial at Quarter Sessions in the old 

Justice-room of the very ancient Town Hall of Sandwich. No 
veriest Goth, could possibly have wanted this 
splendid old oak-panelling painted and varnished I One would 
as soon have it white-washed all over. But H. Weigall has done 
it, “to order ” presumably, and immortalised himself by his life- 
representation of the gas-chandelier overhead. 

No. 343. Portrait of John Aird, Fsq.^ by Luke Fildes, E.A. 
^ magnificent a beard ought to have been treated by Hubert 
Hadr-oomber, E.A, ’Tis a masterly portrait. The only fault is 
that mstead of being fuU length it is Kit-Cat. Now, all 
who know the genial and hearty John Aird, M.P., must feel 
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that, on this occasion, they cant see enough of him. But, “bearded 
like the Pard,’’ *tis admirable, so far as it ^oes. 

No. 346. Charming: ^tVb portrait, by Or. H. Bottghton, E.A. 
But oughtn’t the drill instnictor to have beea called in to give 
the word of command, “Eyes right ” ? 

No. 403. Oh ! How the ladies will all like this ! ! “Here’s a 
pretty baby bov ! ” ‘‘ Such a sweet little pink of perfection-faced 
cherub ! ” “ 0, the Ticksy Wicksy Wee ! Booty ’itty sing ! He 

shall have a^ nice gold chain and a medal to play with, he shall, 
the blessed little dear ! ” And who is the clever artist wllos^ child 
this picture is ? Why, Solomon" J. Solomon, A And who is 
the stnili-ng cherub . . . .Why it’s .... Heaveus! .... “Sir 
George Faudel Fhillijgs^ Bart.^ G.OJ.EF “ May he live long and 
brosber!” 

No. 414. Portrait of Anderson Critchett. Esq., M.A. and 
F.B.G.S., by Fbedk. Good all, E.A. Capital likeness of 
“ Handy Andy,” the Oculist, who deserves to be treated by a 
Master of ’Eye Art. Hope the portrait’s health will improve 
during the season, but, it looks very delicate. 

No. 445. By I^tee Geauam, E.A. {‘ ' Eear Admiral ”). This 
ancient mariner is never more at home than when he ’s at sea ! 
Yeo ho. my lads, tack a bit, and steer round to 

No. 448. By John Beett, A., another sea-piece. Here are 
two “ variations in C”; No. 445 is C major, and No. 448 C. minor. 

No. 458 . Picture by Maey Geoves. Three children about to 
sing to an organ accompaniment. We should have called it “A 
Threatening BqualV^ Tell that to the marine-painters. 

No. 603. Marvellous painting is this “portrait of a shentle- 
man,” by John S. Saegent, E.A. This “ Sargent ” of theE.A,, 
wh> has done so much to raise himself from the ranks, most 
assuredly desarves a “commission”; and that he has plenty of 
such “ commissions ” as he desires and deserves, is evidenced by 
what he exhibits in this year’s show. Look at this No. 603. hfc. 
Mashee Weetheimer and his poodle; the master with his tongue 
in his cheek, the faithful quadruped with his tongue out. “ Sly 
dogs both.” The master has evidently just concluded a first-rate 
bargain, and the “ little dog laughs to see such fun ! ” Mashee 
Aetheimer himself is a veritable oljet d^ art. 

No. 609. How superlatively disdainful of No. 603 appears “ The 
Chairman of the F. & 0. Steam Navigation Company,’’ as, with 
tip-tilted nose, he tries to walk out of his frame in order to inform 
the admiring spectators that, though he and No. 603 own the same 
art-parent in CoIout-Saegent, E.A., yet that he, Sir Thomas, 
has no connection with the gentleman at No. 603, although, here, 
they are in the same line. Bravissimo ! 

No. 628. Mr. Geo. S. Watson shows us a reve'«*end gentleman 
who has fallen fast asleep in his chair while preparing his sermon, 
thus probably anticipating the effect of his own preaching on to- 
morrow’s congregation. In the next room, only separated from 
him by a strip of canvas, is 

No. 623. M. Gael Beeitenstbin, struggling with a violin- 
cello, and evidently saying to himself. “I’m an * aggrieved 
parishioner ! ’ I’ll wake him un ! ” T, Blake Weigman. 

No. 626. Advice. If you find the place becoming too warm and 
“ stuSy,” just go and spend a quiet five minutes in front of this 
picture by Mr. Joseph Paequhaeson, He calls it “ The Weary 
Waste of Snows f but there’s no waste here. Happy the purchaser 
who can buy these “ nives ” for anvthlng like “AVcc.” 

No. 959. And here’s another, by Thomas Somerscales.^ Not 
snow, but sea. There’s a warning breeze, and the sky is be- 
coming overclouded ! Get away as quickly as you can, and take 
this picture mith you. Unhook it, and hook it. 

No. 645. Miss Helen Cridland very cleverly depicts 
“ Distraction in Church.” During solemn pervice a naughfy boy 
has caught sight of a beetle (not shown in picture), which he 
is evidently longing to pick up and throw at two small children 
who have also seen it, and are dreadfully frightened. 

SOULPTTJEE. 

The Committee of Arrangement is to be congratulated on the 
placing of the statues. First — 

The Statuary ^Quadrille,” as intended to be performed by 
Nos. 1967, 1963, 1965, and 1961, respectively sculptured by 
Andrea 0. Lttchesi, William E. Cotton, Thomas Brook, 
B.A., and Aleebd Deuet. 

No. 1967 is a gentlemanly savage “ setting,” with a war-dance 
ste]p, en cavalier seul, to No. 1962, a lady who refuses to take any 
notice of him until she has finished measuring her waist with a 
tape, aud given the necessary instructions to her dressmaker. 



[“ The latest deYelopment of phrenological enterprise is the establishment 
of a phrenological matrimonial bureau, to secure the introduction of persons 
desiring lo be married to partaers with suitable or harmonious phrenological 
endowments .” — Daily Taper.'] 

Miss Evergreen {who has been introduced to Mr. Slowboy). “ Well, it 
MAY BE A LOVELY HeAD, BUT AIN’T HE GOT A BIG BUMP OF CaV- 
Tiorrs^TESs l ” 


Nor is her attention to be distracted from her work by the quite 
uncalled-for blandishments bestowed on her by quite an outsider, 
who is a dark- green gentleman “ mid noddings on” (No. 1694, 
F. W. Pomeroy), who, holding up a ooooa-nut by its hair, is 
saying, “ See what I ’ve won at three shies a penny ! Come and 
have a hit ! ” The third party in the quadrille, No. 1965, is so 
ashamed of her p isition. that she casts down her eyes demurely, 
and refuses to notice the signs made to her by the other lady, 
No. 1961, who is waving a torch. Had these four appeared at a 
Covent Garden ball, they would have been ejected by the police. 

No. 1895. “ Rather Out of It.” A statuette, very perfectly 

executed, of Field-Marshal Viscount Wolseley, K.P. (“Kor- 
neredl Pah!”), who is casting an envious glance towards the 
position of 

No. 1962. F.-M. Lord Roberts (Haeey Bates, A.), who, though 
much reduced in bronze, is mounted on a charger (with a tricky 
head), and is quite m evidence. 

No. 1820. Beauty, quite unadorned, r .dining on a tree. 
“ Sleeper on a Branch Line.” Geo. Cowell. 

No. 1 934. Busb of a gentleman very much annoyed because 
his hath sponge will cling to his chin. Onslow Foed, B. A. 

No. 1852. Enthusiast of “ cup and ball.” Musi practice every 
morning before dressing. Floeenob Paettinson. 

No more time or space for further hints to all about to visit the 
E.A., which, on the whole, is as good as any previous show, and 
in some respects (herein notified), a great deal better. 


Not an Uncommon Disease, — London “jumps” from 
Kentish “ hops.” 



THE KING OF THE SEAS. 

King Coal (loq.). “ Aha 1 Pbace ob Wak, they can’t get on without Ms I 
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NON-CONTENTS BILLS. 

Deab Me. Punch, — I am much inte- 
rested in the Amerioan-Spanish War, and 
rush for my evening papers with the avi- 
dity of a chicken after^ flies. And I so 
admire their contents hills that I venture 
to give a few specimens. 

THE lilHKMCAN. 

Rumoured 

GREAT NAVAL BATTLE 

Expected. 

THE SPITEIRE. 

Approaching 

BOMBARDMENT OF 
HAVANA. 

THE OTGHTJAR. 

HORRIBLE MASSACRE 
AT MANILA 

Anticipated. 

By Our Special Corpespondent. 

THE COHSTELIiATIOH. 

BX.TRA 8TJECIAZ. 

BLOWING UP OP A SPANISH 
BATTLE-SHIP 

Not confirmed. 

THE GIMLET. 

GALLANT CAPTURE OF NINEH-EICHT 
AMERICAN MEN-OF-WAR 

's Spars. 

Such, Sir, are some of the lurid adver- 
tisements which nightly attract coppers 
from my pocket when ** tne lights are low.’’ 
I do not complain, because, like the sheep- 
dog, I am getting used to the cry of 
‘ * Wolf ! ’ ’ Tours pacifically, 

!N'r:lson O’Higgins Brown. 
BMs Eye Hotel, W. 

“DTJM DEFLUAT AMNIS.” 

[The Spanish-American war is likely to have a 
depressing effect on the book-trade . — Daily Faper.^ 

Phyllis, when you ask me why 
Nobody my books will buy ; 

Why each masterpiece of thought, 
With oonsuTYiTnate genius wrought, 

No one asks at hook-shops for, 

’Tis undoubtedly, the war. 

’Twas the same a year ago. 

When the reason then you ’d know, 

I replied : the cause must be 
The confounded Jubilee ; 

Further hack I traced a like 
Slump to the mfemal bike. 

Ever thus from year to year 
Patiently I persevere ; 

With my most uncalled-for rhymes, 
StiU I wait for normal times — 

Still from year to year detect 
Some fresh cause for my neglect. 


The current Language of Flours.— 
** Kang it all ! bread up another hal^enny 
a loaf ! ” 



‘ I SAY, ’ArRY, don’t V7E LOOK FrIGHTS ? ’ 


BEAYO, BETGHTON ! 

[The Brighton Town Council proposes a new 
bye-law, prohibiting ^*any loud and continuous 
outcry or noise in the streets.] 

** Britons never will be slaves,” 

So we bear with touting. 

Bawling hawkers, rogues and knaves. 
Loudly shouting. 

Harmless, tmkb’ug mufiSn bells 
We have stopped for ever. 

Would we check discordant yells ? 

Never, never I 

Freedom we must all enjoys 
That no laws can smother ; 

We ’re entitled to annoy 

One another. 


So the law protects the one, 

Yelling when he need not, 

But the thousand he may stun 

It will heed not. 

Bravo, Brighton, lead the way, 
London men might follow. 

Check the voices which, all day, 
Howl and hoUo. 

Neither you nor I would seek 
To discourage selling ; 

Pair to all, let hawkers speak. 

No one yelling. 

you get your bye-law passed, 
Hel;^g to enlighten 
Other English towns at last. 

Bravo, Brighton 1 









Bector (shoH-sighted). “Well, Kichaud, haed at woek, eh « Let me s?eb, you are Richaed, aeen’t you?” 

Labourer. “No, Sie, Or pe John, Sir. You 'ad tbs pleasure o’ rurvin’ Richard last week, you kemember. Sir !” 


A “PEEVIOTJS” ENGAGEMENT. 

{From Our Oion Qomrumioner with the Winning 

me.) 

The Captain stood upon tlie sliip 
And rolled liis eagle eye ; 

Seaward he gazed, then holdly raised 
His phonoblast on high ; 

“My tars ! ” he said, “ the time has come 
For ns to do or die ! 

“ This naval war has been in hand 
Some half-an-hour or more, 

And the patriot Press by now, I gness, 
Blasphemes along the shore, 

Waiting for us to paint the deep 
Pink with the foeman’s gore. 

“ They want their copy within the hour, 
And -a good half-hour has gone ; 

And a private ark is the only mark 
Our guns have been trained upon ; 

A ten-cent tub that wasn^t aware 
That a war was going on. 

“ Now the Nation’s Press is a whole-souled 
crew, 

And it don’t like fooling^around ; 

And I ’m blamed if I mow (to an ocean 
or so) 

Where the enemy’s flee^ is bound ; 

But, top-side up or the other way on. 

That fleet has got to be found. 


I “Shin up, shin up the various ropes 

I And look with all your might ; 

And let me hear if things appear 
To be likely to loom in sight.” 

He caased and worked h’s weather orb, 
Closing the other tight. 

Scarce had the cook got lashed aloft 
When he made a useful find : — 

“ Oho ! ” said he, “ what ’s this I see 
Right aft ? ” — ^that is, behind — 

“ I calculate it ’s a man-o’-war, 

Or something of the kind.” 

The skipper raked the spot and spoke : — 
“ I reckon that that is so ; 

And don’t you make no darned mistake, 
We boss this little show ; 

So bank the fires eternal high 
And let her fairly go.” 

A shout ensued : the stokers heard, 

And they came up fizzling Lot ; 

Each mother’s son embraced a gun 
And begged to have a shot ; 

To teach the foe a thing or two, 

And also what was what. 

Nearing, they spied a friendly flag, 

But they never eased nor checked ; 

“ May I be dead,” the Captain said, 

“ If that is all correct ; 

So get your range on the starboard port ” 
(Or words to Siat effect). 


Por^joy the steward ^reeled to leeward, 

A warrior born was he ; 

And the bo’sun's eyes as he sampled [the ' 
prize 

Shone with a fearful glee, 

With a light, you bet, that was never yet J 
Remarked on land or sea. 


The signals flew, the cable flashed, 

And the country felt the thrill, 

When the probable rout of the enemy’s 
scout 

Blazed in the evening bill, — 

J ust as the neutral ship steamed in 
To her haven under the hill. 


An Imperial Question. 

Jawkins (in the smoking-room of the 
Bathos Club, referring to the Far Eastern 
Grids). I say the whole matter rests with 
the German Emperor ! 

Pawkins. And I repeat that the parti- 
tion of the Celestial Empire solely con- 
cerns the Emperor of Russia ! 

Cawkins. Or the Emperor of J apan ! 

Little Hawkins (timidly). But what 
about the Emperor of China ? 

Jawkins (impressively). And who the 
dickens is the Emperor of China, Sir ? 

[Siidrleri stop^yage in the conversation. 









mm 




HONOUR A LA RUSSE. 


SWAIN 5c 


T .. WHAT ' NOT COMB IN HEHB I WHY, TOH HATO ME TOOT WOSD 1 
b™ Lio». ■ mbotbebsiahd mb 1 ■ 
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Kcnc The Cottage Loaf. 


The Eoman Lamp. 


The Number 8. 


The Shower'Bath. 


The Bottle. 


The Gondola. 


DARBY’ JONES ON THE CHESTER CUP. 

HONOTOBD SiE,— I think that You 
my other Esteemed Pateons may asen^dly 
mark Wednesday, April 27 as a Enm- 
rose Day, when my Straight-out Sdeomon, 
JHeraeli, romped in lor the Gumeas at 
Newmarket. It was ordamed th^ Mr. 
Punch and his hrunhle satellite, D. J., 
should be the OhIiT foretellers of tte 
victory of Mr. Wailaob Johststoot s bay 
colt at the remunerative odds of 100 to 12. 
In all modesty I can only repeat the ancient 
Eoman adage, Pahnam qui meruit ferat, 
which, yon being a Pubhc School and 
University Scholar, I need not translate 
for the edification of those only acqn^ted 
with the Ynlgar Tongue. As usual, the 
customary acknowledgments of my 
science are not to hand. The Diamond 
Eings, the Oases of Champagne, the Boxes 
of choice Cigars, and, above all, the Cheer- 
ful Cheques, which we welcome m 
progress over the Hunting Country ofMe, 
Le aE wanting. But, like the 
Dutchman (the Mariner, not the_ Qrod- 
ruped), I still iutend to ^cumnavigate (u 
that be the correct definition) the Cape of 
Good Hope. It is true that I have received 
several communications respectmg our 
Joint Success — ^this reads like a CulinaOT 
Triumph— but they mostly run as per tol- 
lowing sample : — 

“Dear Sib, — Seeing that you have picked the 
winner of the Two Thousand G-umeas, we should 
be glad if you would settle at your earlirat conve- 
nience our bill against you of £23 14s. 2d., other- 
wise,” &c. 

A plague on such sordid minds ! Did I 

not bestow on them by the Gift of il^opheoy 

-1 A tyft-nftxr fl. Roon tOr 


storm in your Appropriate Jerseys, and 
trust to the Double-sighted Glasses of my 
August Employer and His and Tour low- 
bing, but truthful, Eacing Eecluse, 

^ Darby Jones. 



not surprised, but earnestly entreat my s^rtsmen 
of his acquamtance to impress upon bim tiiat even 
a Purple Emperor or Camberwell Beauty originally 
owes its origin to Grub Street. — ^En.] 

Ottbivtis for the “ QiTJEEn’s.” — Queen’s 
OoUege, London, this week has been wle- 
brating the jubilee of its foundation. Tto, 
the pioneer of Nnneham and Qirton, 
proudly claims to be first of those homes 
of “ sweet girl graduates,” destined s(me 
day to rule the world. Women h^e hut 
to enter Parliament to govern the House, 
as they already reign over the home. 
the meanwhile, “ Queen’s” has only to 
prosper in the future as it has in the past, 
and aU will he weE. 

Thoughts (without Rhyme).' 

(On reading a remiew hy 'W. A. of ‘‘ Plays Plea- 
sant and Unpleasant ) 

Who killed Cock-SnAW ? 

I, said Ihe Archer, 

With my little long-bow, 

I killed Cock-SHAW. 


tnrougn your inesuuu* uio « -vr 

which they might have waited during Tears 
of Tears. I give them My All— My Brams 
— and nevertheless they bomha^ me as 
though they were the Amerioau Fleet 
I Havana or Manila. But in the politest 
terms let me turn the minstrel tap on to 
the Eoodee. “Charge, Chester, charge 
is my motto, and Chester will undoubtedly 
charge during this week. Let me aUevi^e 
the pecuniary diJB&culties of "victors to the 
Hereditary Earldom of H.E.H. the Heir 
Apparent by singing — 

J^orth Ameriem Coast I 'will shun, ^ 

And the Maid with a smile not advise, 

But tbe Aster Girl may with a run 
Be tbe tip that is good for gie wise. 

Yet I cannot forget that tbe P^d 
May figure between 1 and 3, 

And Ohwrlestmn may take a long lead; 

But I ’ll swim ’with, tbe Mm of the Sea, 

So, my noble sportsmen, weather the 



BATi stews from natal. 

(A Pemey Sketch at the Zoo,) 

[The last Hippopotamus has been slaughtered 
'■ at Natal.] 


A SEEIODS: MATTEE.^ 
Grandfather {to Miss PANSY, who is some- 
what flushed and excited). What’s the 
matter, my pet ? . . j 

Mies Pansy [aged eight). Oh, granam, 
me and my kitten have been having the ^ 
most awful row. We’ve often quairelled 
before and made it up again, but this time 
we ’re not on speaking terms. 

Note by our Political Observer. — 
France having annexed our Sovereign, the 
Heir-Apparent, the Duohess of York, and 
our Prime Minister, as weU as other nota- 
bilities, will now probably discuss the ques- 
tion of War or Peace with— Dr. Tanner. 
We have a few more hostages to good faith 
still available. Indeed, Mr. Pundh if 
necessary, would not scruple to leave Lon- 
don for the Eiviera with a return ticket 
guaranteed by President Fatjrb. 

One Way of Looking at it. 

Mr. jEJ, Gotist {at the All-night OZub). 
This war is deuced hard luck for me, for 
I always consume Havana cigars and Vir- 
ginia tobacco, and now I shall get neither. 

ISighs mournfully. 

Mr, Cheeryhoh. WeU, anyway, there ’s 
sure to he plenty of smoke somewhere. 

[E. G. doesnH see it. 


The most Popular Fowl about Tms 
Time of Year.— The Klondyke or Golden 
Plover, laying eggs averaging toree shil- 
lings ar*piece in the market. And, remarks 
Darby Jones, the Plover generally lays 
five, six, seven, or even eight to one on 
the Field. 

Q. What is the difference between a 
widower recounting his loss and the cry of 
a gouty person? 

A, One is a tale of woe, the other a wau 
of toe. 

Latest Chinese Ware.— WUlow-willow- 
waiVy patterns. 

Definition of Difference between Sel- 
fish AND Unselfish Persons. — ^I’ s and no- 
Ps. 

Culinary Arguments not rblib^d by ^ 

THE Dervishes.— Kitchener’s ma'^iin^s. 

The Essence oe Modern Warfare.— 
“ Coal and conuniseariat.” 
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THE PATRIOT U.S.A. 


Oimier oj Spanish Poultry. Guess I’ll kill those Fowls, 

AKYWAY ] ” 

[Aoeording to tha Pailp Mail^ the hatred for Spaniards has grown ,bo 
intense anjong the patriotic fanners of ’Westchester County, New York State, 
that they have begun killing all the Spanish fowls which they own. Colonel 
Green, of the Portehester Infantry, says he has killed six Spanish roosters 
which he owned, and that his neighbours are following his example.”] 

Here ’s three times three for Colonel Green 
And Westchester farmers all 1 
The bravest patriots ever seen 
To answer duty’s call ! 

They might not meet the Spanish fleet 
On the high seas cheek by jowl, 

So with bDwie and knife they began their strife, 

And slaughtered the Spanish fowl ! 

They avenged the Maine on the farmyard don 
Who dared in their ears to crow, 

And his wives and chicks were set upon 
With many a deadly blow ! 

E’en the hapless egg could no quarter beg 
As it crunched ’neath the stalw-art heel, 

And the chick unborn must have known the scorn 
That all honest patriots feel I 

Here ’s three times three for Colonel Green 
And that rooster-slaying band, 

Who showed the foe what men may mean 
When threatened their native land ! 

And the Eagle’s cry well nigh bust the sky 
As he soared o’er the foreign crew. 

And in proud Madrid men iheir faces hid 
When they -learned what Eevenge could do ! 

CYCLING CONUNDRTJJH. 

Q. What article of the cyclist girl’s attire do a couple of care- 
less barbers recall to mind ? 

A, A pair of nickers. 


BEAUX ARTS. 

“ Caran d’Aohe ” is the pseudonym assumed by M. Emmanuel 
Poire, just as Harlot K. Browne was known as *‘Phi2.” 
The name is easier to d’ash off in speaking than is Poir]^ ; for 
“D’Ache,” were it only pronounced ‘‘Dash” (which it isn’t), 
would exactly describe the artist’s method, or at least that phase of 
it about which there is so much dash and ‘‘go.” But “ D’Aohe ” 
is pronounced “ darsh” (with a very liqmd “r”), which upsets the 
simple and unpretentious English-speaking jokelet. What ’s in a 
name ? Something. And here is sometmner more than a name. 
Caran d’Aohe is an artist of all work in black and white. We 
have not yet seen him in colour. His favourite subject appears to 
have been the Great Napoleon ; specially his cocked hat and long 
coat. Caran d’Ache is very fond of “going Nap,” which is more 
than any spectator will do when seated in front of his caricatures, 
all distinctly Erench, and the majority of them not to be easily 
“ undeistanded of the people/’ here though they will be gene- 
rally appreciated. Some are irresistibly funny ; as, for example, 
the drunken elephant. The animal tells his own tale— a perform- 
ance Quite unique. His exhibition is at 148, New Bond Street, 
placed by the artist himself, pictorially, under the special 
patronage of Mr. Punch. As Caran d’Ache he is hard to beat ; 
as “Monsieur PoiR]^” he cannot be or coupled with 

anyone. He is unique. 

TLITTINGS. 

Pretoria^ April 3. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^If you want to enjoy a quiet Sunday, 
don’t come here at the time of one of the quarterly Boer 
mchtmaaU^ or religious festivals. I sit in a room of the Grand 
Hotel, with its 8toq> overlooking the Church Square. All round 
f.he Church, and right up to the Government Buildings, some 
hundreds of burghers have trekked in from all parts of the 
country with their twelve-span ox-waggons, till the place 
‘•esemhles a mixture of a gipsy encampment and a farmyard. 
The square, I believe, is public property, so four times a year the 
worthy doppers come to town and thus assert their right of owner- 
ship. They outspan their cattle, and boil their black pots at the very 
steps of the Legislature ; and not even alls macMig OoM Paul can 
say them nay. Still, in the day-time, it is a sight most distinctly 
worth seeing. 

It is now late at night, but a vigorous chorus is goiug on, 
composed chiefly of Boer families chanting most dreary tunes, 
fvrtissimo and lenUssimo^ Transvaal babies and dogs trying to out- 
yell each other, co^s lowing, and XafErs chattering, until one 
feels iaoliaed to address them in forcible double-Dutch. Unfortu- 
nately, I cannot think of any more emphatic epithet than 
loedelleredderaary which I am told means merely bailiff. 

The S. A. R. railway authorities cannot be said exactly to 
welcome the harmless Uitlanders on their arrival from the South 
at a desolate frontier station called Vereeniging. They are 
shunted about for five hours between midnigrht aod dawn, and at 
O.30 A.M. all their belongings are turned out on the platform to 
be minutely overhauled. They are then severally massaged and 
pommelled all over in the Douane, to see if they conceal any 
Maxim-guns or Mauser-rifles about their person. In spite, how- 
ever, of all these precautions against any repetition of the Raid, I 
know of a lady who smuggled a revolver through, wrapped up in 
a kid-glove, which was actually handled by the unsuspecting 
Oustoms-oflB.cer as he investigated her dressing-bag. 

I have shot Oom Paul (with a camera) as he was leaving 
Government Buildings. Unfortunately the usual small boy con- 
trived to thrust himsmf into the foreground at the critical moment, 
so there is another good caricature gone wrong. I am just about 
to have an audience of the President in his wayside shanty, and 
hope the old man will not order his “ Zarps ” to take me out to 
immediate execution for lese-majesti, or highway-snapshooting. 

However, Pretoria is an excellent place to spend a few minutes 
at. hx spite of aU the depression, it seems to be going ahead, and 
they are nmning up some fine public buildings, especially the 
New Law Courts, where Justice (according to Boer ideas) will 
take up her abode till the last Outlander has oeen put in “ tronk,” 
and^ Boerdom will reign supreme. Then the Latter La-TYirnas 
Sittings w^ be held, and Kotze will cease from troubling, and 
the Mill enium w R he here. Till then, ‘an Englishman can feel 
at home in the Residency^ 

Yours patriotically, Z. T. X. 


May 7, 1898.] 
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HYDE PARK, MAY I. 

Country Cousin. “What is the meaninh op this, Policeman?” 


ComtabU . ‘'Labour Day, Miss.* 


“DETEEIOBA SEQUOE.” 

[“Here, in London, we created the darkness 
the innocent process of cooking our mutton chops. 
8ir Wylse Bayliss at the JR, 8. of B. 

A FOUL impenetrable cloud 
The blessed light of heaven, shuts 
From your sad visage, like a shroud — 
Our Lady of the Smuts ; 

Each arabesque and traoeried niche 
Its all-pervading soot-fLakes choke, 
Daubed to a blackness as of pitch 
From lurid smoke. 

Ah ! that while filth we broadcast fling, 
To fall around in grimy drops, 

Our souls we should be bartering 
For mutton chops. 

We yearn and pine for purer air, 

A London beautiful and bright, 
Whose form and colour should be fair 
Whose marble white. 

Thus musing with a heavy heart. 
Dejectedly we sit and munch ; 

For, though of course we doat on Art— 
We must have lunch. 


Ah Appeal to Alms. — London is the 
richest city in the world, and yet the London 
Hospital is in a very poor way. Dmug 
the last two years there has been a defi.oit 
of ,£30,000 in the necessary income, and 
now a large capital expenditure has be- 
come imperative. The domestic arrange- 
ments require money for improvements; 


electric lighting is a requisite that cannot 
be afforded. There is no ;giotographic 
department, although the . Eontgen-ray 
wOTk is of the last importance. Then, 
what can be done? "V^y, the ^Uan- 
thropists must wake up and walk up. 
Legacies are valuable, but lis dat c%to 
dab, and post-mortem charity is not nearly 
so satisfactory as the benefaction of ‘ ready- 
money down.” Verhwm sap. 

essence of parliament. 

Extbactbd from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

Souse of Commons, Monday, April io.— 
Something pathetic about war-worn figure 
of Oae’en Tommy Bowles as he begged 
permission just now to interrene “tor 
moment” in debate on second readmg ot 
Evidence in Criminal Cases Bill. It was a 
lawyers’ night. Tou might almost hear 
the rustle of their gowns. The accessories 
of the scene lent themselyes with smgular 
effect to the illusion that we were in the 
Criminal Court. Speakbe, m and 

eown, canopied in chair, looked the learned 
Judg^toUfe. At the table helow were the 
clerks, also wigged and gowned. There 
was the gallery of spectators facmg_ lus 
lordship ; on either side the jury-box nsmg 
tier onW. Nearest approach to prisoner 
in the dock was Sergeant-at- Arms seated 
in his chair, with innocence written in 

shining letters on his placid brow. 

The lawyers kept up the illusion by 


rising in succession from either side and 
flatly contradicting the reason and the 
logic laid down earlier by their learned 
friend. As one star differs from another 
in glory, so did Aleked Lyttelton Mer 
from Bob Beid, Edwaed Clarke from 
Tim Healy, Hemphill from the Attor- 
ney-General, and Carson from ttem 
Tim, invigorated by touch of his nAuve 
earth, was in fine form, givmg pleasant 
ripple to long languished debate. EDYrARD 
Clarke’s brief speech one of the most 
finished pieces of oratorical debate heard 
in House this Session. A mellow voice; 
perfect elocution ; gestures j^t enough to 
enforce argument or illustration ; masterly 
array of argument; unfailmg lucidity. 
Quite a gem of a speech. Like other gems 
moderate in size. , . ^ ,i • j . 

Oap’en Tommy strayed into this den oi 
lions with the nearest approach to sheep- 
ishness possible to one of his daimtless 
buBd. Is just now chiefly ocoupi^^tt 
keeping the nations of the world right 
in matter of the rights and duties of 
neutrals in time of war. In question hour 
others attempt to baffle Ministers with pro- 
blems elaborated with the assistance of the 
midnight oil. The Cap’bn Ustens, and 
when they have all finished, outs m and 
the job. This evenipg Prinoe 
Arthitr, furnished with papers, success- 
fuUv resisted attack made from various 
quarters. When Cap’en Tommy fired a 
shot across his bows he straightway capi 
tulated. 
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“I’m afraid,” lie said, ^itli tliat mixed 
metaphor that bewrays the landsman, 
“ that my hon. friend is getting beyond my 
depth.” 

The ocean of universal knowledge has no 
depths the Cap’en cannot plumb. Diving 
into the debate, on the sea of which bobbed 
the wigs of luminaries of the Bar, ^e 
old salt serenely disported himself, showing 
them all how to do it. 

BmmesB done . — ^Evidence in Criminal 
Cases BiQ read a second time by 229 votes 
against 80. 

^ Tuesday, — “Lest we forget, Lest we 
forget ! ” ’Twas Bashmead-Abtlett mur- 
muring his Eecessional in the unwilling 
earof PErNCEABTHiTR. MacLean— whose 
perennial air of having just comforbably 
dined struck Dr. Ambrose the other night, 
and suggested to him a phrase the Speaxee 
prompfly called on him to withdraw — ^been 
wanting to know what Ihe Markiss said 
when (mina hinted that she would do any- 
thing in despite of Bussia if assured of 
Brit^ protection ? Prince Arthur made 
haste to disclaim any intention of gua- 
ranteeing Chinese territory. This was 
Bashtweau-Artlett’s opportunity, and he 
seized it by the hair. Been rather quiet of 
late; said to be sufEering remorse for haying 
worried George Cijrzon into a sick room. 
This opening to his old haunts irresistible. 

“I wish,” he said, “to ask the right 
honourable gentleman if he has forgol^n 
the resolution of the House of Commons in 
which it was declared ” 

Speattrr down on him like hawk on 
hapless sparrow. “Do I understand, Mr. 
Spearer,” twittered the sparrow, “that 
you rule my question out of order.” 

“ Oertamly,” answered the hooded hawk, 
“ it is not a request for information, hut a 
speech.” 

Life in the House of Commons, as 
Basttmeau sadly remarked in the sympa- 
thetic ear of Mr. Patrick O’Brien, would 
be tolerable only for the Speaker. 

“Do I forget, dear Toby?” Prince 
Arthur bitterly said, when, at twenty 
minutes to eleven p.m., questions being 
comfortably over, House began business of 
the sitting, “I think not. As you are 
good enough to say, considering the fierce 
light that beats about my seat in the House 
of Commons I get along pretty well. But 
if you ask me how I came to adopt on 
behalf of the Government the Sheffield 
knight’s resolution affirming the sanctity 
of Chinese territory, which at the moment 
Bussia and Germany were carving up, I 
frankly tell you I don’t know. When the 
lady asked Dr. JoPCtfSON why in his dic- 
tionary he had mixed up the fetlock and 
the pastern of the horse, he answered 
shortly, * Ignorance, Madame, sheer igno- 
rance.’ If you ask me why we walked into 
Bashmeau - Artlett’s clumsy trap, I 
answer, ‘ Temporary aberration of the 
tired intellect, dear Toby. Pure idiocy.’ ” 

Thursday , — ^The supernatural quietude 
that suffiuses Committee on Local Govern- 
ment Bill threatened just now with lupture. 
Proposal m^e that County Council may 
appoint viedting Committee to prisons. 
Johnston of Ballykilbeg moved to 
insert proviso that no men who had 
themselves been in gaol should be ap- 
pointed on visiting Committees. 


As far as personnel of House of Commons 
is concerned, this not such sweeping pro- 
posal as it would have proved fifteen years 
ago. At that epoch an Irish Member who 
had not been in prison was rare as snakes 
in Iceland. For one to make a speech in 
Parliamentary debate without incidentally 
alluding to something that happened (or 
didn’t happen) “ when I was m prison,” was 
the exception. Different now ; only small 

n ortion of present race bear that mark 
igh distinction. Still, there are some 
who proudly claim ib, as there are families 
who boast direct descent from the comrades 
of the Conqueror. On behalf of these 
John Dillon protested, startling Com- 
mittee with mention of alleged fact that 
Ballykilbeg himself was of the elect. 
This news to most. Everyone asking what 
he was “ in for.” Sark says he believes it 
was for speaking disrespeclf oily cf the Pope. 

Budness cZowe.— Getting on nicely with 
the Local Government Bill. 

Friday . — ^The Markiss on his way home 
from the Biviera, bringing his sheaves with 
him in the shape of better health. Every- 
one glad to hear this. We ’re all proud of 
our Markiss, in spite of the Legend of 
TaHenwan and some others. In the com- 
parative leisure of life in the sunny South 
the Markiss has been sauntering along 
some of the untrodden ways of Shakspeabe. 
Much struck by passage he came upon in 
Hfnry V2., Part L, Act L, Scene 1. 

The Earl of Salisbury craveth supply 
And hardly keeps Ms men from mutiny.” 

“ Supply is all right,” says the Markiss, 

‘ * thanks to St. Michael. Much charmed 



Sir Micawler Hicks-Beach. Annual income 
twenty pounds ; annual expenditure nineteen nine- 
teen six ; result happiness I ” 

when reading his speech on the Budget to 
find with mat art he took credit for a 
government which, finding the national 
revenue steadily growing, mcreases, vo/ri 
pM8u^ the expenditure, being^ careful to 
keep the balance just on the right side, so 
they may boast that, having spent 
with.n a fraction of all, they have not 


run into debt. Principle not new, of 
course. Mr, Micawber long ago formu- 
lated it. ‘Annual income twenty pounds; 
annual expenditure nineteen nineteen six ; 
result happiness.* But it ’s one thing to 
recognise a truth, quite another to embody 
it in practice. The first line of the quota- 
tion IS all right as far as the latent suc- 
cessor to the Earldom of Shrewsbury is 
concerned: t’other is startlingly appro- 
priate. Must hasten home and make a 
few examples. Shall swing Tommy Bowles 
from the yard-arm ; drown Yerbtjrgh in 
the biggest butt of wine to be found in the 
Junior Carlton’s cellar ; and, if the Lords 
show any sign of joining the revolt, I’ll 
make Bashmead-Ajltlett a peer.” 

Business done. — Discussion on the Mar- 
kiss’s foreign policy. 

MAHMOUD EXPLAINS WHY HE LOST 
THE BATTLE OF ATBARA. 

Chiefly because he didn’t Win. 

The proper position for a General when 
THE Fight begins. 

The advantages of being under the Bed. 

“No,” observed Mahmoud to the inter- 
viewer, contemplatively hitting his A. D. 0. 
over the hej.d with a brick, “ the reason 
you won was that I lost. Simple, isn’t it P 
And curious, too, because your English 
soldiers can’t fight for nuts. Your iofantry 
is wholly useless, and yonr cavalry in- 
finitely worse. You ask me, ‘ Did the 
British artillery do us any harm?^ Not 
the least hit in the world ; they killed no- 
body. The fact is, your big guns are 
nothing like ours ; and your artillerymen 
can’t shoot straight. ‘ Then, why were we 
defeated?’ you say. Well — er — Oh, I 
really don’t quite know. Seems funny, 
don’t it ? Our men are all magnificent 
soldiers, from me downwards — especially 
me. You say you saw part of our cavalry 
bolt as your troops approached ?^ Ah, that 
was all my artfulness ! I did it on pur- 
pose, so that you shouldn’t have a chance 
to steal our horses ! See ? ” Then, draw- 
ing himself up proudly, he exclaimed, “ No, 
I did not run away. I am not a woman. 
As to hiding under the bed, where else, 
I should like to know, ought a General to 
be? They should always take up a 
position there ; then you know where to 
find them. I first gave orders as to the 
disposition of my troops, and then, 
prudently, ‘ did a guy,’ Don’t your 
Generals get under beds when the 
I shooting begins ? H’m, very foolish of 
them to expose themselves to fire ; they 
might get hurt. I never do. Had I 
known you possessed so many soldiers, 
I should, of course, have brought more ; 
but that, heiug a Dervish Bank Holiday, 
I had allowed half my cavalry to go to 
their annual Beanfeast. No more at 
present. Adoo!” 

‘ ‘ Come, Kate, thou aH perfect I ” As of 
course she was. “ You have witchcraft in 
your lips, Kate!” as Master William 
Shaksfeare hath it ; and so, with these 
two quotations from the Bard, doth Mr, 
Bunch heartily welcome Miss Kate Terry 
on her return to the stage. 
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THE ONE THING NEEDFUL. 


That Queen Bess must haye been a dangerously fasoina&g 
person is eyident from the true histories of her Majesty derived 
from unquestionably authentic sources; that she was a marvellous 
beauty it is impossible to conceive, judging, that is, from her 
portraits, one of which, namely that by ZcrcCHEito in Hampton 
Court Palace, forms the frontispiece of Mr. Martin A. S. Hitmens 
most interesting and amusing book on Tne Oourtshipa of Qumi 
Mizabtth (T. PiSHER Unwin), compiled from papers in the 
Public Eeoord Office. Elizabeth was, indeed, “fancy free,” 
but her time of “maiden meditation” must have been uncom- 
monly short, seeing liat as the youthful Lady Eltzaueth she 
indiiLged in such “romping” — ^to put it very mildly— as would 
have been considered indelicate even in those days of stiff costumos 
and of curiously free and easy manners when the costumes were off. 
Queen Bess was a consuTYinnate mistress of diplomacy, prefeiiing 
m any and every case, whether political or social, to be mistress 
par exceHttnccy in every sense of the word. Lucky the men who 
escaped her fascinations ! That she never really intended to mairy 
is, of course, a certainty, for she was a veritable Don Qiovcmn' in 
petticoats. Miss Betsy Tubor, “leading lady” of the British 
festorioal Drama, was a thorough artute, and she so stage • 
man aged effects, and play-acted so admirably, as to be animmeiir e 
favourite with her subjects in the pit and gallery. A tyrant is 
sure to be popular if only the tyranny be exercised on the right 
class. The imperial and unperious Elizabeth, this strong- 
minded, vain, epicene queen, with her wonderful red hair and her 
“incurably diseased leg,” incapable of true love, but yielding to 
every sudden fit of amorous passion, who lived only to be courted, 
flattered, fooled to the top of her bent (she herself regulating the 
fooling), and who, after condescending on occasion, like the 
blameless Miss Sally Brass, to be treated as “ a good fellow, and 
a jolly dog, and so forth ” by such Dick SwiveUerian companions 
as were under her royal thumb, would sudde^y turn like a 
raging wild beast on the lovers whose familiarities she had per- 
mSted and encouraged. Woe to any younger woman who should 
dare to cross her path ! Her masterful diplomacy, inspired and 
carried out by Cecil and Leicester, as is well shown by Mr. 
Hume, went far towards establishing the future greatness of 
England. The fortune of this country was made by a successful 
Bet on the throne. The Baron de B.-W. 


Squire Mayfly arrived at Ms^etyim of water), “Ah, glorious 
TIME o’ Year ! Most inspiriting ! Everything bursting into 

RENEWED LIFE ! OUGHT TO HAVE A THUNDERING QQOD KlLL TO-DAY ! ” 


OUE BOOKING-OmOE. 

Concerning Isabelle Carnoiby^ (Hodder AND Stoughton) is the 
most brilliant book my Baronite has read this year. Miss E llen 
Thorneycroet Eowler has made her curtsey to the pubHo 
before as a writer of dainty verse. This is her first novel. It 
may safely be predicted that, if success has its usual infl uence as 
an incentive, it will not be her last. It is probable 
founder study and practice may add something to the weight of 
the aramatis personas, and to the movement of the plot. In her 
first book Miss Eowler has been content to present the very 
ordinary people whom we meet every day in Society, living their 
more or less undistinguished lives. Such as they are, they are 
faithfully reproduced. That she has capacity for probing pro- 
founder depths is shown in the exquisitely- written chapter whOTe 
the Mark Seaton is financially ruined, and friends and neigh- 
bours with delicate movement come to his help. Martha., the old 
handmaiden, not only declines to accept the month’s notice given 
by her mis ress, and insists on staying on without wages, but on 
the plea of being relieved from “ covetousness and the love of 
money creeping upon me in my old age,” induces her simple- 
hearted master to take charge of her savings. Miss Eo'TOER s 
dialogue sparkles upon every page with the fom and polish of 
comedy. When authors win established^ positions, some uL- 
advised friend bores the public with collecting their good things, 
and presenting them in disjointed form in a tbree-and-sixpemy 
volume. Any one so disposed would find sufficient material in 
Miss Eowler’ s first essay. The charm of the book is add^ to 
by the little verse whidi precedes each chapter. One is short 
enough and good enough to quote as illustrating Miss Eowler s 
shre j^d humour and her dexterous turn of phrases. 

A woman’s tongue is ever slow 

To tell the thing she does not know. 



“COME ABOARD, SIR! 

Admiral Fwndh {of H,M,S. “ Snia/mia 
Sailor Prime, 

rAccording to the newspapers. Prince Edward of York last week abmdoned 
le costume of babyhood, and was put into his first smt--a sailor su^most 
ting rig-out for the son of his father and the youngest cadet of the House ol 
ritannia.] 


I 


VOL. CXIV. 


u 









f 


SATISFACTION WITHOUT PROFANITY. 


{A Sketch in a famous Dutch City,) 


SPOETIYE SONGS. 


An Aramis of the Past reproaches Mistress 
Somebody during a Spring pilgrimage to 
Scotia with reprehensible conduct to himself 
and three companions^ whom she allured 
whilom. 


A LiTXLB Song of Somebody I 
I sing in the early Spring, 

*Mid a mist of wbiskey-to(5iy, 

With the faint green on the ling, 
That stretches for miles and miles 
With a fir-tree here and there, 
The sort of spot in the British Isle# 
That makes a Southron swear 1 


A little Song of Somebody, 

Astral, yet worldly wise, 

For she sprang from a sea of shoddy. 

With her wondrous amber eyes. 

From a sea of shoddy she sprang, 

To arise by a Scottish loch. 

And with her began the Sturm and Drang 
That we do not greet with Hoch I 

A little Song of Somebody! 

Why was she ever bom 
To drive us to whiskey-toddy, 

And give us the husk for corn P 
Why did she smile the smile 
That fettered our reason then ? 

Why did she try all Vivien’s guile 
In King of Rowan’s Glen? 

A little Song of Somebody 
Who succeeded for what she bid, 


And over the whiskey-toddy 
We agreed She meant and did 
In this brutal Northern air 

That makes the blood run cold. 

I allow she was passing fair, 

We foolish and none too bold I 

A little Song of Somebody 
That in this budding time 
Brings that Lancashire girl and shoddy 
Into metre, into rhyme. 

There were four of us Musketeers 
Who swore to be leal and true. 

But three have traversed the Sands of 
Years, 

And I pilgrim alone and renew 
My vows with the bitterest rue 
To you, Sweet Somebody, only you I 

Why were you false, and oh 1 so oru 

El? {Pause.) Mountain Dew! 

You drove me to Mountain Dew! 


HINTS FOR BIKING BEGINNERS. 

1. Insure your life and limbs. The 
former will benefit your relations, the 
latter yourself. 

2. Learn on a hired machine. The best 
plan is to borrow a machine from a friend. 
It saves hiring. Should the tyre be- 
come punctured, the break be broken, the 
the bell cracked, the lamp missing, and the 
gear out of gear, you will return it as soon 
as possible, advising your friend to provide 
himself with a stronger one next time. 


3. Practice on some soft and smooth 
ground. For example, on a lawn ; the, 
one next door for choice. A muddy road, 
although sufficiently soft, is not recom- 
mended — ^the drawbacks are obvious. 

4. Choose a secluded place for practising. 
It may at first sight appear somewhat selfim 
to deprive your neighbours of a gratuitous 
performance which would be certain to’ 
amuse them. Nevertheless, be firm. 

5. Get someone to hold you on. Engage 
a friend in an interestmg conversation 
while you mount your bicycle. Do you 
remember Mr, Winklds dialogue with 
Sam Weller when he attempted saating? 
You can model your conversation on this 
idea. Friend wiR support you while you 
nde and talk. Keep hnn at it. It will be 
excellent exercise for him, physically and 
morally. Also economical for you; as, 
otherwise, you would have to pay a 
runner. 

6. Don’t bike ; Trike. 


During the Recent Wet Weather. 

Mr. Tompkins. As usual, drip, drip /drip. 
Mrs. Tompkins. Well, 1 rather like it. 
There’s something of a poet-laureate about 
the sound. 

Know-bodies. — The writers of “personal 
paragraphs.” 
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the new gallery. 








Ko. 171. Tlie (jlioaf a H’Aunt. 

On entering the North l^m and 
burning to thi right, the risitor wiU 

^*No^2©. ^prophetic pictorial iHu^ 
tration of an imaginary o^e. H^you 

TYiav see Mr. Abthub Balfoub and 
Joseph Oh*mbbeiain 'Si 


ne^rs^thrsTn^: i--- ? 

ini ions, and is eriidently in a most pairiul 
josition in copfiuenoe of a tahl^ving 
been thrust between legs > 
jfrrnpanion, with an orchid, a little 
worse for wear, in his buttonhole, has 
assumed an air of supreme indifference to 
res Its, and evidently wishes it to be 
stood that there esiste no sort of 
between himself and hrs qompamon in the 
dock. It is a pathetic picture, on whiA 
Mr Stdnet P. Hall is to be congratu- 
lated. and which may be hereafter remem- 
bered as “ the Hall in the New Gallery. 

Now proceed at once to — 

No. 207. Bo not consult your catalogue, 
the artist’s name is on the picture, Ab- 
thub Melvili^.” If this he ^ 
how pleased with the work must he the 
sitter, whoever she may he, at hmng thus 
immokalisedl She is quite the Queen of 
the May-day, a Queen “of Shreds and 
Patches?’ It is “Rag I'air” idealised. 
Every visitor to the gallery owes a debt 
of gratitude to Mr. Melville for ^ ^ving 
them this “thing of heauty ^ 

will he seen by reference to No. 207 illus- 
tration on tins page, our talented artist 

“n to from 

No 207 have been collected in a waste- 
paper basket, and are now being emptied 
into a running stream. Notice the scraps 
in the foreground — ^we should say, in the 
forewater. There ought to be a notice up, 
“ Rubbish must not be shot here, 'i'*®* ? 31^* 
at this point, as the infringement of the 
rule mars the effect of an 'otherwise charm- 
ing landscape by Anpebson Hagtte. 

No. 221. “ An Anxious Moment, uen- 
tleman having sat for a full-length portrait, 
doubts whether the coin he has about mm 


High Ligh s below Stairs! 

ITo. 207. “ There, I told yei 'irot it ’ud be, Mr. 
MBLTIM.B, there ’s a ring at the front 
it ’8 missus come ’ome and caught me 
in ’er noo Yelassty gownd, md a mce mess I ve 
made on it ! ” By Aetsue Melville. 


will be sufficient to include the pourtrayal 
of his legs. He is ^rehing hm 
pocket, when in a burst of 
artist, Mr. Pebb Lanob Calkot, ^^es ‘o 
“ throw in his legs anyhow. Ann fr®® 
done so. 

No. 223. Lady who can put up with 
anything from her husband except a paltry 
excuse. “So! You wish me to heheve 
thaty do you?” she is saying. The ex- 
pression is wonderfully conveyed, and sin- 
cere congratulations must h& tendered to 
the great Colour-SABGENT, R.A., who, as 
is evident from his excellent work wherever 
it may he seen, is not a man given to 
flattery. 

** Sargent won’t flatter you, no, not a wee oit. 

Maana est Veritas et pravalehit ! ^ 

^ Ars Foetica. 

No. 236. “P^g-furesqaie.” W. H. Y. 
Titcombe. . . _ 

No. 241. Delightful picture by Miss 
May L. Gow. Gow on and prosper! 
Lovely mother and child both doing well, 
and done well, too. Only — child’s lem^ eye 
won’t let its right eye know in what direc- 
tion it is looking. , .. v 

No. 200. Another delightful portrait by 
the Colour-SABGENT, R.A., showing how a 


No. 215. The Berthe-day Clayes-figure. 

By J. J. Shannon, A.B..A. 

us how a knight in armour comforted 
his lady love when she had a toothache. 
“Never mind, dear,” h^ is saying, 
“we’ll send for Mabianne; sheHlpmnt 
it foT you^ and that will he a great relief. 

No. 116. Another toothache picture! 
This one by Mr. Geo, Boxtghton, R.A. 
But Mr. G. B.’s good lady has no one to 
comfort her. She is a dame seule. T^ese 
two should he in Mr. Tooth’s exhibition. 

No. 135. Clever painting this,— -very. 
But, I beg your pardon, whom did you say 
it was meant to represent ? ‘‘ Mrs. Fatjnck 
Campbell,'^ says 

Go along with you, Mr. Halle \M aUez done! 
Perhaps it was meant to be Hallegoncal. 

No. 67. This picture would be mvalu- 
ahle to any advertiser of medicinal remedies 
for all sorts of afflictions. You’ve only 
to put the name of the pills, or whatever | 
it may be, on the banner home by ^e 
central flgure, and there you are. No 
charge made to Mr. Waltbb Cbanb for this 
inspired suggestion for “T/ie WorWs Gon^ 

^^No. 14. “A Trying MomenV^ 
new song. Here is admirable Madame 
Eambs, admirably depicted, whom overy 
opera-goer and concert-frequenter will at 
once recognise. She is, like a good^ child, 
“seen, hut not heard,” while practismg a 

.nj-iin-w Lyaciv+.Q+.inof ii.r*^»nTnT)ani" 


vne V>'UlUUi-KJi\xvwJUA'>ix, — 

ladj, like Mariana in the moated grange 
has become “ a-weary, a-weary,” while sit 
ting to him for her portrait. She is an- 
noyed with him, and is surreptitiously 
sliiling off her chair. He should have 
called this sitter “ An Early Riser.” . 

No. 192. Lady playing “this little pig 
went to market ” with fingers of left hand. 
Cleverly “taken in the act” by Byam 
Shaw. ^ _ 

No. 88. Mrs. Mabianne Stokes shows 


song to the rather hesitating accompani- 
ment, on a harpsichord, played by a 
foreign cavalier, probably that^ eminent 
composer. Count Fobtnabab. It is a rtory 
(a Julian Stoby) with the moral, ^ PraC" 
tice makes perfect.” A “Story without 
words,” which tells its own tale. 

No. 129. “No more coughs, colds, or 
sneezings. Try our new waterproof cape !^ 
Traveller for above-mentioned invention is 
touring in the lake country, and saying 
cheerfully, “Me void! Here I am with 
my nice clean collar and wristbands, pot- 
hat in hand, and no nimhrella ! I ’m a ve-:^ 
dry subject for any artist, but here I will 
take my stand till he has finished mv pic- 
ture, as the more haste the less Speed 

will he able to do.” ^ -n -rr luti 

No. 163. Another by C. E. m ' 
He modestly calls it “TTie Signal. To 
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which those who like it can add the word 
"success,” and those who don’t can sub- 
stitute the opposite. It represents a girl 
holding a cigar-lighting lamp. Title, 
" AligM here ! ” Represented with a good 
deal of spirit, especially in the lamp. 

No. 151. " Jn a Glass BarJdy,*^ Mrs. 

Nora Hartley exhibits some lovely roses. 
They are indeed, as the sporting men say, 
"good pluck’d ’uns.” Mrs. Nora is herel&y 
Hart’ley consratulated 1 

No. 100. The Hon. John Collier depict 
a charming ingenue. 

<< Ob ! I am an inprcnoo ! 

Don’t I know a thing or two ! ” 

Song from “ The Dancing DamozeV' {hirlesqn^). 

No.^ 117. A gibbet on " Gallows Hill” 
Evidently painted by one of the " Hanging 
Committee.” It is attributed to Arthur 
Ryt^e. 

No,. 392. ^^TicUish” "Oh, dear!” 
muttered to herself the unhappy lady, 
" these flowers are tickling my ear and the 
back of my head, and I mayn’t stir, or 
Mr. Edwin A. Ward will be so angry!” 
Anrize A-Ward-ed. 

No. 306. We know that place; it is 
Sandwich. Just the very identical, with 
Dutch church and the marsh-land miasma 
rising, to which none of the Sandwich men 
will of course own. But they will be indeed 
proud of their own special moon, like a 
gigantic orange in the sky, as also of the 
solitarv cow in the meadow, with its back 
turned disdainfully to the above-mentioned 
fire-balloony moon, over which nothing^ on 
earth, or in sky, would inducjC' this particu- 
larly proud cow to jump. Yet the cow 
scorning the action, while below it, is 
“above it”! Arthur Ellis didit. May 
some public-snirited Sandwich Man give 
him “ FjI-Hs d” for his trouble. 

Some artists must be hungrv this year. 
Mr. Wetgall has got one Sandwich in the 
R. A., and Mr. Ellis another Sandwich 
here. Which takes the cake ? But they ’re 
so full of Sandwich they cannot require it. 

So, in the spirit of Touchstoneh rhymes : 
TTere ia fm end, with Pive One Three, 

Of the Rixnenny List of the TTew’Galler^^. 
Just half of the prioe of the Aradem^<j. 

THE CUE FOR KEW. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^We know that the 
high and mighty Authorities privileged to 
tax the down-trodden ratepayers are about 
to construct at enormous expense a new 
viaduct over the Thames in place of the 
present Alpine structure known as Kew 
Bridge, Permit me, as a constant riverain 
observer, to draw attention to the fact that 
this scheme is sheer waste of money, for 
at low water the volume of the stream^ is 
simply nil ; a child could walk across the ill- 
concealed bed. Some twenty cartloads of 
gravel and a ton or so of freestone would 
make an excellent and convenient cause- 
way of communication between Middlesex 
and Surrey. Indeedl, were instniotSons 
given to the several water companies to 
pump a few moi’e million gallons out of 
the river, there would be no necessity for 
either gravel or stone. Trusting that my 
suggestion may meet, through your es- 
teemed agency, the Official Eye, 

I am, Yours obediently, 

An Economist. 
Bucks and Brakes Villa, 

Sir and-on-the- Green. 

The Political Double Almond. — A 
Question of Philippines. 


'This wA,y Jo T«£ 

' -S J 








WmV'> ^ 















AT A COUNTRY FAIR. 

Mrs, Bloggs, “ You ’ll never get me to believe as them Delusions is real ! ” 


THE LADY SACCHARINE. 

[“ 15,000 copies of Professor Schenk’s hook have 
already been sold. In consequence of Ms theory 
that a sacoharine diet tends to the production of 
girls, Yiennese ladies now eschew sugar, and the 
demand for sweets has all hut disappeared.” 

Daily Taper.'\ 

Should they a marron glad see 
The ladies shudder tremblingly ; 

Ices they ban and sweets they flee, 

Nor is there sugar in their tea 
Where sugar once hath been. 

The cane no longer flaunts his pride. 

The vulgar beet hath drooped and died— 
“ The curse is come upon me,” cried 
The Lady Saccharine. 

Neglected lies the gay Bath-bun, 
Neglected the mixed biscuit. None 
Wifl look on wedding-cake. Not one 
Dare taste a chocolate — dll shun 
Meringues like things unclean. 


The change^ — ^how hath it come ? Whence 
flew 

This sudden holt from out the blue ? 
Whose was the ruthless hand that slew 
The Lady Saccharine ? 

Royal Commissioners ? Ah, no I 
No foreign bounty struck the blow, 

Nor the wild grief that ’gan to flow 
When it was found that faithless Jos 
Declined to intervene. 

It was Herr Schenk — but you have read 
What Herr Professor Schenk has said ? — 
So he the blood upon his head 
Of Lady Saccharine. 


I Mr. FortJiort (reading paper). Well, 

I here ’s bread up again a half-penny a loaf. 

I r don’t know what we shall do! 

I Mrs. Forth ori (suddenly inspired). Why, 
live on biscuits, of course !^ ; 

i [BoTTiestic economy immediately established. > 
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PRECAUTION. 


THE WAR. 

BEA.XrXT AND VALODa. 

ppRI^ESPOKDENT RIIN’S TTT'R’ 

gauntlet of the S, 

(^m ad^Mgrimis to the Daily Ckr(mide’-> 


tt A f . ' • '-'-''-is# I ivriv, 

Jjonac, A M SAYiTc' Tatm- 

Tam (graoely). “Eh, ^CB 'Sin'll Mohthfh’ ?> 

A ANCB had MA GlESS KNOOKir OWEE ! ” 

f « . 




' eHthusiaSn ’ ^ ^ response had lacked 

I ^ first to con- 

I Aoft^Ph^K' * 

iS4“i,a“K? 


raven tresses fell &hn.ni-h 
Then, kyinc SiL W ^®r,®fiapely feet, 
she flung her t “aiden y reserye, 
about mf nZk^n^i,, passionate coil 
out aboyeae ]’ that rang 
of longing mingled ® 

shouted, ®fie 

indifferent mmnSf 

tympanZ.®TS,^ “ ?y trembling 
tbeJhaCriag echT^^ 

whelm"^Sbice*”:nd“Ct“„^‘’“ 

upon the path of^uty ° A U ?®“'^®® 

set eyes on ttat H+kl' j • *®fi T ®TOr 
again? QuienmbeP^ ^®™ 

<^im®p^oSi,^^o^f « tfie 

‘""^''•^■“FbTSi4*rirah 


£te?^wL°°““® attack. 

he I ’fiXTZie/ 

r'*’'® badTof my" 

i7unSa?lLi 

idXTr.^ir®s 

POOD of’^i®fl$ *his hour, reclining on the 

SipiS sm ST “#-g^r^for® teneS 

eEdiiyT“S^ orchestras, 

D^dt roTi.T* ^^“®atal band of the 
NitioLfAnfhT®’ *fcharging the Britidi 
MaSld it astonished welkin, 

breakwaf^ a fluttering beyy along the 
readier, the bwt girls of a thousand 

their seL-blSHyM^^® “® cynosure of 
For myself, I am unaffected ; but I iov 
t biAd our lit 
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OoTTsm Jonathan. “ THESE LOOK VERT NICE ! WONDER IP THEY ’LL BE THE BETTER FOR KEEPING 
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PROCEEDINGS IN RE “THE MEDICINE 
MAN.” 

Last week a warrant was issued' against 
Messrs. H. D. Traill and Robert S. 
Hichens, described as of various occupa- 
tions in connection with general literary 
business, summoning them to appear at 
Mr. Punch’s Court of First-Tnstance-of- 
Their-Doing-It, to* answer the charge of 
conspiring together for the purpose of 
compelling Sir Henry Irving, lessee and 
manager of the Lyceum Theatre, by prac- 


by the best critics that if he had not acted 
as he had acted on the production of this 
— ^this — er — er — ^remarkable piece — yes, re- 
markable piece — the entire fabric would 
have collapsed on its first being brought 
out and placed before the search-li^t of 
Public Opinion. What was true of him- 
self was equally true of every member of 
his company. He could not exactly 
call to mind all the circumstances atten- 
dant upon his acceptance of this — thisi — 
er— quite remarkable drama. To the best 
I of his recollection and belief he had 






“Mind v. Matter”; on, Dr. Prospero Tregenna and the Burgee Caliban, 


tising on him certain hypnotic arts, to 
accept and produce a certain drama, 
written by them in five acts, entitled 
The Medicine Man, It is expected that 
several other charges will be brought 
against Messrs. Traill and Hichens, nota- 
bly by a certain Dr. Nikola^ mesmerist 
and hypnotist, and by Count Posco, who 
accuses them of having taken one of 
his chief characteristics, namely, his love 
for birds, and given it to Dr. Tregenna. 
Messrs. 'Traill and Hichens have not been 
seen since the first night of the piece, and 
up to the present moment have succeeded 
in evading arrest. The following evidence, 
however, was produced, fully justifying 
the course taken in the present proceed- 
ings:— 

Sir Henry Irving, who appeared to be 
suffering from considerable exhaustion, 
said that he had known the defendants for 
some time, and was on good terms with 
them, as he himed he was with every one. 
(Applause in Court.) They had no repu- 
tation as dramatists, and, on looking back, 
he could scarcely realise how he could 
ever have been induced to act as he had 
done. Though, by the way, he was assured 


sat late at night some months ago, with 
Messrs. Traill and Hiohbns, discussing 
the subject of — er — ^mesmerism generally, 
and of what could be done with it if 
properly treated — of course by Messrs. 
Traill and Hichens — ^in a drama at the 
Lyceum, where, as Mathias, in a very 
strong sort of hypnotic play called The 
Bells, he had achieved a great and im- 
doubted success. How long this discussion 
lasted he was unable to say ; nor could 
he distinctly remember either his dropping 
off to sleep or the departure of Messrs. 
Traill and Hiohens. On awaking from 
what he now felt morally convinced 
had been a hypnotic trance (^sensation in 
Court) — yes, he would emphatically repeat, 
a hypnotic trance (still greater sensation, 
and several ladies carried out fainting ) — 
he found on the table before him a con- 
tract signed by his own hand, in which 
he undertook to produce this hypnotic 
drama written by Messrs. Traill and 
Hichens. In conseq[uence of such promise | 
the drama in question, after considerable' 
personal toil and trouble, the authors ofl 
the work having had scarcely any practical 
experience of the stage and its require-) 


nwnts, had been produced. Ordinarily, 
Sir Henry continued, he considered him- 
self, and was generally considered, as 
“ uncommonly wide awake,” and hence his 
acceptance and production of this — er — ^re- 
markable drama, was only applicable to him- 
self and his countless friends and supporters 
among the public on the h: 5 ^notic hypothe- 
sis.^ (Applause.) He had no hesitation in 
saying that it seemed to him that, while 
under the hypnotic infiuenoe' of Messrs. 
Traill and Hichens, he had nO' conscious- 
ness of exercising an absolutely free will in 
the matter. “I believe,” wearily added 
Sir Henry, who had given his evidence 
with considerable reluctance, “that I did 
tell the public in my first-ni^t speech that 
this pi^ would run till July. When I 
said this I must still have been under the 
hypnotic influence aforesaid.” 

Mr. Bram Stohbr, acting manager at , 
the Lyceum, on being called, said he was 
the^ author of a mesmeric, hypnotical, dia- 
bolic kind of romance, entitled Dracula, 
and therefore knew all about hypnotism. 
Hypnotism in a hook was one thing; on 
the stage quite another. 

Mr. Bebrbohm Tree said, “ Friends, 
Romans, countrymen 1 ” He begged par- 
don ; he thou^t he was Antony* Yes, he 
had tried hypnotism at the Haymarket 
Theatre. At that moment he could not 
recall the name of the play or its author. 
From his own experience, he ahould cer- 
tainly be of opinion that his good friend 
ffir Henry, when accepting this play, must 
have been under hypnotic influence. While 
on tbe subiect, he might observe that there 
was a kind of hypnotism in Julius Ccesar 
at Her Majesty’s, and also a ghost, and 

if Did you say I could stand down ? 

Oh ! certainly. 

Mr. Punch? s Ovm Reporter said he had 
never seen Miss Ellen Terry appear to 
srreater advantage. She was wonderful! 
He emphatically said “appear,” because 
there was very little to* dO' that was worth 
doing, and little to say worth the saying-; 
but whatever it was, Miss Terry did it and 
said it inimitablv. Sir Henry was ad- 
mirable as Dr. Tregenna. Mr. Mackin- 
tosh w'as repulsively powerful as BUI 
Burge, being in as marked contrast to Miss 
Ellen Terry, as was Caliban to Miranda. 
Mr. Norman Forbes was perfect as the 
silly, simple, fussing parson ; and Mr. Ben 
Webster, most ingeniously made up, did 
his utmost to make something out of a 
very, very small part, as did also Miss 
Rose Leolbroq in what was, he supposed, 
intended by the authors to be the “liarht 
comedy” portion of the play. The plot 
of the play was weak and uninteresting. 
There was, here and there, a sharp line 
in it, hut as a whole the dialogue was 
commonplace. Did he think Sir Henry 
was hypnotised and going against his 
better judgment in the production ? Well, 
he was hound to say it did look uncom- 
monly like it; but be hoped the offenders 
would be leniently dealt with, and merely 
bound over to keep the piece' — ^that is, 
their next piece — ^to* themselves. He 
thought they might be' dismissed with a 
caution, or ordered to come up for judg- 
ment a few months hence, if called upon 
to do* so. 

Can I suggest any improvement? Yes, 
it is this: — cut out all the dialogue and 
the non-essential characters; then repro- 
duce it, set to Music, as a Play without 
words, the story being told in pantomimic 
action, after the manner of Z’Enfani j 
Prodigue. I 


lii^ 














Waiter, “Did yod Hing, Sie?” 





Traveller (as a gentle hM to previoios arrival). Another Fire^ Waitee 


IN THE OLD-FASHIONED GARDEN OF MAY. 

Fiest breath of Summer I welcome glad 1 
With rosy apple-blossom clad. 

And white-thorn in its bride’s array 
That promises the flowers of May, 

And lilaos breakiiig into bloom, 

With long lithe sprays of golden broom, 
With chestnut boughs, whose dainty green 
But faintly hide the buds foreseen, 

And gilly-flowers yellow-brown 
That daisies red and white will crown, 

To show the sun-kissed primrose race 
That rivals live to join their grace I 
And violets with scented chime 
Ring out their scent with lemon-thyme, 
While sparrows multiply and ease 
Their appetite among my peas 
Just bursting from the mother-ground. 
Albeit, when I look around, 

I can’t be angry — ^’tis their way 1 
Our Spring time is but sparrows’ play. 

Wanted! — “For the Imperial Insti- 
tute!” “4,000 New Fellows!” The 
Newer the better! Advice: If every Fel- 
low who meets any other fellow says to 
him, “ You ’re a Fellow,” to which the re- 
tort courteous must be, “ You ’re another,” 
then evidently one new Fellow is there 
and then created on the spot. Perhaps, 
as my dear old idiotic friend, Lord Bun- 
drearyt of the Sothem States, was wont 
to observe, “This is a sort of thing that 
no fellow can understand.” But if the 
Imperial Institute Fellow takes the new- 
made Fellow’s subscription and gives him 
a receipt, then in this case le jeu est fait, 
and the Fellow, who but a moment ago was 
only a simple fellow, will then be enlisted 
as an Imperially Instituted Fellow 

L b. D. Hbnet de Hanwell, 

1 of Earlswood. 


Shakspeare on Sarah B. and her 
, Imitators. 

Miss Dash, the distinguished amateur, 
undertook the r6le of La Tosca, in which 
Mme. Sara BERimARDT made so great a 
success, but there were in it 




H.. iu .i S Ha M 






Notes of Sally.” 

Troilm md (Jrm%da, Act Y., Sc. 3. 

SUOGISTION FOB A NbW NaTAL SoHOOL. 
— Sir, — ^We hare the “Blue-Coat Boys”; 
why not a lower school for younger (maps, 
who would be the “ Blue- Jacket Boys ” P 
Youiw, ' Middy MoKiddt. 


TO A FAIR LINGUIST. 

[*<A recent visitor to Billingsgate, who had 
worked there when a boy, was astonished at the 
comparative absence of bad language he noticed 
now.” — St. Jmms^s Gazette.'] 

Oh ! fisher maiden, who of old 

In accents of a vulgar scold 
Vociferated, 

Even to you can culture reach 

Since now we find your parts of speech 
Are expurgated. 

Is it that your once uncouth mind 

By modern progress grows refined 
(Or only duller) ? 

And can you show a soul less black, 

To compensate us for your lack 
Of local colour? 

Alas 1 in this degenerate age 

Where should we find the average 
If once we struck it ? 

When Billingsgate ’s a frost and sham. 

While ladies sometimes now say — dash, 
And bishops “ chuck it.” 

Why not? — There is a “Worshipful 
Company of Wyre Drawers,” of which a 
Bishop (Mr. James “of that ilk”) is 
Master. Surely somei well-known Parlia- 
mentary agent might start “The Worship- 
ful Company of Wire-pullers,” and himself 
(no name mentioned at present) become 
the first chairman. 

May 7. “ Lord Rosebery bom.” This 
should be observed as the real “ Primrose 
Bay,” 

Notb from Dabby Jones. — On the week 
always back the strong. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from; the Diary op Toby, M.P, 

House of Commons j Monday, May 2. — 
It all very well for Macdona to get it 
put in the papers that his trip to China 
is undertaken for party and patriotic pur- 
poses. The Markiss, cavillers say, has not 
made so much out of dismembered China 
as might have been expected from George 
Ctjrzon’s colleague. The Empire is there- 
by the poorer, and the Unionist Party 
suffer, Rotherhithe to the rescue I 
Macdona, representing a private syndi- 
cate, will go out and see whether Germany 
and Russia combined can withstand 
Rotherhithe, 


^ days succeeding, coming early or com- 
ing late, he found his own familiar berth 
occupied. To-night hailed the Speaker 
from moorings at further end of bench 
below gangway. ^ House, discovering his 
plight, roared with laughter and cheers. 
But what’s fun to them is death to the 
simple-natured, warm-hearted old Salt, 
who had grown affectionately attached to 
his quarters. 

Heaven is just, and the Cap’en has not 
been soHtary in his sorrow. Macdona, 
spectator of it, suffered at least as much. 
Couldn’t sleep o’ nights ; lost his appetite ; 
finely resolved to liee the eoxmtry. Try 
China; combine business with penitence. 
This the true inwardness of his disappear- 


1 labours,” All very weU for young things 
i like Lord Chancellor to make light of 
superhuman effort. But we must take 
care of the Markiss. 

There is the staff, too, to be considered. 
No one whO' hasn’t been Black Rod can 
imagine how wearing it is to mind and 
body solemnly to put on a sword-girt 
ancient uniform preparatory to attending 
in state a sitting of one branch of the High 
Court of Parliament, and five mmutes later 
to be slipping out of it into a suit of dittos. 
It is the same in degree with all the 
officials of an underpaid, overworked staff, 
who too seldom receive mark of the public 
sympathy, which nevertheless unobtrusively 
abides with them. 



OUSTING THE MAILED FIST! 

A new {and ratJier danger<Ms) game for r^ectdble middle-aged and, elderly gentlemen, — It requires no sense ofhv/m/mr. 


That’s Macdona’s version, and Whip 
Walrond, moving to-day that he be dis- 
charged (as from a torpedo) from service 
on the Petroleum Committee, loyally 
backed him up. Sark knows better. 
Remorse, not unaccompanied by fear, 
accounts for Macdona’s flight". Just after 
Members came back from holiday, Cap’en 
Tommy Bowles, making for his moorings 
astern the Treasury Bench, found them 
occupied by another craft. Macdona, 
dropping down a tide ahead of Tommy, 
had secured the berth. The Cap’en natu- 
rally thought it was all a mistake, that 
Macdona would sheer off as soon as he 
hove in sight. Not a bit of it. The 
n4.p’EN, affecting to regard the matter in 
light of joke, winked his weather eye, and 
playfully poked J^Iaodona in the ribs with 
his mailed fist. Macdona threatened to 
report him to the Harbour-master if he 
didn’t keep clear. The Cap’en, almost 
dazed by this audacity, paid out his cable 
and cruised about below the gangway, 
feeling more like a derelict than he had 
done since he was launched. 

Turned out to be an organised plot. 


ance from Parliamentary scene. At least, 
so Sark says. 

Business done , — ^In Committee on Irish 
Local Government Bill. ^ * 

House of Lords, Tuesday . — ^After brief 
recess their lordships once more buckled-to 
their exhaustive labours. Yesterday, four 
minutes after public business had com- 
menced^ the Marktss moved the adjourn- 
ment. No one said him nay. Lord Chan- 
cellor, putting question, declared “the 
contents have it’^; rose from "Woolsack, 
stepped in solemn state adown the hushed 
floor, past the humbled bar, so out into 
startled space. 

To-day, growing more reckless, the 
House sat for full five minutes. Where 
is this going to stop ? Hope there will be 
no iU-oonsidered disposition to rush the 
Markiss into another breakdown. In 
blooming health after his holiday. Always 
ready to sacrifice hhnself. If the House 
will go on prolonging its sittings, be sure 
no murmur will come from the Markiss’s 
lips. That consideration makes it more 
incumbent upon the peers not to reck- 
lessly extend his “ sufficiently onerous 


Business done . — In House of Lords, 
Lord Chancellor took his seat on Wool- 
sack at 4.15. Prayers over by 4.20. Ten 
minutes for private conversation. At 
4.30, Clerk at table mumbles something 
over sheet of foolscap. Lord Chancellor 
says in a breath, “ Question-is-that-this- 
Bill - be-read-a-third-time-those-of-that-opi- 
nion-say-content-the-contrary-not-content- 
I-tbjnk-ihe-contents-have-it .” 

Here the Markiss observes, “I beg to 
move that this House do now adjourn.” 

Lord Chancellor responds : “ Question- 
ijs-that-this-House-do-now-adjourn-those-of- 
that -opinion-say-content-the-contrary-not- 
content-I-think-the^contents-have-it.” 

4.35. — ^Noble lords go home Rowing with 
consciousness of havmg done the State 
some service. Lord Chancellor thinks 
of applying for increase of salary. This 
sort of thing can’t be done four days a 
week throu^ an aggregate of twenty 
weeks in a year for d04,OOO, even plus 
£6,000 for what fellows in the House of 
Commons indecently allude to as his dual 
office of Lord Chancellor. 

House of Commons, Thursday , — Irish 
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Local Government Bill threatens to stick 
in the mud. Landlord section of Irish Mem- 
bers show disposition to pocket their bribe 
and go quietly away. The Nationahsts 
equahy ready to pouch their share of the 
plunder; but they won't go quietly away. 
Tim Heady largely responsible for expan- 
sion of talk. If in course ot night's sitting 
he speaks what will make two columns' 
report in Irish papers, it will never do for 
John Dillon to have only a column and 
three-quarters. That put right, other 
Members insist on getting their share. 
Sark says if Brother Gerald could only 
manage to cut the cables that connect the 
sister islands his Bdl would be through 
Committee in a week. 

Amidst clamour of incessant talk, Daly 
suddenly hashes luminous forefinger on 
fatal flaw in Bill. Sub-section of clause 13 
empowers Lord Chancellor to remove 
from office any county coroner whom he 
may regard as incapacitated for duty. 
“ Sir," said Mr. Daly, fixing the faltering 
Chairman with flami-ng eye, “ I remember 
a few years ago there was" much unplea- 
santness about removable magistrates. 
Now, Mr. Lowtheb, I don't want to see' 
the county coroner made a removable 
fixture." 

Co-mmittee roared with laughter. Daly 
regarded their flippancy with puzzled, yet 
haughty, stare. All very well for them to 
lau^. Laughter no argument. Let them, 
rather, set about to cut out from the heart 
of the Bill this cankering worm. Through 
the saddening century Ireland has suffered 
much at the hands of the Saxon. To have 
her county coroners made removable fix- 
tures may prove the last straw that will 
open the door to insert the w;edge of 
anarchy. 

Bminess done , — Still in Committee on 
the Local Government BiU. 

FHday. — S^k sometimes a little reck- 
less in his desire to give information. Just 
now ^wing round the House an Ameri- 
can citizen. “ Who are these ? " asked the 
stranger, glancing at a group of waiters 
standing by the dining-room. 

“Those?" said Sark, looking at the 
seedy black coats, the frayed shirt-fronts. 


the not quite apeckless napkins, and the 
well-oiled hair. “Ah I those are ex- 
Members." 

Business done. — Debate on Cecil 
Rhodes and all his works. 


EASTWARD HOCHl 
Dear Mr. Punch, — I read in the daily 
papers that France is urging the Celestial 
Cow at Pekin to consent to be milked to 
the extent of thousands of square miles ot 
territory, and that Germany, with a view 
of checkmating both England and Russia, 
is supporting her Gallic neighbour's pre- 
tension. Very likely, but not wholly with 
that object if my Rontgen Ray perception 
be of any account. Let me explain why ? 
The population of France, unlike that of 
every other country, decreases year by 
year. No one knows this better than an 
Imperial Personage always on the Spree. 
He has said to himself, “ Hum ! hum ! ha ! 
ha ! in a few years there will not be enough 
citizens to people France itself. Good, 
wonder-bright idea ! Let us encourage 
them, meantime, to plant the Tricolour 
in all the remotest parts of the earth, and 
drain the Patrie of its fighting sons. 
When the European smash comes, what 
will the decimated Gauls do when opposed 
to the million-maled fists of the Teutonic 
Michaels? What, indeed? Encourage 
French colonisation? Certainly, certainly, 
i-nd once more, certainly! Hoch! hoch! 
lioch ! " An excellent prophetic cartoon 
would be the Hamburgh War-hen sitting 
on the Cochin China egg. 

Your obedient servant, 

Horatio Hawkeys. 
Diplomatic Cluhy W. 

^ Turf Qutery. — ^When the legal autho- 
ritijs shall have finally decided what is a 
place within the meaning of “^e Act, will 
they make illegal all “ place betting ? ” 

The real Hook of Holland waiting 
FOR A Great Catch.— Young Queen Wil- 

HELMINA. 


A SONG OF SPRING-CLEANING. 

{By a Perturbed Poet.) 

Now will I sing 
A song fraught with meaning, 
'Tis of the Spring, 

The horrid Spring-cleaning. 
Annual pest 

Which drives me demented. 

Ghost of a jest 
Some ma^^man invented ; 

Like to the wit 
Of practical joking, 

No fun in it, 

But simply provoking. 

Nothing at hand — 

Pens, pencils and papers. 

Will at command 
Cut curious capers. 

Inkstand is found 
In coalscuttle hiding, 

Pens on the ground 
^Neath carpet abiding, 

Books anywhere 
But in their own places, 

Papers Well, there, 

They 've gone I Left no traces. 

Rooms inside out, 

One and then t'other; 

Servants about. 

Bustle and bother. 

Vainly I try 
To make an effacement. 

Hunted am I 
From garret to basement. 

Pail, brush and mop 
Are placed on the staircase, 

On me they drop, 

Yet mine is no rare case. 

Oceans of dust 
Ev’ry side rising. 

Truly I must 
Own 'tis surprising. 

Whence did it com© 

Such great profusion 1 
Spoiling my home. 

Causing confusion? 

Varnish and soap 
Hopelessly blending, 

Signs, let me hope. 

This Spring-clean is ending. 


OPERA SEASON. WAGNER'S CIRCUS APPEARS IN COVENX GARDEN. 



The Opera Season has oommenoed. 
Wagner much to the front, at all events, 
for the opening of the programme. 
Lohengrin heads the list with Madame 
Emjia Eames, Edouard de Reszke, and 
“Sig. Mancinelli" as ‘^omnibus con- 
ductor.” 


Madame Bauermbister is “ always with 
us,” and long may it be ere her well- 
known n^e IS “gone from our gaze,” as 
the poetic traveller observed when pre- 
benting his tourist ticket to the collector. 
For tHs Wednesday, Wagner's Die WaU 
Mre is announced, under the orchestra 


directorship of Herr Herman Zumpb. 
“Zampa*^ we know, but “Zumpe's” ac- 
quaintance we have yet to make. Success 
to the season, of which, the warbling Wag- 
ner is tO' be the feature. 

N.B.— ^l-n-l M-pl-s-n please copy. 
Old Musical Campaigner 1 Forwards 1 
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A DUBIOUS COMPLIMENT. 


Dauber . “Now this is the Pictuee I want you to see. It is 

CONSIDERED MY GREATEST PRODUCTION. AnD, MIND YOU, I COULD 
ONLY GET ABOUT A MONTH FOR IT BEFORE SeNDING-IN DAY.” 

Fair American . “Really, now? Well, I guess you ought to 
have got Six Months at least for a Picture like that ! ” 


OUR BOOKING-OPRICE. 

Lady Jizebel (0. Arthub PsARSOif, Ltd.) is a story “witE a 
veDgeance 1 ” How tins vengeance is worked out, how retribution 
falls on the wicked, and how the good are rewarded, will be 
ascertained by the numerous readers to whom this weird sen- 
sational story win appeal, aud to whom the Baron confidently 
recommends it. There is in the heroine a touch of Mrs. SJceurton, 
mother-in-law of Mr. Dombey, with a dash of Miss Havisham in 
Great FJx^pectations ; while, in the plot itself, there is just a remi- 
niscence of Wilkie OoLLms’s Moonstone. All the same, it is none 
the worse for this flavouring, probably accidental. Dr. Harry 
Durh is tbe hero, and the tra^c scenes take place in the house of 
his aunt, which, as tiie reader will already have guessed, is a 
’aunted ’ouse. 

My Baronite suspects that Mars (Hutchinson) would never 
have been written if S. Darling Barker had not read The 
Heavenly Twins. The skittish, reckless, warm-hearted, well- 
meaning girl, of surpassing grace and beauty, is a difficult type 
to mould. It does not find its highest exemplification in Mars, 
whilst the efiort at smartness in conversation, rarely rising above 
slang, is repellant. One good thing in the book is the scene 
where Mars meets the unrecognised destroyer of her father’s life, 
and, all unconsciously, wins bi-m to the decision to make retribu- 
tion. That has promise in it. 

The Fen and Inh Sketches made during a -P. and 0. Yoyagelyy 
Mr. Harry Purntss, published at Effingham House, Strand, 
contain some of this artist’s best work from his sharp-pointed 
pencil. Ladies shown as “dressing under difficulties” is excel- 
lent, of course as an effort of imagination, as how could a gentleman 
artist be admitted to the mysteries of a lady’s cabin, even during 
the most eccentric conduct of the roug^iest and rudest sea 
without at least getting a considerable “dressing” himself? But 
at the illustration facing p. 100 has not Mr. Furniss slily shown 
us “how it’s done,” by representing a little black-and-wnite chap 
looking in at the port-hole of a lady’s cabin ? Perhaps. 

In A Bum Through “ The Nibdumg^s Bing^^ Mr. Phhjp Leslie 
Agnbw (Bradbury, Agnew & Oo.) gives us the clue to the 
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Wagnerian maze of Das Bheingold, Die Walhiore, Siegfried, and 
GbUtrddmm&rung. To present a clear and concise summary of the 
“ plot ’’ is a task that would have taxed the powers of the keenest 
judge in summing-up, for the benefit of the jury, the case of 
The Bhine Maidens Go. v. Wotan and Others, in which so many 
interests of various parties to the suit are essentially involved. 
This task, which might have been the thirteenth labour of Her- 
cules, Philip Agnew has triumphantly effected, and i£ a 
conyerti^e to Wagner wishes to become a master Cyclist (Wag- 
nerian, not Bikeiian), he cannot do better than study tbiH book, 
and so to master the master, and thoroughly appreciate the 
operatic story of this golden legend of the Bhine and the Bhino. 
Uiat Wagner was well up in nursery lore, and had more than 
once seen a good old-fashioned English pantomime, when demons, 
dwarfs, fairies, monsters, and big-headed people occupied the 
stage, is, chez nous, a deep-seated conviction. What is one of the 
principal situations in the opening but an adaptation of an incident 
occurriDg in that truly sensational story. Fuss in Boots? 
This book appears just at the right moment, when the 
Wagnerian operatic season has commenced. To every opera- 
goer this brochure of Mr. Phil Agnew s — ^who should now write 
himself down as Mr. Phil-Harmonio Agnew — ^will be as inte- 
resting as it is instructive ; while to the pleasure felt by all 
genuine Wagnerian “Cyclists” it will give a most welcome 
“fillip.” The Baron de B.-W. 

ACADEMICAL DIALOHUE. 

Mr. Know-Little, Junior. I say, what does “ Cancellarius ” 
mean at the Dniversity ? 

Well-instructed Senior. Let me see, wasn’t there a dance called 
the Celarius ? 

Mr.K.-L., Jumior. No, it’s not a dance. It’s a man. It’s 
some University swell. 

Well-imtructed Senior. Oh, then — I see — it’s derived from the 
verb “ to cancel.” He is tihe diap who looks after the votes of 
the Senate and the University papers generally, and cancels any- 
thing he doesn’t like. 

Mr. K-L., Junior. Oh, tbauk you so much ! [Esxieunt severally, 

“ Oh, did you ne'er Hear of a Gallant Young Waterman ? ” — 
The amateur champion of the sculls, yclept Guy NiOKArr^s, is to 
be rewarded with Gold ! At least, the union of the above- 
mentioned hero with Miss Goid is announced. Fancy com- 
mencing married life with a Golden Wedding ! Excellent omen. 

Appropriate.— In The Golden Legend, recently given at the 
Albeit Hall, the part of Lucifer was given to Mr, Black. But 
he was, observed a critic,/* somewhat disappointing.” Evidently 
Lucifer is not Black, or not so black as he has been painted. 



“GrAN’pA, can I HAVE A SHILLING, PLEASE?” 
‘*What d’you want a|Shilling*forJ ” 

“To CHANGE INTO PENNIES TO SAVE UP WIV.” 


VOL. CXIV. 


X 




A CASE FOR CLEMENCY. 

Field-Marshal Punch {addressiQig Lord Lansdomu, while mdicating Mr, Q-e-l Rh-d-s). my Lord, they 've reinstated hih, 

HOW ABOUT Willoughby and the others ? ” 
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SPOETIYE SONGS. 

A Lover i head of a Firm celelrated for its jpar- 
timla^r wares^ having leen ertireoded ly his 
Mistress to change his plebeian names and 
abandon Imsiness^ answers in no amenable 
strain, 

I QTJiTB reanember all you said, 

Your letters o’er and o’er I ’ve read, 
And hope you won’t deem me ill-bred, 

If I resent your tone, lovel 
My father made his “ pile ” with glue, 
The ** Hold-me-tight,” invention new, 
That caught the many, not the few, 

In fact, it stood alone, love 1 

This compound gained a world-wide fame, 
And still to-day it is the same — 

I write without a spark of shame, 

For it cannot be beaten! 

The PubKo was not slow to see 
That “ Hold-me-tight ” a gem must be ; 
And it brought in the £ s. d. 

On which I went to Eton. 

All opposite to humble me, 

You claim a long-time pedigree 
From ancestors who crossed the sea 
On Welsh or Scottish borders 
As henchmen, Frenchmen, train de luxe 
Of brutal barons, Norman dukes. 
Those I should style successful flukes ” 
Who scored amid marauders! 

You do not look with scornful eye 
On Yankee heiresses, who try 
In Btjrkb, Dbbrett or Lodge to buy 
What ’s coarsely called a handle 1 
Yet their “ Pap-aws,” on dollars bent, 
Ne’er scrupled how each dime or cent 
Was day by day begged, stolen, lent — 
Their game was worth the candle! 

Now my “ Pap-aw,” with instinct true. 
Put all his early pence in glue. 

And so you hint you ’ll say adieu 
If I don’t cut the shop,” love 1 
His name was Pawkins, so is mine. 

An appellation not divine. 

You “hold me tight,” as you opine. 

But with the shop I^ll stop, love! 


AT THE SERVICE OF THE SERVICE. 

{A Forecast of the Future,) 

Scene — A lecture-chamber at a military college, 
‘heoiViXQr discovered behind a table. Students 
taking notes, 

Lectmer, I have now shown you a colonel 
and a major. I will disappear for a few 
seconds, and then appear as a captain, 

[Dives under his table. 
First Student, What ’s the lecture about? 
I got in too late for the begiuniTig.^ ^ 

Second Student, It ’s on ‘‘ the Militia.” 
Lecturer {emerging from his table in fresh 
regimentals). Now, my men, you must re- 
gard me as your friend as weE as your 
commander. I am responsible for your 
well-being. {Applause, amidst which the 
Lecturer resumes Ms ordinary clothing,) 
And now, gentlemen, it is unnecessary to 
give you a sketch of a subaltern, as that 
genus of the army ojBflcer must be known 
to all of you. And before I go I would be 
glad to answer any questions. 

^ First Student, Thank you, sir. May I 
ask why you have been giving this inte- 
resting entertainment ? 

Lecturer, Certainly. To show you, gentle- 



men, your duty in the Militia. You will 
he expected to play many parts. 

First Student, But surely not simuL 
taneously? 

Lecturer, Why, certainly. The old con- 
stitutional force is so undermanned in the 
commissioned ranks, that if the youngest 
suhaltem of a battalion cannot do equally 
well for colonel, major, and captain, the 
chances are that — ^well, I would be sorry to 
answer for the consequences. And now, 
genllemen, we will consider how a ballot 
for soldiering can be established ^thout 
seriously affecting the cherished rights of 
the civilian. 

{Seem closes in upon an unsuccessful attempt 
to solve the problem. 


COMPONENT PAETS. 

[Professor Schenk holds the theory that a sac- 
charine diet tends to the production of girls.] 

Professor Schen-k, though haply true, 
Mos;t certainly it is not new, 

- ' Tour theory — I’m afraid; 

Nursery traditions long ago 
Said -’tis of sug^ (don’t you know ?) 
That little girls are made. 

Then to produce the sterner sex 
Why with recondite science vex 
Ymen nursery lore avails ? 

Because it clearly would suffice 
To take, instead of ** aU, things nice,” 

A course of * snips aha snails.” 
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LET’S HOPE SO. 

Age^ (going round item vMh grumhling Tenant). “Comb, Smithebs, tott ’ve a capital Pibld op "Wheat thebe— and that ’s 

■WOETH MONEY NOWADAYS. 

^ ™ SAETAIN sure THEY ’LL STOP FeIGHTINS APOEE THAT ’s BEADY POE 

MAEKET. The Merricans allers TffE jRuiNATioJir OE WE Farsters I ” 


COME INTO THE COYENT GARDEN, MAUD ! 

Opesutg night pi the Common or Qeiden Opera and of a "Wag- 
nerian season ■with Lohengrin in Qerman-cnm-ohoro-Italiano. 
Bravo “clioro”! Yeiygood. AJl old friends ; aMe-l)odiedEDOTJAKD 
DE Eeszkb ; a genuine Yait Dtok ; Madame Emma Eatvtrvs sing- 
ing clianningly, but so puzzled as to wliat to do dramatically with 
Elsa as to suggest re-naming herself as Dil-EMMA Eames. 
MABTia Bbema was the tragic female bore Ortrud; Mr. Dictionary 
Tjempeiebe Peinglb the JBEerald, or Heerrufer, and a new- 
comer, Herr Eeinhals, as TelTaTfiund, The last-named singer 
might be regarded by persons more fatniliar with sporting than 
operatic matters as something to do with “ Captain Coe’s Ein-als,” 
but that is not so. Herr PEiNHAiiS in Us finals, meaning his 
came out strong. The Herr having come to stop, 
we shaU not require a change of Herr for some time. Signor the 
Merry MANOiNELiir, removed from his conductor’s perch in front 
of stage, now occupies a back seat whence he can coTnmaTid his 
musical army with greater ease. He is monarch of aU he surveys, 
!&s nght there is none to dispute. His bton the drummer obeys 
^d so do the strings and tbe flute. Which is rhyme. Eoyalty m 
full H.B.H. patronising comer seat in omnibus, which 

VM f^ mmde, all right,” everybody making room for each 
Other With utmost courtesy, remembering the golden rule, “Th- 
ovnnwus caTitas ! ’ dood commencement. 

Tuesday.— Lr^e^wR'^, M. Samza, and a new JuHOk, Miss 
StrzAOTB Adams, ^ both nice, but not strikingly remarkable for 
anythmg m particular. M. PnAivgoN was admirable as the 
dmggist, Frlre Lament. Miss Baxjermeister was the youthful 
old nurse, who is neither SHi.KSPBARE’s old family servant, nor 
a soubrette. Eirst appearance of Miss Eanohon Thompson, 
TOose dehghtful song as Stephana went for very little, but we 
hopes. Qui vivra verm,” as the Page sings. 

Wednesday . Weirdy WagnSry Walkilre night. Not quite so 



crowded as might have been expected by worshipping Wag- 
nerians. No doubt as to treble-excellence of performance. Herr 
Yan Boot as Wotanl Wot an ai&tl And Miss Martb 
Bebma as BrimnUlde in this cast 
name at Oovent Q-arden when ^ 

“ Herr ”) and pre% Erau OziUK were the “Heavenly xwmis, 
Siegmund and Sieglinde. ‘ ‘ Peter ” Pringle good, as, indeed, were 
tiiey aU, There are five English “ Misses” in the oast, and yet 
it was a hit ! Herr Herman Zttmpb made his first appearance 
as conductor, and showed himself quite an fUt at leading the way 
through Wagnerianjwagaries. What a liberal linguistic education 
does the opera offer to us now-a-days I German one night, Erench 
another, and occasionally Italian ! While the chorus, true to 
^eh ancient — some very ancient-— traditions, stick to their loved 
Itahano in Oovento Gardenio. Couldn’t we have Figaro in 
Spanwh, Peter the Czar in Eussian, Aida in Egyptian, Falstaffm 
English, &c. P 

Thursday.’— Qrawdied house for popular Faust. H.E.H. in 
omnibus, comer seat. Bonnard first-rafce substitute for suddenly 
indisposed Yan Dyoh. Emmie Eames ch a rming lAarguerite. 
Costume artistic aud comparatively unconventional* Sung in 
French, N.B. — Covent Garden no longer Eoyal Italim Opera. 
No Italians need apply. On a changS tout cela. 

• — Eyer-popularObmen. Splendid performance. Sadtcza 

just the recruit to suit Don Jose, and Z: 6 lib de Ldssan’s ( 7 cer- 
n^n is weU known to all as “ one of the best,” if not, just now, 

. Suzanne Adams, out Black-Eyed Susan, not so 
hnUiant as might haye been expected as thb gentle MiehoMa. 

^^TorSador Gontento ” in French sung by M. Albers 
^ th spirit. As there had been a Drawing Eoom, ladies came in 
their diamonds, and there was quite a “Tiara Boom the 
X ** Eoyalties,” except for the owners of the opera, who 

take their “ royalties ” in cash. Good-night. .. ^ 
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ADYEETISEMENTS EOE THE UNWARY. 

O NE WHO HATES USUEY desires to employ a few spare 
thLOUsands lying idle at his bankers, in a manner nseful to 
his feUow-oreatnres, He demands no seourify, and does not ask 
for interest. AIL he'^reqnires is an application, with the name 
and address of the ^would-be recipient. Apply to EAixjdLb'uii, 
Post Office, Slowborongh. N.B. The covers for Response must he 
stamped. 

A MILLIONAIEE of ECOENTEIO TASTES, desirons of 
distributing some of his wealth in worthj and unworthy 
channels, takes this opportunity of placing his immense fortune 
at the absolute disposal of the human race. He scorns the 
suggestion of security or interest. A stamped (unused)^ news- 
paper wrapper must, however, accompany the appHcation. 
Address, Orcbstjs, Post Office, Bethnal Green. 

T O THOSE IN TEMPORARY NEED OF PECUNIARY 
ASSISTANCE. — The advertiser, a gentleman of enormous 
wealth, who has recently built at his own expense a cathedral for 
Central America, is ready at a moment’s notice, after necessary 
scrutiny and precaution, to advance from £5 to £50,000 to suit- 
able borrowers. That the latter may not be under any obligation, 
he charges 60 per cent. Address, Solor., BasinghalL Street. 

T O THOSE ON THE YERGE OF RUIN, an elderly 
ecclesiastic addresses a sympathetic note. He is prepared on 
any reasonable security— jposif ohitSy leases, reversions, ancestral 
lace, alienable heirlooms, and any other security recommended 
by his solicitors — ^to advance a sum that may drive the wolf away 
from the door, and restore prosperity to those sadly ia need of 
the world’s wealth. He would, of course, require a bill of sale 
upon the borrower’s furniture, and the usual prelimiTiary expenses. 
Payments by instalments must be prompt, to ward off harshness. 
As the aged ecclesiastic is largely engaged in other benevolent 
work, his interest by scoffers may be considered slightly ‘‘stiff.” 
Terms, 20 per cent, per month. — ^Address, Kindness, care of 
Broker, Oursitor Street. 

A PERFECT GENTLEMAN, who thoroughly appreciates the 
aims of Sir Georoe Le^s to put down that hateful pest, 
the professional money-lender, is ready, at a moment’s notice, to 
advance cash to any amount to approved recipients. Forms of 
application and conditions furnished on the receipt of a nominal 
fee. Investigations conducted on the most economical principles. 
References allowed to local County Court Jud^, and other experts. 
— Address, in first instance, to J. P., Poste Restante, Boulogne- 
sur-Mer. 

4 i ATO REFERENCE, NO INTEREST, NO SECURITY.” 

IM —This has been the motto of the advertiser for many 
years. The advertiser, himself a solicitor, conducts his business 
for the alleviation of the wants of the needy, on the most economi- 
cal principles. All he requires is a slight mortgage or something 
of &at sort. His rate of remuneration is so absurdly smalL — 
something like a shining in the pound per month— that he prefers 
payments in advance. Those who come to him once never go to 
any other. Country clergymen, retired officers of the army, 
widows and orphans preferred. Address, “Anti- Cupidity,” 
The Retreat, Spiderbury-on-the-Fly. 

4 6 rpHE SQUIRE’S LAST SHILLING” can often be re- 
X tained for the owner’s use by early application for 
pecuniary assistance. The advertisers, a syndicate who have 
recently realised a large sum of money by operations at New- 
market, Capel Court, and Monte Carlo, are prepared to advance 
ready cash on terms favourable to lender and borrower.^ First 
come first served. Send proposal with suggested secunty and 
interest, and a shilling’s-worth of postage stamps. Silence a 
respectful negative. Address, The millionaire Ajdvance and 
Deposit Bank, 5e Etage, Rue de Jeremie Diddler, Brussels. 

A FRIEND IN NEED,' who has just returned from a virit 
to one of the most respected governors of H.M. Convict 
Service, is prepared to resume his consultations with those in 
difficulties. Special terms for minors and ladies living apart from 
their husbands. The Old Address — ^until further legislation. 

American News. — The despatch from Admiral Dewey arrived 
at last, so he is now to be known as Admiral Over-DEVTRT. 



STRANGE ATTIRE.” 

“Nurse ! Nurse ! Bobby ’s out of Bed, and running about 
IN his Bananas ! 


THE TRUE HISTORY OF OTHELLO AND DESDEMONA. 

[‘‘Signor Cesarb Augusto Lbvi, Keeper of the Torallo Museum at Yenice, 
has discoTered an old manuscript which proves that Dbsdemona was not 
‘ averse to receiving the attentions of other men,’ and that although Othello 
‘ us“d her roughly,’ she survived him for several years.” — J)<xM/y 

Come here, and I ’ll tell you a story. ’Tis all about a fellow 
YTho wed an I-talian lady, and his name it was Otetollo. 

Black as a ohiTnney-sweeper he was, while she was so young and 
fair, 

YT^ith large and beautiful dark blue eyes, and lovely long golden 
ha^’ r. 

She live I with her parents in Yenice, Desdemona was her name^; 

I To marry her to a blackamoor was, I think, ‘‘ a great big shame.” 
However, they went and did it, though she tned to kick, and 
she cried, 

No good, for the poor young woman was forced to become his 
bride. 

She hadn ’t been very long married, as I have no doubt you can 

Than she fairly sickened of Blackie, and matters got mto a mess. 
The play by the late Mr. Shakspeare sends Blackie clean off 

his head ; - i • -u j 

He smothers his wife with a pillow while she is asleep m bed. 

I own it’s dramatic and proper, as seen from his point of view ; 
But just as a matter of hist’ry, it isn’t precisely true. ^ 

At least, so aseerts Mr. Levi, who ought to be “ in the know,’ 

Or surely he would not have written thus giving away the show. 
These blacks aren’t too sweet in their tempers whenever they 
feel a bit riled. , . , , , . ^ 

I guess he waUopped her finely for conduct which drove him wild ; 
But as for his trying to kill her, as Shakspeare declares he did, 
That’s all a poetical Hcense, in simple vernacular, “kid.” 

YYhen coming to think it over, you cannot but pity the Black, 
YTio knew his bride was “ carrying on” with a lot behind hie 

back ! X • j t j. »> 

We want to see Desdemona appear “ act six and last. 

As Oassio’s wifSj — ^poor fellow ! — “ with a ” not-to-be mentioned 
“past.” 
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I HEAE TOT7 HAD AN AOTION BKOUGHT AGAINST YOU BY A MaN WHO BEOKE HIS 
COLLAE-BONE ON YOUR DOORSTEP, HOW DID THE_ CASE GO?” 

‘‘Met the same fate as he did.” “How do you mean?” 

“ Slipped upon Appeal ! ” 


THE DOMESTIC BALTAD; ' 

Or, The Song that Touches the Spot, 


[“It is all veiy well saying tliat sentiment i 
clieap, but that is said as a rule by your asi’nin 
critic, who doesn’t understand human, nature, 
wretched being who doesn’t realise that it mean 
getting to people’s hearts.”— Thoughts, 
Talk with Mr. T. JE. Weatherly 

Oh, say not Sentiment is cheap to-day ! ’ 
How can the song that makes a man t( 
weep 

Or else (conversely) wipes his tears away 
Be cheap? 


That sailors on the foam have now become 
A frost ; 

That that unique creation, Nancy Lee, 

No more can stir the bosom as she stands 
Waving upon an eligible quay 
Her hands 5 

That he who ploughed the deep with such 
. aplomb, 

Whose heart was ever open, brave and 
true, 

Whose yams derived a racy flayour from 
Hie blue ; — 


Nor say that sea-girt England’s heart is 
dumb, 

Her feeling for the briny lapsed or lost ; 


For whom the total female neighbourhood. 
All free tO' us© the Christian name or 
Jack, 


Prayed that the list of wrecks might not 
include 

His smack; — 

That he, the British type, whose breast 
achieved 

Ever new miracles of grit and pluck, 
Has now, to put it vulgarly, received 
The chuck I 

No, never I Nor shall changing taste depose 
The simple serio-pathetic song 
Of love elated, or the sort that goes 
All wrong. 

Under the stress of music’s low appeal 
Oft have I noticed men about the Town, 
Strong men, encumbered by a heavy meal. 
Break down, ’ 

Hearing the tale of Darby and his Joan, 
Or that of those who whispered lovers’ 
lore 

In the dear days of what is widely known 
As “yore ” ; 

Who, mad with memory of the morning dew 
That pearled the poppied meads where 
once they met, 

Are recommended by the writer to 
Forget. 

Ah ! yes ; for at the after-dinner hour, 
When even hearts of stone incline to melt, 
’Tis then the homely ballad-monger’s power 
Is felt. 

For then the mind with meat is overlaid ; 

From finer fancies men politely shrink ; 

I trow they would not willingly be made 
To think. 

And so wherever England’s sons have dined, 
And join the ladies with a listless air, 
Someone will call for my peculiar kind 
Of ware ; 

And surely get it. Ay! for still the old 
Old ditties shall endure and never pass, 
Thus differing from the Critic. Him I hold 
An ass 1 


TO JULIA UNDER LOCK AND KEY. 

[“ The latest form of betrothal gift in America is 
an anklet secured by a padlock, of which the other 
party keeps the key?’— Taper.'] 

When like a bud my Julia blows 
In lattice-work of silken hose, 

Pleasant I deem it is to note 
How, ’neath the nimble petticoat, 
Above her fairy shoe is set 
The circumvolving zonulet. 

And soothly for the lover’s ear 
A perfect bliss it is to hear 
About her limb so lithe and lank 
My Julia’s ankle-bangle clank. 

Not rudely tight, for ’twere a sin 
To corrugate her dainty skin ; 

Nor yet so large that it might far© 
Over her foot at unaware ; 

But fashioned nicely with a view 
To let her airy stocking through : 

So as, when Julia goes to bed, 

Of all her gear disburdened. 

This ring at least she shall not doff 
Because she cannot take it off. 

And since thereof I hold the key 
She may not taste of liberty, 

Not though she suffer from the gout, 
Unless I choose to let her out. 


In a Garden. 

Daisy, What’s that, William? 

Gardener. It ’s an ’ose, Miss. 

Daisy. A nos© ! Does it smell the flowers ? 









[“ The Lowther Arcade is to be sold by public auction early in May.’*— 

[Indignation Meeting being held after Olosing-time at the Lowther Arcade, Mr. Jack-in-the-Box in the Chair, to 

PROTEST AGAINST BUILDING A HUGE HOTEL OR ThEATRE ON THE SiTE OF THIS HISTORIC THOROUGHFARE. 


THE FUTURE OF LOWTHER lARCADIA. 

In the early hours of the mo rnin g a few 
days since, an influential meeting of the 
residents of the Lowther Arcade was held 
to protest against the seUing of the 
Crown Lease. The Chair was occupied “by 
Mr. Jack-in-the-Box. 

The Chairman addressed the meeting. 
He was glad to And before him so influen- 
tial a gathering They were there to pro- 
test against any scheme that would onYe 
away the present industiy from the Strand. 
{Cheers.) He would detam them no longer, 
but reguest his friend, the Master of the 
Hunt, to move the first resolution. 

^ Thus called upon, a doll in a red coat, 
richly trimmed with gold lace, addressed 
the meeting. He said he had known the 
spot from the earliest period of Lis exist- 
ence. He considered the place delightful 
to every one. He thought it would be a 
great mistake if the Liwther Arcade were 
abolished. (Cheers.) 

A gentleman, who described himself as 
‘I the Miller,” claimed for their residence the 
title^ of ‘‘The True Temple of the 
Legi imate Drama.” Where in England 
could be^ found that admirable production, 
“ The Miller and his Men,” in all its per- 
fection, from the first set-piece of “robbers 
drinking,” to the final “trick explosive 
scene,” with its red-fire stage directions? 
(Cheers.) Where in all England could be 
found a more brilliant orchestra, with its 
musicians giving their undivided attention 
to the scores before them, and the occu- 
pants of the proscenium boxes devoting 
their whole being to the play, although 
from their position they were evidently un- 
able to see any of the actions of the per- 
formers ? He protested against the destruc- 
tion of the Lowther Arcade. (Cheers.) 

A ^een parrot said he wisned to speak 
on behalf of his fellow creatures in their dear 
old home. They had been very happy there. 
(A heat o>i the drun hy the rahhit.) The 
time had passed very pleasantly. (“ Coco ” 
from the Swiss clock.) It had been the 
residence of their parents. (“Ptt, jpa,” 


may^fromaseven^and-sia^enny speak- 
iTig djU ) It was the abode of harmony, 
(The rerimmder of the parrot's speech was 
drowned in the tunes of half a-dozen musical 
boxes.) 

When silence was again secured, a tin 
Lifeguards-man insisted on being heard. 
He said that so far the speeches had been 
pacific. But was that enough? (“Hear, 
hearf) Were they not able"] to defend 
themselves ? In his own shop — ^he begged 
p£^don, barracks — ^he knew that they had 
laid in boxes no less than three thousand 
infantry, an encampment with real tents, 
and any number of batteries of artillery, 
from the sixpenny pea-shooting gun up to 
the two-guinea field-piece that let off real 
gunpowder. (Cheers.) He would never 



MOTTO FOE L. C. & D. STEAMERS. 
“ On toward Calais, ho I ” 

KmgyoMy Act IIL, So. 3. 


confess Li w self defeated, and he trusted 
that his bravery would soften ihe heart 
of that mercenary female who had thrown 
him over to accept the offer of a sixpenny 
deper rival. (“S^AaTwe.”) But this was a 
private matter. (“ Hear, hear.'*) And as 
a public man. he stuck to his motto of no 
surrender. (Loud cheirs.) 

At this point of the proceedings a door 
was opened, a watchman entered, and the 
dolls of the Lowther Arcade quickly assumed 
the inanimate attitudes appropriate to list- 
less toyhood. 

MY CIGARETTE. 

[“ The cigarette, which was hanned for so many 
years by the faculty, is now upheld by the TCospital 
as * a panacea against many of the smaller ills of 
life,* and women are urged to seek the solace of 
tobacco when troubled by domestic or other wor- 
ries.” — Daily Graphic^ 

Time was they boded woes untold 
Whene’er thy snowy length I rolled, 
Croaking with raven voice that Death 
Lurked in thine all too fragrant breath. 

I heeded nothing what they said, 

Nor marked the wisely- wagging head, 
But, blindly loving, fingered yet 
O’er thy sweet joys, my Cigarette ! 

And as I watched with dreaming eyes 
Thine inter- wTeath§d fancies rise, 

Lo I at thy magic softly stole 
A peace divine upon my soul, 

Mv troubles vanished. Eilleiwith thee, 
■What was the weary world to me ? 
Sorrow and care I would forget 
In thy sweet j*oys, my Cigarette I 

But now thy dark eclipse is past. 

Thine hour of triumph dawns at last ; 
While Slander, dumb aud put to shame. 
No longer dares besmirch thy name. 

The sick and sorrowful shall flee, 

AH trustful confidence, to thee, 

To find a cure for care and fret 
In thy sweet joys, my Cigarette I 

Bait appreciated bv both Cricketers 
AND Eisfwrmfn.— L obs. 
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ALEXAUDEE, AND OTHER CONQUERORS. 

The present play at the St. James’s has yet some weeks to ran, 
and to our thmkmg that run could he, even now, considerably 
prolonged. Mr. ‘‘XniLBT” Pottee’s drama. The CoTtquerora, is 
marked by strong situations, somewhat too strong, as understood 
by the majority of persons, and is most excellently acted. I do 
not remember havmg often seen Mr. Q-eoege Alexaitdee to 
greater advantage than in this character of the wilful, unprin- 
cipled school-hoy lieutenant, whom nothing but a severe dig in 
the back, with a knife, from the hand of a wildly impulsive lady 
can bring to his senses ; and I am fairly certain that Miss Julia 
ITeilson (^8. Feed Tebet) has rarely been more artistically 
successful in tiie pourtrayalof any character than she is as Yvonne 
de Qrmdpre^ It is an admirable performance, as is also that of 
her husband, Mr. Feed Tbeey, whose person^ identity is com- 
pletely lost m the characteristics of the French officer, Hugo* The 
retention of the unnecessary, and painful incident of tiie two poor 
tradesmen shot as spies by the brutal German general can only 
be justified by the clever acting of Mr. Holms-Goeb and Mr. 
Aethue Eoystoh as Merle and Bosaignol (farcical names), and of 
Mr. W. H. Yeenoh as General Von Brandenberg, To my mind 
it is perfectly possible to suppose Yvonne actuated by personal 
and racial hatred of the invader. It is for the author to decide. 

Miss Fay Davis, as^ Babiole, is charmingly irresponsible, and 
Mr, H. y. Esmond gaily and gallantly depicts the troubles of 
a somewhat silly young Prussian struggling between love and 
duty. Mr. H. B. Ieying is again a biHous-looking, cowardly 
villain, a clever study in black and white ; and Miss Constance 
Oolltee’s peasant woman Jeomne Marie Bavdin, is a remarkable 
and memorable performance. Mi. Beybeidge’s Major Von Wbl/a- 
hagen, with just that least taste in life of continental Corkasian 
brogue, probably to be found in the Baei Von Lindens of Ger- 
many, is also excellent. The farcical French element or “ comic 
relief,” brought in for Miss M. A. Yiotoe, seems -unnecessary, 
but it may be taken as a proper balance to a piece, where all 
The Conguerora being German, it is but fair that, on the French 
side, there should he one irresistible maiden Victor. 

OuEious .^OMALY. — ^That Chriatobal Colon should be seeking 
the destruction of the American Fleet, and that Lafayette be 
captured by a cruiser of the United States. 


ELITTINGS. 

Johannesburg, Ajgril 18. 

Dbae Me. Punch, — They call this ‘‘the Golden City,” but I 
think it shruld be termed the Dust-heap. Every street is a 
perfect dust-bin. On every other shop you will read the pathetic 
notice,. ^j^ome in — closed on account of the dust.” And this is 
supposed to be the rainy season. What the place is like in the 
Summer, I cannot imagine *, hut a “ London particular” in Fleet 
Street must be far preferable, judgiag from the little simooms 
caused by the slightest amount of traffic. Even the solitary 
water-cart raises more dust than it lays. There must be pecks 
enough of Joha-nnesburg dust to have ransomed any amount of 
Befermers. As for the sportsmen who frequent the autupm 
races at the suburb of Turnontein, they return each day looking 
like golden dustmen, or stone-broke scavengers, as the case 
may be. 

Everybody, by the way, is complaining of depression, hard 
times, and so forth, yet the tidy sum of £80,000 was subscribed 
last week for the various sweepstakes, and the “totes” or 
totaJisatoTS do a roaring trade. 

Our good friends the Boers are so determined to Hollanderise 
the place that they have erased the last three letters of the word 
“street” on all the fa-miliar blue and white enamel plates at 
street comers. The policemen seem to be selected for -fcheir 
inability to direct one in English. I was sent (with great civility, 
be it admitted) to seven wrong places the otner day in order to 
find the Lost Property Office, and then failed to regain my be- 
longings after all. And yet it is an English town — ^witness eight 
smart hansoms that have recently appeared upon the streets. 

On the whole, Joban-nesburg, the Gilt-edged, is not exactly an 
earthly Paradise for the Outlander at present, and to-day we 
shake its dust out of our clothes, and flit to the Garden Colony of 
Natal. Yours, moving on, Z. Y. X. 

Music and Mooty. — ^Any speculator with good notes, up to a 
tenor, may do worse than invest in Bennett’s Maiden Mine,** 
If p rop erly worked, the returns should be considerable. When 
Mr. WHITNEY Tew “ obliges agam,” why not associate his name 
with -lii 0 celebrated “ Tew m* a/mi ” ^ If tliis doesn’t s-uit his voice 
then let him toy a change of air. We ’re sure he will be only 
Tew pleased I 
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Master. “ ‘Blazed eveey eose-oarved Buttress fair.’ Brown Tertius, do you know what a Buttress is?” 
Brown Tertius {after dee^ thought). “Please, Sir, it 's when you Vb got a Lady instead of a Butler ! ” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P« 

Home of Commons^ Monday, May 9. — 
George Ourzon back to-nigbc after long 
bout of sickness. Pleasant to see the 
hearty welcome that cheered his return. 
Both sides vied with each other in genuine 
heartiness of congratulation. The House 
always prompt with kindliness of this 
nature. But there are degrees of warmth, 
and the warmest was showered on the 
young Under-Seoretaiy. This aU the more 
gratifying because it is a position won 
against certain disadvantages. 

One is attributable to his godfathers and 
godmothers in his baptism. Why they 
should have inflicted upon him, even on 
second thoughts, the name of Nathaniel 
is a secret discreetly lodged in their tomb. 
It gives an opening to persons of small 
spite, who, when they con allege nothing 
new against an annoyingly^ successful 
young man, with subtle inflection of voice 
allude to him as “ George Nathaniel.” 
TOien he brought from the University, with 
other youthral possessions pa^etioaUy 
envied by older men, a certain cock- 
sureness attested by a couplet of alluring 
banality. If the manner had been all, it 
would have been offensive. Behind it was 
a resolute wiH, a settled pilose, native 
capacity, and, not least, a habit of industry, 
and love of work. 

The House of Commons, as Sark may 
have said before, is the quickest and surest 
judge of character in the world. It hesi- 
tated for some time about George Otjrzon, 
showing disposition to adopt the superior 


person theory. Perhaps he would still ! 
have suffered from that libel if Prince 
Arthur, who knew him intimately, had 
not secured for him opportunity of showing 
the metal he is made of. That given, the 
rest was certain. It would be tragic if so 
promisiTig a career were cut short by 
physical infirmity. House generously and 
genuinely pleased to find that rumour also 
was a fable. 

Bminess done . — ^Through Budget Eesolu- 
tion in Committee of Ways and Means like 
winking. 

House of Lords, Tuesday * — ^Lord Brasset 
entering House to-night on a holiday visit, 
home mom his Governorship of Victoria, 
uttered a hurried oath. The Recording 
Angel, like Mr. Toots and Lord Salisbury, 
would say it was “of no consequence,” 
being merely the customary ceremony on a 
peer taking his seat for the first time in a 
new Parliament. 

Since Brassey carried an added Sunleom 
into the waters of Australasia a great deal 
has happened. Coming back, he is, Sark 
says, chiefly struck by the extreme quiet- 
ness of things. That not unnatural, since 
never had a peace-loving, equable-tempered 
Governor such a series of ^ adventures 
as have befallen Brassey since he left 
ihe Thames. He began by being nearly 
wrecked, runniTig into Cape Town for 
safety. On land he was pitched off his 
horse. At sea he tumbled in out of his 
boat. 

All things considered, looks pretty weU. 
Mustn’t be hard on us if we live more 
monotonous lives, especially in Parliament. 
In the Commons, if 5 ; weren’t for the early 


morning struggle for Cap’en Tommy’s 
moorings, and the excitement of betting 
on the daily event, suicide would be an 
inevitable relaxation. The Lords more 
accustomed to that kind of thinp;. Life 
with them is a perpeti^y placid pool, 
stirred only by the emotion of excitement 
as to whether the sitting shaU. be strictly 
limited to five minutes’ duration, or whether, 
as Canning threatened the Dutch, they 
should “ clap on twenty per cent.” 

To-night Duke of Fhk almost ruffled 
equanimity by atiempting irregularly to 
work off a speech. Carrington had given 
notice to raise question of restoration of 
commissions to Dr. Jim’s comrades in his 
famous raid. Decided to postpone inten- 
tion, and said so. When he sat down up 
gat the Duke, and began what was doubt- 
less a convincing and eloquent speech. 

“My lords,” he said, “I rise to join in 
the appeal which has been made by my 
noble friend ” 

Unite a crowded House in anticipation of 
interesting debate. Noble lords stoed in 
amaKe at his Grace, who was evidently 
getting into stride with his speech, under 
unpression that Carrington had made his. 
Hm-a- dozen hands pulled at the ducal 
coat-tails ; Carrington explained heha^’t 
given the cue ; Pipe mustn’t play with- 
out the drum ; so the Duke (of course, 
in a Parliamentary sense) “ died with all 
his music in him.” 

Bminess done . — Dreary night in Commons, 
feebly squabbling round receipt of money 
bribe for passing Irish Local Government 
Bill. 

House of Commons, Thursday . — ^Another 
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Irish Local Government. 

Mr. G. B-lf-r, Mr. D-nt-r B-rt-n, and Mr. T. W. R-ss-U. 


DBESS AT THE OPEEA. 

Lord Dtsaet, in a letfer to the Times 
would like to know whether it is leg^ly 
possible to enfoice the rule as to evening 
dress at the opera in the absence of an 
accurate definition of it duly advertised in 
the newspapers? The following might 
answer this requirement : — 

EoYAii Opera, Coyent Garden'.— This 
evening at 8 . Lohengrin, Gentlemen 
must wear coats, known as “swallow-tails,’' 
and tronst rs, both entirely of bkck cLoth. 
Coloured ccafcs not allowed, Wt dinner 
lackefcs winked at. Shepherd’s plaid 
trousers, ard farcy checks forbiaden. 
Waistcoats may be black or white, the 
front wide open. Knitted jerseys not 
allowed. White shirts with starched linen 
fronts absolutely essential. Plannel shuts 
forbidden. ^ Wkite collars, and white or 
black ties indispensable. Socks of black 
silk. Boots or shoes of black leather, 
known as “patent.” The colours and 
materials of under vests and braces are 
alone left to the choice of the wearer. 
Knickerbockers and dressing-gowns abso- 
lutely forbidden. N. B . — ^PyJ amas, though 
occasionally worn before midnight, cannot 
be considered “ evening dress.” 


quiet evening in Committee on Irish Local 
Government Bill. Quiet scarcely the word 
for it ; dull better, drearily, dolefully dull. 
But as habitually happens, dullness means 
business. It’s on your firework ni^ts 
that no real work is done. Attendance 
chiefly confined to Irish representatives. 
When bell rings some twO' or three hundred 
Britishers come in to vote. That, they 
think, is all that can be expected of them. 

With occasional assistance of Attorney- 
General, and comforting, if silent, pre- 
sence of Dunbar Barton, G-RRArn Bal- 
four slowly fehts his Bill throng 
thicket of amendments. Earely has simi- 
lar work been better done. Patient, cour- 
teous, quick to see points, ready in reply, 
with a firm grip that knows when tempo- 
rarily to relax, he disarma opposition. 
Tii^ TT-rat-y, Truculent no longer, takes 
him tenderly under his wing. Only for 
that, John Dillon would be equally 
friendly. The landlords, who at the outset 
breathed fire and sword, threatened revolt 
and rapine, have disappeared from the 
scene. Over it rests the kindly smile of 
Charles Hare Hemphill, sometime H. M. 
Sergeant-at-Law, now, for the most part, 
sole representative of the late Government 
on the front Opposition Bench. Hemp- 
hill’s bodily presence of inestimable ad- 
vantage to Minister in charge of a Bill. 
It expresses the essence of mellifluous good 
temper, is the very embodiment of peace. 

“ A thorough-going Home Ruler, friend- 
of-the-tenant, and aU that,” says Sark, 
“yet he doesn’t look as if he could say 
^Boh!’ to a rack-renting landlord. The 
sort of man you’d expect to find quietly 
drawing from somewnere a pension of 
£1,000 a year paid in guineas.” 

^ Business done. — Local Government Bill 
beginning to rattle along. 

Friday. — Pretty to see Members of 
Kitchen Committee furtively watching 
Wilfrid Lawson as he walks about lobby 
and corridors. They are responsible for 
sale of liquor on unlicensed premises under 
roof of Westminster Palace. Wilfrid, 
after long winking at illegality, feels con- 


strained to take action. Has instructed 
his solicitor accordingly. Any morning 
we may wake up to find the Kitchen 
Committee in the dock at the police-court, 
with long reports in the newspapers anci 
pictures in all the weeklies. Just now a 
suspicious lull in proceedings. Wilfrid’s 
sohcitor something in position of Spanish 
fieet. Has put out to sea; no one knows 
where ho is; Kitchen Committee have 
uncomfortable sensation of his proximity ; 
their flesh creeps with apprehension of any 
moment feeling on their shoulder the hand 
of his myrmidons. 

Try to pump Sir Wilfrid ; attempt to 
bribe him with offer of un limited refresh- 
ment. He only stares into space, or, 
looking round the lobby, lets his eye 
casually, as it were, rest upon the but- 
toned and belted ngure of policeman. 
Mark Lockwood, a man of war ; has seen 
more than one season’s service in Dublin. 
Lord Stanley, scion of a crusading race ; 
in comparativdy modern times his forbear 
received on the stricken field the last 
words of Marmion. Yet, following Sir 
Wilfrid’s glance, they both walk uneasily 
away, wishing that Walrond would extend 
to them the boon conferred on their col- 
league Macdona, and give them “ leave to 
go to China.” 

Business done. — John Dillon once more 
brings up question of distress in West of 
Ireland. Brother Gerald reiterates his 
reply ; admits existence of distress while 
showing that, more Hibernico, it is in par- 
ticular mstances ludicrously exaggerated. 
Meanwhile Government have established 
relief works. Then Redmond cadet blusters 
in ; takes the floor ; makes two prodigious 
speeches ; Kilbride shrieks ; Handy Aitoy 
Flavin is flamboyantly funny. English 
and Scotch Members, after patient en- 
deavour to get at truth, go away pained 
and disgusted. Alack, poor Ireland I The 
peasants starve that M.P.’s may orate I 

The Liveliest Yegetable now on 
THE Market.-— The Spring Onion. 


LYCEUM LYRIC. 

See Doctor Tregenna 

2 rh:oh rhymes with Gehenna), 
salts or in senna 
He doesn’t prescribe ; 

His manner ’s despotic, 

EQis method ’s hypnotic — 

Effect is narcotic 
On those who “imbibe.” 

And Burge, brutal scowh r, 

Not handsome, but growler, 

Whose wife is a howler, 

’Cos injured,— that ’s why,— 

Is changed from a brute-man 
To sulky half -mute man. 

Says Doctor, that ’cute man, 

“ How ’s this ? — ‘ AU my eye ! ’ ” 


THE GAZETTE. 

The following oflBcial announcements 
have not yet been made :— 

I^e British squadron will shortly leave 
Wei hai-wei. I^s destination is at present 
uncertain, but it will probably be Hong 
Kong, Count MubaviEEF having intimated 
that he wiU not take exception to its 
presence in that port. 

Work has been resumed on the new 
cruisers now building in Portsmouth, in 
consequence of the Czar having withdrawn 
his objection to their completion. 

H M.Ss. Valorous and Terrible have 
received orders to sail from Southampton 
to Cowes. In the event of no objections 
being raised in Europe, they will leave 
their moorings at an early date. 

What causes the Rise in Bread ?— 
Why, the war in the Yeast, to be sure. 

Song to Lord Rosebery. — “He will 
return, I know Mm well I ” 
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Bucolic BooUloy, “I say, Sabah, woteveb be a Cbeematoritjm ? ” 
MetropoUtau Maid. “Oh, you are an ignorant Boy! Why 
IT ’ s French for a Milkshop, of course ! " 


OUE BOOKING-OPPICE. 

There is not anything left to he said in praise of Fendennis, 
the second Yolume of the Biographical Edition of Thaokerat’s 
works just issued by Smith, Elder. But the familiar friend has 
an added charm in the introduction by the novelist’s daughter. 
Thackeray, like Shaeispbare and Tennyson, left peremptory in- 
struction that no attempt should be made to write his lire. The 
mandate only partially prevailed in the case of Shakspearb. The 
uniqueness of his position amongst men is finally attested by the 
fact that though practically no materials for chronicling his life 
exist, volumes about himself and his supposititious doings crowd 
the book shelves. Tennyson’s memoirs by his son were pub- 
lished the other day. Now Mrs. Ritchie, with loving, discreet 
handj lifts the veil from the household figure of Thackeray, 
and shews him at school, with his family, at his work with pen 
and pencil. It is a new and happy thought to supply the record 
piecemeal, doling out chapters, each one pertaining to the 
eriod at which a particular novel was written. We like the old 
ook all the more when we read how, making holiday at Spa, 
Thackeray “had another good spell with the first chapter of 
Fendennis this morning before breakfast, such a good one as 
authorised two mutton chops along with my coffee.” ^ “Having 
completed my story this day,” he writes to his mother just forty- 
eight years ago, “and wrote [only a great author could thus 
flout Linlby Murray] Finis, I am very tired, weary, and solemn- 
minded, so I say God bless my dearest mother and G. P. ere I 
try to go and get some sleep.” My Baronite turns over the 
well-remembered pages of the first chapter and the last, and 
finds new pleasuie in the closer touch with Thackeray made 
possible by these notes. „ , « 

My Baronite holds that a pretty homily called Sovnng 
the Sand (Harper) should be carried in the aabre-tache of every 
cavalry subaltern, and also circulated among reckless senior 
officers who ought to be old enough to know better. It will 
teach them not to encourage the young to sow wild oats on the 
beach of time. At present it seems that they do not “ realise ” 
their responsibility. Mrs. Hennikbr-Major (though she is 


accustomed to waive her military rank and call herself Florence 
Henniker, as here) is a practical soldier-woman; and if the 
scenes of this book chiefly alternate between country-houses and 
race-meetings, where war-paint is not wanted, you mow that she 
would be just as good on parade or in the mess-room. This, 
among other qualities, distinguishes her from the common mili- 
tary authoress. Her style has an unstudied ease; her people 
talk and live as people actually do ; and her men are not less 
alive than her women. Only now and then the sense of her duty 
as a book-niaker (off the course) weighs upon her ; at such times 
her botanical deviations have perhaps a certain suggestion of 
perfunctoriness. For the rest, sne is refreshingly natural. Alex 
Devereux, only lightly sketched, as most of her characters, is a 
charming study ; and so is Major Savile, who fails to “ realise ” 
what a lot of graceful mischief he is doing in his picturesque 
career. The Baron db B.-W. 

OPERATIC NOTES. 

Madame Emma Eames a musically charming Juliet i but, 
dramatically, too staid a young person for Will Shakspeare’s 
heroine. M. Saleza vocally excellent and dramatically energetic 
as the love-sick Borneo. Planoon admirable as “holy Fnar.” 
The reverend gentleman must have belonged to- rather a Go-as- 
you-please Rehgious Order to have been able to celebrate a quiet 
marriage service in his own private cell, where Borneo and J uliet 
are married by “special Shakspearian licence.” 

Tuesday. — ^Audience drawn to Opera to-night by two “ Gees,” 
i.e., Gounod and Gluck. FhiUmon et Baucis and Orphee, 
both in French. The first specially delightful ; second too long. 
In the latter. Miss Margaret Reid was “un amour comme 
Ij Amour, and Miss Suzanne Adams, a pretty Bury dice, with the 
song of the Opera. We were looking forward to the Nozze in 
Italian for Thursday, but on a change tout cda, and it is to be 
an encore of Zblie de Lussan in Carmen. 

Wednesday. — “ Lohengrin-and-bear-it,” is the non-Wagnerian 
motto. But the non-Wag had better stay away and come for 
the Nozze, which was to have been to-morrow, and now we shall 
not see Nozze, as the Opera is to be Carmen. Be Reszke, the 
“ Johnnie ” of that ilk, excellenl^ and Madame Nordioa perfect. 
Von Milde, as king, quite Von Strong. Taking into considera- 
tion the extreme youth of the boys and girls engaged as chorus, 
it isn’t half bad. But isn’t there a law about keying up such 
very young persons after early bed-time hours ? However, that 
is a question for the maTiagement. House full and enthusiastic. 

Thursday. — Carmen, with Zblie de Lussan^ always good. 
What has become of Nozj^? Evidently some hitch in Figaro^ 
wedding, as announced, with the fair Suzanne. 

Friday. — ^A French and German Alliance night. Tannhauser, 
in French, with chorus of pilgrims straight from Rome, singing 
in Italian, and after that, polyglottic. King Planoon, regal ; 
Mynheer Van Byck dramatically and vocally good; and as 
Wolfram (awful animal combination suggested by name), Mr. 
Renaud excellent. BQs song to the star, in Act HI., exqui- 
sitely sung, would have delighted the shade of Br. Watts, whose 
poem of ^^Twinkle, twinkle, little star,” probably suggested the 
idea to Warbling Wagner. 

THE JAPAN BINNER. 

{From Notes made on the Spot.) 

Friday. — ^Dining with Japanese Society at Mtoopole. (Jorge- 
ous affair. His Excellency Takaaki KIato, the Japanese Minister, 
in the chair. Mark Antony ought to have been here to meet 
Kato. Binner enlivened by strains of Bijou Orchestra discours- 
ing sweet music — (good champagne) — composed by Treasurer of 
Society, a remarkably fair-skinned, good-looking gentleman, Ito 
Mutchai Bina Bevanishi. (Capital cham!) 

Then, a little later, immensely tall Jap, with flowing bowl 
— ^I mean “beard” — ^I’m all right — (first-rate cham — glass with 
you, certainly) — did see this very tall, bearded Japanese 
nobleman (Lankai-Earli-Spenca) rise on his hind legs 
and hear him make excellent speech about Japan. It strikes 
me his English is remarkably good. Another native noble- 
man, the Lord High Admiral Gharlai Takasbatatyorko, also 
’dresses us. (Never tasted herrer champ^nel) Seems to know ’ll 
about it. Not speak good English. Forget all rest — 
begin to get sleepy. Am much ’debted— humorous gen’leman, 
who sittin’ on my right hand (don’t mean that he actually sat on 
my right hand, or I coiuld not have made these usef’l notes at 
time), for much ’formation ’bout those present, also Inr 
supply’n’ me with c’rrec’ Japanese spellin’ of names. Jap’nese 
S’rty’s dinn’r mosh exsh’len’ insh’tooshun. Brings ’bout such 
mxng — a. — ^minglin’ — ^ideas.* 

* Yes. So we should think by the above. -Ed. 
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DAEBY JONES ON THE DERBY. 

Once more, honoured Sir, the Blue 
Ribbon of the Turf is waiting for a worthy 
Recipient of the Honour, and it is some- 
what quaint that the quadruped bearing 
the name of the Illustrious Statesman who 
confounded the Order of the Garter with 
French Cooks in his simile, should now be 
Premier Favourite for the Great Race, 
which many Foreigners of my acquaintance 
believe to be run in the County of the 
Peak. 

Indeed, it was only yesterday that I 
received a letter from my esteemed friend. 
Count Grogonoff, of Warsaw, regretting 
that the Czar had forestalled him in the 
purchase of Galtee More^ but announcing 
that he fully intends to buy this year’s 
winner, “si c^esi possible de trouver cefte 
misSTdble ville de Derby-*^ The Count is a 
Down-trodden Pole, and to discover his 
whereabouts is, I may mention, the con- 
stant object of many Russian explorers. 
Hence his antipathy to the Autocrat of 
All the Russias, the exact number of which 
I have never been able to ascertain, even 
with the assistance of that Universal Guide 
to the Best Society known as the Alrmnach 
de Gotha, no doubt published under the 
special supervision of our whilom Duke of 
Edinburgh. Of course, I have written to 
the Count to an address in Paris, which 
need not be mentioned, explaining that 
our National Racing Carnival is held on the 
Chalk Downs of Epsom, and not in the 
vicinity of the Head-quarters of the Mid- 
land Railway Company. 

I think that this Illustrious Nobleman 
(he ou^t to be King of Cracow) will be 
a Great Addition to the Sporting Circles ot 
the British Empire. He is a Napoleon in 
strategy, and withal a, Cosmopolitan Hu- 
mourist. At Deauville Races, many years 
ago, when I first made- his acquaintance, 
he remarked, in his Franco-Polo-English, 
“ I have put my chemise on M Bias, for 
if ’e do not win I could not afford to ’ave 
’im wash.” Luckily, the Horse in question 
was worthy of the Count’s confidence. 1 
shall certainly introduce this Eminent Conr 
tinental Sportsman to my friend Captain 
Kriterion, the talented author of “Four- 
year-olds that have Won the Derby, an 
eahaustive work, which all Publishers have 
refused to issue by reason of their Cowardly 
Fear of the Law of Libel. I think that if 
the Count and the Captain put their know- 
ledge-boxes together, tyred hansoms will 
not be wanting them to run rapidly to all 
suburban meetings. . . 

Epsom, honoured Sir, is never a deli^t- 
ful spot. If the Sun be shimjig and the 
Breeze blowing, yo-ur complexion speedily 
rivals that of a corryfay (shaky on the 
spelling) at one of the Lighter Theatres ; 
if, on the contrary, the Tears of the 
Heavens descend, the most superbly at- 
tired personage, after ascending the Hill, 
speedily assumes the* guise' of a hard- 
working Miller or Journeyman Plasterer.^ 
Epsom is either all glare or all gjoom. 
But it is certainly as business-like as the 
Stock Exchange, and a Country Cousin, 
who has just bolted the Rough and Ready 
Fare afforded by the Grand Stand Refresh- 
ment Rooms, may go into the Ring and 
lose thousands of pounds in company with 
Dukes, County Councillors and Curates 
out of work. That is where the Glorious 
Socialism of the Derby Day comes in. 
East and West, North and South mingle 
together with North-east and South-west, 



‘ Where do the Bees get the Honey 
“Why, from the Flowers, of course, 1 
“ Oh, I KNEW. But I wanted to find out 


and aU manner of other Points of the 
Compass. Depend upon it, when they 
used to adjourn the House of Commons 
for the Derby^ Honourable Members knew 
where they would meet with their consti- 
tuents. ,1, even believe that Sir Wilfrid 
Lawson would, if he trod the classic Turf, 
meet some of his most ardent supporters 
from Cumberland. 

But to revert to- Surrey, and chortling 
Oharlie is my Darling, I break with a cue 
needing soke handling, in order to chalk 
my tip up to the Expectation of Yourself 
and other Noble Patrons. Never mind; 

. give me the rest that we . .all require . T 
weigh in for Pegasus the Unbeaten, and 
here goes: — 



[, Daddy ? ’’ 

r. I DID THINK YOU KNEW AS MUCH AS THAT ! 
IF YOU DID ! 


The Finch of Finance has no signal from me, 

Nor Galomn*s Son, nor the Whiskey Mum’s Gee, 
But the Masculine Seir m^ try hard for 2, 3. 
Beware, oh, beware of the Yellow and Bta>ck, 

Round Tattenham Comer he T1 prove he ’s no hack, 
When the Godsend assuredly power will lack. 

But before him I hope you ’ll Lord Beaconsfield see, 
While Meter’s Comty is galloping free. 

So I’ll wind up my bid with a long sounding D. 

Such is the Augury of the Old Weather 
Gauger. Some call me by a different and 
not so flattering epithet. But with your 
esteemed confidence, I would draw upon 
the world, did I know where the Terrestrial 
Bank was situated, and you would back my 
bills as well as my horses. Always your 
devoted henchman and hypnotist, 

Darby Jones. 




^f{#H=rcr*=» 


WHAT BASE USES/' &C. 

*'What? Thirty Bob to drive you down to Hepsom with that Vss! It’s a hinsult to ’im! Why, ten years ago, he 

RAN IN the bloomin’ EACE HISSELP ! ” 


CRICKET FOR AJNTGELS. 

[A certain Nonconformist divine, according to the Glasgow SeraU, was 
recently asked to become vice-president of a local cricket cmb. He accepted 
the post, subject to the fulfilment of the following stipulations, j 

Prat, cricketers, remember, if you want to play with me. 

How you carry on your little oonyersations, 

You must give* up wicked swear- words and abjure the big, big D, 
And moderate your hasty exclamations. 

Should a ball rise unexpectedly and take your wind away, 

This is no excuse for making such a pother ; 

You must bear it like a Christian, for I certainly sha'n’t play 
If there ’s any stronger language than a “ Bother I ’’ 

You must aH be good teetotalers. Beer savours of the Pit, 

And is of every evil thing symbolic. 

It ’s ruin, moral, physical— I would as soon admit 
The Piend himself as liquor alcoholic. 

And as for gin and whisky— pour the filthy stuff away ! 

Who drinks these deadljr, poisonous pig- washes ? 

Bring tea and ginger beer instead I I certainly sha’n’t play 
If there ’s any stronger drink than lemon-squashes. ! 

Of ooTiTse you mustn’t gamble ! (When we once begin to bet 
No power on earth can ever check or turn us.) 

Nor smoke, for the insidious seductive cigarette 
Is the fadlis descensus to Avemus. 

But if you ’ll follow me, and fling your vices all away, 

Observing my conditions well and duly. 

Why then it is just possible I may consent to play. 

If there is no stronger batsman than yours truly. 

Query.— md White has selected as one of the pictures 
of the year, H. A Payne’s The Witch Lady. Refer to it. There 
are two ladiM. It bemg not so easy to select the Witch at a 

appropriately termed The Which- 

ts- Witch Lady? 


PORT ARTHUR. 

{In the metre of Mr. George MeredUKs Alsace-Lorraine,^* in 
“ Cosmopolis.*') 

“What, more of this poetry ? ” the rebellent reader will exclaim. 
Why not ? K only the Editor will go on printing it, 

I can write it by the millennial mile. The trick 
Is easy enough when once you start. All the same 
To use your adjectives as nouns, and yo'ur nouns as adjectives, 
and all the rest anyhow, is a bit 
Difficult ; 

And to make the whole lot incomprehensible is as bad ; however, 
here goes. 

by the Pe-chi-li Gulf, sum moon, stars. Relative and 
Mother imperial, likewise Li Hung Ghang and some more, 

A stuttering, feeble grip the coast marine Yellow of the land. 
But one^ fine day 

Magnanimous magnanimous^ whoever he is, contrives insult 
To Li Hung Chang jacketed yellow rouble bribe and then 
Expellent the British Fleet in never before 
Manner politely withdraws heading for day beam night’s dead- 
bom, 

Like a lustreless Phosphor, which sounds as though it were a 
match 

That wouldn’t strike, but equipollent conflict — ^what that is, 
goodneM knows ! — 

Also* the opinion of the man in the street all ascorn, 

^neath his Pimgatorial Saint’s evocative stare, 

Harried to brain-awake someone succourful to catch 
Drowning man straw, and sent them back again, 

hnagination mastodonized, but only to Pe-chi-li. 

Will Bntons be inconscient slaves dumbed by decrescent doubt ? 
Burst bra^art bully redundent as superfluant moonshine. 
Waggling nullabaloo hi-tiddly-hi Wei-hai-wei, 

Jabberwocks juggling incandescent flapdoodle, who won’t ? 
Dazing exuberant mutton bones repentant rain, 

Corpse-strewn conundrums incarnadine ! 

I hope you understand what this is all about ; 

I don’t. 

Motto for Mr. Ejsnsit, — Point d^Asperges” 
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'^AiXUJiN’AT THE TOTJENATVrRirr. 

Scene — The Interior of tJi^ AgrieuUural Hath 
Enthusiastic Audience asserribled to see the 
Boyal Military TawrnarrmJt* Ill%istrious 
Group in centre 'box draped wUh Indian 
muslin. Energetic Officer unth flag salutes, 
and shouts something. 

Young Lady Visitor. Oli I what are they 
going to do now ? 

Soldier Companion {referring to pro- 
gramme). Oh I tent-pegging. 

Y. L. V. Oh I how do they do that ? 

S. C. Why, a chap on a horse rides at 
a peg, you mow, and when he gets his 
lance straight, don’t you see, makes a dash 
at it when he can, and then, there you are. 

Y. Z. V. Thanks, so much. I don’t 
know what I should do if you were not 
here to tell me all about it. {After a 
pause.) And what are they doing now ? 

S. G. Cyclists’ display. You see, those 
men are on cycles. 

Y. Z. y. Oh 1 so they are. And are the 
guns they are letting off really loaded ? 

S. G. Only with blank cartridge. You 
know, they only use ball on active service. 

Y. Z. V. Thanks, so much. It is so 
interesting to be told all about it. And 
what is the man with the red cap that 
they have knocked down ? 

S, G. Oh I he has been taken priiwner. 
You see, when they put down the bikes,” 
he gave in. He is supposed to be a Rus- 
sian, and they are keeping him in custody. 

Y. Z. V. But why is he so cheeorful? 
He seems to make everybody laugh I 
S. C. Probably a press correspondent 
to a comic Russian paper. 

Y. Z. V. But I thought that Russian 
journalists, when they were funny, were 
always sent to Siberia r 

s'. C. Yes ; that ’s why he is so pleased 
at having fallen into the hands of the 
English. "You see, they ’ve now got a hurdle 
strapped on to two bikes. And now they 
put that wounded man on it. 

Y. Z. V. Hou? interesting I But doesn’t 
it wobble, rather? 

S. G. Yes ; but they haven’t got a sur- 
geon with them, so they may have as much 
fun as they like. 

Unde {to nephew). Now, Joey, I yant 
you to look at Shoulder to Shoulder, 
because it is full of instruction. You know 
all about the Spanish Armada, don’t you? 

Joey. Yes, Uncle John. But have th^ 
fellows in false wigs guns that will go off ? 

Unde. You see, here we have three 
periods. First, time of Elizabeth, when 
the land and sea forces were practicallv 
the same ; then came Trafalgar, with 
Wellington, the Peninsular War, Mabl- 
BOROTJGH, and last of all, our campaign m 
Egvpt; and here we have ^ ^ 

Joey {interrupting). Yes, uncle, it is all 
in the book, and as you don’t seem to 
have got it guite right, perhaps you had 
better read it for yourself. 

Ratepayer. Now, I do* call this musical 
ride nonsense. What’s the good of going 
throuffh the Lancers on horse-back. It 
would be no good in a battle. 

Political Economist. But, my dear Sir, 
this sort of thing stimulates recruiting. 
Since the Tournament began, the army 
has been nearlv doubled. ^ i . • 

Ratepayer. Ah 1 there is something in 
that. [Js satisfied. 

Youthful Athlete. I say, this wr^tling 
on horse-back is rank rot. Much better 
do it on the ground. 

Thoughtful Student. But see how useful 



JBfostess {to friend^ who has been brought in to take pot-luck). afraid, Mr. Simpson, 

we’ve onlv got a very poor Dinner to offer you.” 

Mr. Simpson. ‘‘My dear Mrs, Jones, I beg you not^io apologise! I assure you I 

THINK IT QUITE DESIRABLE TO UNDERFEED OCCASIONALLY ! ” 


it would be if the cavalry had lost their 
swerds, and had to fi^t without them. 

Y. A, {appeased). May be; and it isn’t 
bad fun, and if they’ve lost their swords, 
they may as well have a lark. 

Smith minor. Ihis stuff from the gym, 
isn’t worth much. We have enough ot 
that at old Waokem’s. , , , 

Charles {his friend). They ain’t half bad, 
are they, thou^ ? , . j 

Smith minor. No ; but take it all roimcl, 
I think we do it better at Waokem’s. But 
won’t they be jolly stiff, to-morrow. 

Young Zady Visitor. And was the town 
of Benin really taken like that ? 

Soldier Companion. So the guide says: 
but of course there wasn’t «uch a large 
audience. 


Y. Z. V. You have been invaluable, 
Captain Jones. ^ By the way, have we seer 
any of your regiment in the competitions. 

S. C. Hem ! no ; the fact is, the Aux- 
iliary Forces — ^the Volunteers, you know 
—have their day to-morrow. 

Y. L. F. Oh 11 ill ! 

Sightseer {aged sixty). ^ Same old thing 
year after year. Blessed if I ’ll come a^ain^ 

Sightseer {aged fifteen). Isn’t it prime 
I only wish it went on for six months, and 
I had a season ticket admitting to ever: 
performance. 

[Final explosion, patriotic melody oy the 
hand, and curtain. 

All Wobk and no Play.— The urn 
pire’s part. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

Born Dec. 29, 1809. Died May 19, 1898. 

Some in tlie promise of an early prime, 

Ere yet the first assault is dared and won. 

Death takes with envious hand before their time, 
Leaving the task undone. 

Some, ripe in manhood, at their army’s head, 

As even now they touched the topmost tower, 
With shining harness on have fallen dead 
In victory’s crowning hour. 

But you, 0 veteran of a thousand fights, 

Whose toil had long attained its perfect end — 
Death calls you not as one that claims his rights, 
But gently as a Mend. 

For though that matchless energy of mind 
Was firm to front the menace of decay. 

Your bodily strength on such a loss decliiied 
As only Death could stay. 

So then with you ’tis well, who after pain. 

After long pain, have reached your rest at last; 
But we — ah, when shall England mould again 
This type of splendour past ? 

Noble in triumph, noble in defeat, 

L3ader of hopes that others held forlorn, 

Stiong in the faith that looks afar to meet 
The fiush of Freedom’s morn — 

Could we, Her own, forget you to our shame, 
Lands that have lived to see Her risen sun 
Eemembering much should witness how your name 
And Freedom’s name are one. 

But we shall not forget,, nor Time erase 
Your record deep in English annals set ; 

What severance marred your labour’s closing days 
Alone we shall forget. 

And now, with all your armour laid aside, 

Svdft eloquence your sword, and, for your shield, 
The indomitable courage that defied 
The fortune of the field — 

As in the noontide of your high command, 

So in the final hour when darkness fell, 

Submissive still to' that untiring Hand ” 

That orders all things well — 

We bear you to your resting-place apart 
Between the ranks where ancient -foe and friend. 
Kin by a common sorrow at the heart, 

Silent t9gether bend. 








COLD COMFORT. 

Scene — Bchdly beaten horse walking in with crowd. 

First Sporting Gent (to Second DiMo leU hmplwn^ed disastr^ty on his^v^). “ ^ 2 ® OoN^TOira’^OF^i 
^ THIS Kace, did I ? Well and what more d yer want ? Ain t he jolly well the oonolhsion of ii . 


OTHER “WHYS? 


He was tempted to ask an extremely elemen- 
tary^question, yiz., ‘Why should the writing of 


books be encouraged, and why should the demand 
for modem literature be stimulated? of 

Devonshire at Royal Liter wry Fmd ,'\ 

Minor artist, toll us why 
Still to paint you needs must try ; 
Surely you must quite forget 
Raphael, Titian, Tintobet I 
Though their colours may be faded, 
You can never paint as they did. 

Since your skill to theirs is small, 
Therefore, artist, paint at all ? 

Linnet, chaffinch, robin, wren, 

(You we ask, as well as men,) 
Wherefore raise a feeble twit, 

"V^oh, you doubtless would admit, 
Cannot venture to prev^ 

With -the glorious nightingale ? 

While bia tones each hearer thrill 
Let your lesser pipes be still. 

Why should we who' knew the best 
Ever listen tO' the rest ? 

After Shakspbarb, why to-day 
Tolerate a modem play ? 

After Gladstone Ah 1 but no, 

Thus far we forbear to go, 

Lest, if lesser statesmen cease, 

Even Dukes might hold their peace. 


Motto fob One who oah Write only 
WITH A Steel Pen, — ^^Nil nisi magnum 
bonum,^^ 


SITUATIONS WANTED. 

{QondeTLsed Ads. Style.) 

GOOD GENERAL; L. C. C. soh’^'p; 
stud. Roy. Coll. Sci.; certif. washg ; 
gold med’l baby linen ; exc’rt refs. ; will 
oblg’ I’dy. — ‘"Diploma,” CoU. Dorn. 
Agency . 

ADVERTISER seeks situation as plain 
cook. L. C. C. scholarship. B.Sc. 
(Loud.) Ist class honours, D.Sc. (Lond.), 
with special distinction for treatise. 

“ Ghemistry of Chops.’^ — “ Abioail, 
Burlington Hou^, W. 

PRACTICAL SCULLERYMATD disen- 
gaged. Senior Science Scholar, Girton ; 
1st class Science Tripos, Camb. Late | 
lecturer and demonstrator m Scullery 
work.—Apply, “Bottles,” Girton. 

YOUNG LADY, leaving present situation, 
seeks re-engagement in eating-howe. 
Hipest testimonials, and distinguished 
University career. M.A. (Edin.), Ph.D. 
(Leyden). Sausage and mash a spe- 
“Steak and Onions,” Bolt 
Co'Ujt, E.C. 

PARLOUR MAID (superior); in qmet 
family. Good music, piano-, violm, c^o. 
L C. C. scholarship; Diploma, R.A^., 
and certif., Berlin Conservatoire. Wil- 
ling to work before breakfast, but must 
have rest of day to practice^ Eu- 
terpe,” Wagner Cycling School, Berlin. 


Hum., Oxon. Tall, refined, attr^tive ; 
obliging. Leaving present situation be- 
cause ihe wishes to better herself. 
Would not object to coaching young 
gentleman for Responsio-ns. — Lady 
Margaret,” Somerville, Oxford. 


HOUSEMAID (intellectual) , desires ritua- 
tion. 1st class Mods., 1st class Litt. 


On an Original Idea ” at the Rotal^ 
Theatre.— Sir,— I have not yet seen My 
Innocent Boy, but have read several criti- 
cisms on it, wherein the writers praise the 
authors of this farcical comedy for their 
original idea of a widower with a marriage- 
able daughter, wishing tOj^^eep her esst- 
ence in the background in order tMt he 
may wed a young girl. Not very ongi^l, 
seeing that this idea is the essenc^ of the 
plot of Little Toddlehins, in which Charles 
Mathews and Mrs. Frank Matthews w^e 
so admirable. OmA-RLEa Mathews was the 
widower, engaged to be married, who spoke 
of his dau^ter, that is, his step-daiightOT, 
a lady of about for^, as a mer© ohiW, 
in fact, as “Little Toddlekhis. If the 
essential motive of the plot of My Inno- 
cent Boy is not precisely the same, it 
seems, as described by those who ought 
to be competent professional witnesses, 
uncommonly like it. Yours truly, 

Laudator Temporis Aoti. 
is modestly advertised as ""The 
Best Farcical Comedy ever produced in 
London.” Dear me! Remembering not 
a few farces and comedies and farcical co- 
' medies, I feel that I really ou^t not to 
miss seeing Ihis phenomenal production. 
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A KEW-RTOUS CALCULATION. 

Deab Mb. Punch, —A n official publica- 
tion promulgated for the benefit . of the 
few, not the many, called the Kew Bulletin, 
has just been issued. It states that the 
number of visitors to the Royal Gardens 
during the past year (1897) was 1,239,683, 
being 157,192 less than in the preceding 
year (1896). The total number of visitors 
on Sundays was 485,544, and on weekdays 
amounted to, 764, 139. The largest score 
was 84,431 on June 7, and the smallest 
57 oh March 18. Then follows an elaborate 
table of the attendance during every 
month in the year. 

It WOTOb BE EXTBEMELT INTERESTING 
to ascertain how these accurate returns are 
determined. There ar,e six public en- 
trants into the Gardens, not one being 
provided with a turnstile. Scores of visi- 
tors pass the gates without even seeing 
or being seen by the German-General- 
attired guardians of the, portals, hundreds 
of residents in the neighbotrrhood often 
use the Gardens two or three times a ^y, 
^d there are several official entrances. 
No gatekeeper has ever been known to 
check anything except the prohibited hand- 
bags of the visitors. Whence, then, is 
this elaborate and circumstantial state- 
ment derived?^ Perhaps Mr. Thiselton- 
Dybe could explain.^ I am certain that no 
one. else could^ except perhaps the Cormo- 
rant. The fact of the matter is that a 
stroi^ eflfort is being made to prove that 
the General Public does not need earlier 
openmg of their own property, JSTous 
verrons. In any case, if returns of visitors j 
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are to be issued let them be trustworthy ; 
and the only way in which they can so be 
rendered is by the erection of turnstiles 
at all the gates. Unfortunately, faked 
statements like that issued by the Kew 
Bulletin are often accepted as Gospel 
Truth in Parliament and Press. And Mr. 
Thiselton-Dter is an acknowledged apos- 
tle of culture — especially of Haughty- 
culture. Yours obediently, 

Victoria Regia. 
The Pagoda, Kew Gardens. 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT 

Extracted prom the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, May 16. — 
Cleverness of Ministry in compounding 
Irish Local Government Bill has hitherto 
met with full reward. The recipe alluringly 
X)erfect. ^^Take,” as the cookery bo^s 
say, three-quarters of a million sterling per 
annum out of Imperial Exchequer j mvide 
lb mto two pretty equal pro-portions ; give 
one to the landlords, pne to- the tenants. 
In serving out, dress the dish with revo- 
lutionary sauce composed of reform in local 
government ; flavour it so that it may as 
nearly as possible resemble Home Rule, 
only on no account let that name appear 
on any of the labels^. Stir well and serve 
hot. , ■ , ' 

None of , your company will thoroughly 
like the di^; but all will partake of it. 
Dandlorda (holding their nose against the 
odour ^of Home Rule) because of their 
mare of the^ three-quarters of a million ; 
tenants (sniffing appreciatively at the 


Home Rule flavour) because of the money 
bribe and the concession of demands which 
exceed Isaac Buttes first Home Rule 
scheme ; Right Hon. gentlemen on Front 
Opposition Bench, and the party that leads 
them, because a Conservative Government 
is practically doing what, in attempting 
to accomplish three years ago, they tkem- 
selyes came a cropper ; the Conservative 
majority because they are good boys, and 
do what they are told. Only person not 
considered or consulted is the British tax- 
payer, who will have to find next year, 
and through all succeeding years, the 
three-quarters of a million with which the 
pill is gilded. 

Hitherto discussion in Comjmittee been 
left almost entirely to Irish Members. 
To-ni^t clause reached which absolutely 
pledges House to vote the money. Almost 
startling to hear the English accent in 
other voice than that of Brother Gerald. 
Lambrt moved to omit provision in clause 
which secures payment of the landlord’s 
bribe. Honest Michael Davitt, who is 
neither to be coerced nor coddled, sup- 
ported amendment. Wilfrid Lawson, 
summing up differences between Robin 
Hood and Her Majesty’s Government, 
prefeired the single gentleman. He robbed 
the rich to help the poor. They plundered 
the poor to fill the pockets of the rich. 
General topsy-turviness of situation illus- 
trated by Tim Healy lending a knee to 
Brother Gerald whilst her fought these 
cavillers. Opposition, of course, of no 
avail. Only 70 went into the division 
lobby to support amendment, 235 flocMng 
in the other side. 
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Hubiiiess done . — ^Resolved to pay tiixee- 
quarters ot a miJiioxL sterling a year, 
passage money of Local (jovernment Bill 
between London and Dublin. No return 
ticket issued. 

Tuesday . — Various ways of pronouncing 
name ot our new possession, \Yei-Hai-\Yei. 
Ltord Kimberley calls it Why-Ok-Wby.*’ 
Tnat tke burden of bis speech to-mgnt. 
‘^\Vby-On-\Vby did you taKe the place?'' 
be asked the Marriss. “And 'Vvby-Ob- 
Wny won't you tell us wbat you are going 
to do with It? Above ail, W'ky-On-Wby 
did Don J ose make that Long JSpoon speecn 
at Lirmingnam last b’riday r " 

Lretty to^ see tbe Markiss’s look of 
poLte surprise at tne latter reference, 
bpeecb ? don Jose ? Long ISpoon ? Dear 
mel Kimberley not a man apt to be 
carried away by bis imagination. Must be 
something m it smce he talks in this way. 
Don Jose certainly lives at Birmingham. 
The Markiss fancies be was formerly 
in some business way connected with 
the town, yuite likely, therefore, tnat he 
bad been making a speech there. XI oidy 
it had occurred to Kimberley to send him 
(the Mareiss) an intimation that he in- 
tended to refer to the matter, he would 
have made mquiry^ probably been able 
to obtain a copy or tbe alleged speech. 

“As it IS,” added the Markiss, taking 
up the notice paper and cnticaily exa- 
mining the terms of Kimberley’s inter- 
polation, “it would be impossible for me 
to see in this notice an intention on the 
part of the noble earl to ent^r into a 
lengthened examination of and dissertation 
upon Mr. Chamberlain’s speech at Bir- 
mingham.” 

Thus airily dismissing tbe topic, discu^ 
sion of which rumbles through every ca;pi- 
tal in Europe, tbe Markiss set himself in 
matter of fact way to say as little as 
possible about Wei-Hai-Wei. 

Business done . — Commons pegging away 

at Irish Local Gov^nment Bill. 

* * ^ * * ♦ 

Thursday . — Shock of the news that comes 
to-day from Hawarden, telling how at last 
the silver cord is loosed, the golden bowl 
broken, is lessened by the long note of 
preparation for the worst. Through weary 
weeks the English-speaking people have 
been sitting by the bedside of England’s 
greatest son, waiting for the inevitable 
end, wMch those whO' loved ^e patient 
sufferer most were least willing lo see 
delayed. Nevertheless, now the blow has 
fallen, and men say tO' each other in hushed 
voice, “Gladstone is dead I” there comes 
upon the senses realisation of all it means 
for mankind. 

Here in the House of Commons, where 
he chiefly lived, where for three -score 
years, in sun^ine and in shade, he played 
a leading part, the gap is widest and 
deepest. Since on March 1, 1894, he 
quietly walked out, after making what 
few who listened knew was his last 
speech, we have had time tO' realise how 
supreme was the guerdon of his daily 
presence. It was not only that there was 
withdrawn from debate the^ greatest Par- 
liamentary orator of the century. With 
his departure the House of Commons suf- 
fered loss of a note of dignity, a colour- 
ing of lofty character, which remain irre- 
parable. Happily, the normal tone of per- 
sonal conduct in the House of Commons 
is high. Anything mean, unworthy the 
character of an English gentleman, any 
tendency to tamper with the truth, 
any suspicion of dishonest intent, is 



Clergynian. “Augustus, wilt thou take this Woman 

Bride {late of Eem'nant <Ss Co.'s Ribbon Department). “ Laly ! 


swiftly, angrily resented. Beyond and 
above that ordinary condition there was 
a something magnificently, though simply, 
lofty in Mr. Gladstone’s moral attitude. 

His strength was as the strength of ten 

Because his heart was pure. 

He had a manner of old-fashioned 
courtesy that was contagious in fashioning 
debate. His subtle influence for good in 
these respects was, up to the last, far- 
reaching. When he sat on the Front 
Bench on either side of the Speaker’s 
chair, he was as a loadstone, concentrating 
upon himself all regards. It was natural 
enough that strangers in the gallery, pay- 
ing a rare visit, should turn to feast their 
eyes upon Mr. Gladstone. That^ was a 
touch of nature that made them kin with 
Members whO' saw him every day. If he 
stood up to speak, he of course engrossed 
attention. His distinction was that, when 
he sat as a listener, he was, in most c^es, 
more closely the object of regard than 
the man speaking. Members watched 
Ti.im keenly, wondering what he thought 


of this or that just said, and whether 
there was probability of his being dragged 
into the debate.^ Once on his legs the 
|brooding meditation bubbled into excite- 
ment. From first to last, however far off 
the last might be, he held the attention of 
the House, charming it with his eloquence, 
even where he could not convince it by 
his argument. 

The fascination he had for the House of 
Commons it wielded over him. When the 
time for separation came, it was as hard to 
think of him wending his, way through 
daily life without spending some hours in 
the Commons as it was for the House 
to conceive itself upstanding with this 
prop withdrawn. It was an unpre- 
meditated thing that" he never re-entered 
the House after his historic speech, when 
he flung down, what Prince , Arthur de- 
scribed as “ a declaration of war against 
the ancient constitution of these realms.” 
Perhaps he feared its potent spell. Having 
I deliberately resolved to retire from Par- 
I liamentary life, he felt it wiser not to 
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SELP-EVIDENT. 

Mr, P-nch {to Stable Tou*), ‘‘Well, Joe, what *s your Fancy?* 
Joe Ch’TTib-rl-n {hwwingly), Disraeli,"' 


subject bimself to the temptation of even 
an hour’s return to the old familiar scene. 
He could not forget how, just twenty years 
earlier, having, in consideration of “my 
time of life,” arrived at the conclusion 
that he would do best to spend what re- 
mained in retirement, he retraced his 
steps. I remember well, how, in the Ses- 
sion of 1875, within a month or two of 
his letter to Lord Granville confirming 
his resignation of the Leadership of 
the ‘Liberal party, he began furtively 
to look in at Westminster. It was 
characteristic of his unconsciously dra- 
matic tendencies that he dressed the 
part of a^ man who had no personal 
concern with what was going forward. 
Whilst leading the House up to the 
close ' of the Session of 1873 — as when, 
later, he resumed his position — ^he made 
a practice of leaving his hat in his private 
room, a habit which led to a memorable 
scene in the Parliament of 1880. When 
in the -Session of 1875 he occasionally 
leaked in, he brought with him not only 
his hat, which he Kept on when seated, 
but his overcoat, his walking-stick, even 
his gloves. What were Parhament or 
politics to him, “at the age of sixty-five. 


and after forty-two years of laborious 
public life,” voluntarily withdrawn from 
the scene? A casual wayfarer passing 
down Parliament Street, seeing the gate- 
way of Palace Yard open, he had just 
dropped in, and, above all things, hoped he 
didn’t intrude. 

At the time of his second retirement, 
the weight of twenty years was added 
to the burden of his prodigious labours. 
His mind was as bright, his intellect as 
keen, as ever. But the flesh truly was 
weak. So he came not any more, and the 
House of Commons is poorer through all 
time to come by the loss of his illumi- 
nating presence. 

Business done, — Mr. Gladstone’s. 

Home he ’s gone and ta’en his wages. 

Friday . — ^Lords and Commons for once 
in absolute unity. In both Houses address 
to the Queen voted, preliminary to burial 
of Mr. Gladstone in Westminster Abbey, 
and the setting up of a monument. The 
speeches testify that the mighty d^ul has 
left behind him a peerless, imperishable 
monument in the^ record of a long life 
brilliant with achievement, unsullied by 
meanness, wholly spent in doing good. 


Through eighteen centuries and a half no 
man has walked this earth who brought to 
his fellow-men an equal amount of advan- 
tage, material, moral, and intellectual. 


THE SCHOLAR-EAEMER. 

[The petition for a School of Honours in Agri- 
culture at.Oxford has been rejected.— Paper.'] 

Oxford ! of whom the poet said - 
That one of your unwritten laws is 
To back the weaker side and wed 
Your gallant heart to wobbhng causes ; 

It IS with mute surprise and pain 
I mark a breach of old tradition ; 

I hear you will not entertain 

The Ploughman’s plea for recognition 1 
It cannot be that you have gone, 

Like old Prometheus’ private vulture, 
And prematurely sat upon 
The rallying corpse of Agriculture I 

You, on whose nicely watered plains 
Wkere’er the rural student trips, he 
Is sure to notice some remains 
Suggestive of the Scholar-Gipsy ; 

Ford of the Ox ! whose ancient name 
Is full of fine bucolic feeling. 

How could you thus ignore his claim, 

The learned farmer’s, lowly kneeling ? 

He spoke of ensilage and germs. 

Of fallow land and pigs in clover ; 

You answered in derisive terms. 

And lightly passed his Georgies over. 

He proffered butter-chums; he knew 
The patent cream-extractoir’s odd use ; 
He tested milk ; but you, you threw 
Cold water on his dairy produce. 

He wove for you a Cereal crown. 

And craved in turn an Honours title ; 
You knocked his cornucopia down, 

And gave him beans for cold requital I 

Oh, Oxford I in your hours of ease 
Content tO' spurn the newer knowledge 1 
What if the foot-and-mouth disease 
Should hit you hard in court and college ? 

What if, through pestilence or drought. 
You failed for very lack of victuals. 
While all your prophets, driven out, 

Made Cambridge flow with beer and 
skittles P 

THE SHADE OF COLUMBUS SPEAKS. 
{Christopher ColwmMis died May 20, a.d., 1606.) 

Far in the golden West I found 
The land that made two worlds as one, 
And joined at once on common ground 
The Eising with the Setting Sun. 

But now I hear the battle shout 
As East and West dispute the sea. 

And cry of slaughter, raid, and rout, 

Of Freedom making men unfree, 

Of pillaged homes and starving men, 

Amd I repent me of my deed, 

When I contrast the Now and Then, 

The Then to which I gave the lead ! 

0 ! Peoples, pause awhile in strife 
That mingles thus both shame and fame, 
I may not speak to you in Life, 

But know in Death Peace* is my name ! 

* The crest of Columbus is the Dove, which is 
the emblem of Peace. 


“ Shadow’d.” — ^The Earth, as is evident 
to the Ctlobe (May 20), at sunset. Our ter- 
restrial proceedings are being most caie- 
fuUy watched. 
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OUR YEOMANRY-SWORD EXERCISE. 

A Sugge&timfoT the Prevention of Cmelty to Animals, 


A WHITSUN HOLIDAY. 

(A Page jrom a Modern Diary,) 

Mond y.— Up witli tlie lark. Breakfast not ready. Spent my 
spare time in closing the boxes. Got tbe family into the train 
with difficnl^^ Devoted the day to travelling. Beached onr 
destination tired out. Glad to get to bed. 

TuesA'y.—TJ-p with the lark. Did the sights. Had no time to 
look at anything, as I had to attend to the tickets. Saw aU the 
museums. My party coming out when I had got the catalogues. 
So managed our visits that there was no opportunity of dis- 
cussing meals. Got back in time for table d^hotOf but preferred 
sleep to food. Went to bed. 

Wed 9 ie 3 day,--'U'p with the lark. Off again travelling. On the 
road all day. Having to fit in the corresponding trains, had no 
leisure for meals. Arrived at our new resting-place late at night. 
So off as quickly as possible to bed. 

Thursday,— V-p with the lark. ^ Spent the morning in sight- 
seeing under the customary conditions. Waited upon the family. 
Looked after the catalogues and umbrellas. Food again at a 
discount. Dispensed with dinner. Glad to get to bed. 

Friday,— Tip with the lark. Time to return. Back agam by 
a train. Ho food. Ho rest. Half-way home. Arrived m time 
to see the lights being put out. Off to bed. 

Saturday.— Up with the lark. Continued my journey post- 
haste. Wrote up my diary. Bind that I have got over several 
hundreds of miles ; but for the life of me cannot remember any- 
thing that I have seen. Don’t recollect any square meal. Back 
again, tired, and only pleased to be in bed. 

Sunday,— Sleepmg, ^ ^ ^ 

Monday,— Tip with the lark. Becovered from my weeks 
“ rest,” and glad to get back again to work. 

Advice to Honbymooners about to Start on a Continent^ 
Trip.— The most appropriate place for “les noces^^ should be 
“ The Hotel Marry-time, Calais.’^ 


SPOETIYE SONGS. 

(A personage of the Speculative Order still addresses a Lady of the same 
versuasion, after ten years* courtship,) 

Once more we met on the Derby Day, 

The rollicking, froUicking day of play, 

And my thoughts were wandering far away. 

(WasnH there fun in the time gone by ?) 

Ten years ago ’twas Ayrshire won, 

And I betted you odds just ten to one 
TV hen Crowberry nearly the crack had done. 

{Wasn't there fun in the time gone by?) 

You followed the Duke in the next year, too, 

When Donovan mastered the^ “ Brewer’s Brew,” 

And the Goldmine did what it could for few. 

(Wasn't there fun in the time gone by?) 

Then we were plighted hand in hand 

As we went to the hill from the bleak Grand Stand ; 

I deemed I had won the best prize in the land I 
(YtSy there was fun in the time gone by )) 

But when Sainfoin had beaten Ze Nord 
(1 rhyme it in English), you struck no chord, 

But looked, I remarked, most terribly bored. 

(It wasn't all fun in the time gone by /) 

Brave Dorset Common upset that chance 
That a Gouveneur triumph would give to France, 

When the numbers went up how your eyes did dance ! 
(Once again fan in the time gone by I) 

Hever united, hut fancy free. 

Sir Hugo was not for you or me. 

If La Fleche had won we now One should be. 

( Chere were tears in the laughs of the time gone by !) 

Isinglass cost us many a pound, 

We imagined that Baeburn would cover the ground, 

But our love was as sure, as our tips unsound. 

(Happy go lucky in time gone by!) 

You were always a Tory from birth, I know, 

And I — ^well, a sort of Unionist foe, 

But Lord Rosebery caused us the bitterest throe. 

(’94, ’95 we had best pass by f) 

In Ladas, Sir Visto, we had no claim ; 

We scorned the Primrose Minister’s name. 

We were broken, hut Love still fanned our flame, 

(The time wasn't long in the passing by !) 

Hext came the season of ’96. 

As usual, both of us made eggs chicks. 

You had got nothing, and I the same — *^nix.” 

(Still we laughed gaily in time gone by!) 

The Prince’s Persimmon made matters seem right ; 

The horizon witii wedding and wealth was bright. 

But you would wait a year for Y elasQuez — ^good night 1 
(How I do mourn for the time gone by .0 

How I remind you, for ten long years 
I ’ve battled with betting and terror and tears, 

And I ’ve never a hope but is cradled in fears. 

(T/,e tine isn't long in the passing by I) 

I'd the winner! The port, of my Mecca, in you, 

And at Jeddah my vows I will once more renew. 

Though a Decade of Derbies is known to the few, 

(But the “ Yfs," after all, makis the time fly by ,) 

Satisfactory Haval Intelligence.— The French docky^ds 
are very busy in bmlding new warships, haying in view a posable 
war with Great Britain. Tant mieux. We have always readuy 
accepted these tributes to our maritime superiority when the 
time comes for annexing them. 

Hote by Oitr Irrepressible One (wandering, as usual)- — Q, 
What is the only canine horticultural equivalent to the dog-r^ r 
A The colley-flower 1 “ [Durance vile wanhng for him. 
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Milli<yniOt/iT& (who Tichs hcen shown into fcbshionoMs A-Ttisf^s studio^ <ind hct>s hssn Tc&j^t wcf/iting 
a few minutes), SHOP T' 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Boyal Birthday 'Night, May 21, — ^For 
Die Meistersinger house crowded with 
worshipping Wagnerites. The minority 
delighted hut overpowered, as is the 
fate of minorities. With the Brothers De 
Beszke, Plancon, Pringle (which for the 
look of the thing should be spelt *‘Prin- 
ger*'), SouLACROix, and Emsia Eames in 
one cast, with Conductor Mancinelli in 
the chair, the most exacting Wagnerite 
could not widi for more, and will never 
again be satisfied with les$. 

Wednesday. — La Favorita ought always 
to be the opera par excellence for Derby 
Night. But as the place of the favourite 
was taken by Jeddah at Epsom, so Faust 
walked in at Co vent Garden. Sttzanne 
Adams came out as a charming Marguerite, 
with a lover Van Dych Faust not quite 
up to the mark; It is satisfactory in this 
cast that Van Dtck should first appear 
as an old master. Van Dyck good in the 
trio. Poor Mile. Baubrmeister as Mar- 
tha, for the first time these many yeara, 
suddenly gave in and fainted. The curtain 
lowered ; " much sympathy ; conaderable 
excitement ; then, on the curtain being 
raised, every one delighted to see Mile. 
Batjermeister, the suffering Martha, ten- 
derly supported by Edouard de Dbszke, 
who, as the designing MephistopheUs, was 
infernally kind to her. And so, with his 
support, Martha managed to get through 
her share of the opera. 

Thursday. — Boito’s Mefistofele. Awk- 
ward way of spelling Mephistopheles, when 
on© has to' substitute “f” twice for the 
accustomed “ ph.” Much the same as if 
we came to spell physician ** f ysician,” 
and to take ‘‘fysic.” Madame Calve, 
doubling the paits of Marguerite, ‘‘with 
the golden hair a-hanging down her back,’’ 
SO' as to make a strong contrast between 
“ the fair one with the golden locks ” and 
a dark-haired Helen of Troy, with no- 
thing classical about her but the name. 
But what matters the hair, if we only get 
the music ? And not only the music, but 
also such acting as that with which 
Madame Calve delighted a crowded house. 
Monsieur Bonnard as FavM, le Bonnard 
des do^nnps.^^ mighty good, and Plancon 
a fine fiend. Mancinelli meritorious. 

Fridav. — Meistersinger as before. Wag- 
nerian Cyclists inoniring when the Cycle is 
going to begin ? Eeport says that on the 
Cycle days and nights breakfasts, ^ lun- 
cheons, dinners, teas and suppers will be 
provided in the house at certain fixed in- 
tervals of rest during the nerformance, and 
fo-' the sake of those to whom some repose 
is a physical necessity, there will be a 
cessation of opera during a few small and 
early morning hours, after which Wagner- 
ites will be themselves again. At least, 
that is what that w’ell-informed person, 
Signor Benjamin Trovato tells us. 

A Dramatic Cue. — Mr. Funch is sorry 
to see by personal inspection that the 
medallion-tablet affixed by Charles Kean 
to the memory of his father, Edmund 
Kean, on the wall of the parish church of 
St. Mary Magdalene, Riohmond, Surrey, 
is rapidly wasting away. The great actor^s 
nos© is visibly diminishing, and his com- 
plexion is that of very mottled soap. Dp 1 
up 1 then, ye gallant histrions, headed by 
f Generals Sir Henry- Irving, Charles 
Wtndham, Beerbohm Tree, and George 
At.ev^ndbr, and repel this chairg© of Neg- 


lect ! No doubt the Rev. Canon Procter, 
Vicar of Richmond, would act as chaplain 
to the forces. 

SKENDAious !— Two emissaries from the 
office of The Oantal were deputed to inter- 
view Mrs. Kendal during her recent visit 
to Cambridge. The report of these :two 
interviewers — ^neither dared go alone -^-is 
published in Ihe abc vo-mentioned Univer- 
siiy journal. It is excellent and instructive 
reading, and' should send up the paper’s 
sale to an enormous extent. Mrs. KendaL' 
permitted the interviewers to approach her. 
Here was her mistake. Anyone positively 
objecting to be interviewed should not 
admit such unprincipled ^ villains, ^as the 
lady’s unfortunate experience of journa- 
lists shows them to be, into her presence. 
Aryd apjjarently she was alone I The un- 
protected female in the presence' of two 
journalists armed, it might b©,! with- cold 


steel pens, and capable of anything !’ “I 
do not,’^ declared Mrs. Kendal, “believe 
in newspaper articles ; they are all false. 
And as for editors — they are the most 
venal clast in existence. There is not one 
who cannot be tougbt she might have 
abided, and sold,” but^she didn’t— “and 
who will nSt lie if anyone makes it woith 
his while.”' 'Ah! there’s the point, “worth 
his'while.” \ Now, , Mrs. IpiNDAL, save up 
ybur money; and, 1hat you may have proof 
positive of the truth of your assertion, you 
will 'find that next Wednesday Mr» Pimch 
is to be “ bought ” — or threepence ! ! Can’t 
t^e less^ ^ , Order early. 

The new “ RussLan niaval programme ” 
is quite in accord with what Peter the 
that^ainitteint shipbuilder, would 
have’ recommendled. . ^us it ia that Rus- 
fliaii hiltsory: re-peters itself. 
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PLEASANT PROSPECT. 




^ervms Traveller. ‘‘Look heee, tott know, I 'm not going to eidb behind that Brute !” 
atweSt” the ShaftsT’^^^ gammon. Why, she *ll be as quiet as a Sheep when we once get ’br 


OUE BOOKING-OPEICE. 

Inspired by bis theme, The Millionaires (Hutchinson), Mr. 
jRANBZPORT MooRB bas lavished on the work glittering strands 
of wit. His dialogue, unbrokenly brilliant, does not tire because 
It seems so easily done. My Baronite would advise the gentle 
reader to take a sheet of foolscap and attempt to imitate it. The 
scenes are chiefly ^t on the shores of the Mediterranean, the 
gay life of the English-American colony being reproduced with a 
plea^t tincture of acidity. Mr. Moore’s most life-like people 
are Insh and his Americans. Tjord Ballyseedy is delightful, 
and IS with characteristic undutifulness outdone by his niece 
Angda. The un^rs^nding between the two distinctly varies 
from that established in ordinary avuncular relations. 

Florence Warden has written many a better novel than this 
JL%me Af-iss Pnm (F. V. White & Co.). It will serve to 
1 beguile a leisure hour, or several leisure hours, according to the 
taste and fancy" of the reader, who may take it at a gulp or in 
small doses. It excites, but disappoints. 

My faithful “ Oo.” reports that Mr. Lucy’s new edition of his 
Life of Gladstone is more interesting than ever. An additional 
chapter completes the work, and tells the sad doings of the last 
ten days. But in spite of the recorded cloud, the book is as bright 
as gold— gold its -worth. The Baroit db B.-W. 

At th.e Free Library. 

Clerk (afpr search). ^ Yes, Miss, I’m sorry to say that The Men 
who made the Mm^re is out at present. 

Afjss Gogo.B.cm unfortunate 1 I did want to read all about 
Mr. George Edwardes I 

Testimony oe Experts. — ^The financial results of the Military 
Toumam^t are likely to be as good this season as in former 
ye^s. Two great military authorities have spoken highly of the 
performances ; one is Private View ; the other General Public. 


HOTEL SIGN SUGGESTED BY A RECENT CONTROVERSY. 


IXION HOTEL, RAMBLEBURY. 
Nohob. 

Lady Cyclists in “Rational Costume” 
are informed that BespectaUe Skirts for 
use at all meals are on hire at the Bar. 
Benjamin Blizzard, 

Froprietor, 


Place aux Dames at Epsom. 

Mrs. McGuffin (who has just heard Lady O’Touzlb state that 
her father’s horse won the Derby in days gone by). Well, that’s 
not much to boast of I My uncle had a oolt that won the Oaks 
three times running. [And all her lady hearers believed her. 

Oheapeb Still. — ^If some new stores are started with the idea 
of underselling the lowest prices at a certain well-known Bromp- 
tonian establishment, would not they assume the motto of “ Out- 
Harroding Harrod ? ” 

Ships to be Scuttled with British Coal. — ^We have plenty 
of coaling stations, yet the mot d’ordre for the British Fleet will 
never be “ scuttle.” 

Song op Gratitude prom “ Carmen ” (for Car-voyageur in the 
new carriages on the L. C. da D. Continental). — “Cor-ri-a^or 
contento 1 Cor-or-ridor 1 Cor-or-ridor * ” 


The only Nation with which England alone might be 
Disinclined to Cope. — ^A Powerful Combi-nation. 
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BETOEE THE PTTBLIC AMUSEWFNT COMMITTEE. 

The inquiry into' the proceedings of A Bunaway Girl at the 
Gaiety Theatre took place to-day m this Comt. 

Miss Ellalinb Terriss (Mrs. Seymour Hicks) said that of 
oonrse she was bound to like her part very much. It was so 
new and fresh. She played an ingenue. For the first time ? Oh, 
dear, nol Why, she was always playing an inginue. Being 
asked if ever before this she had sung a love-song with the lime- 
light on her, accompanied by a “ chorus without. Miss Tbrriss 
replied that she rather thou^t so. Unable to explain why there 
was nothing strikingly dramatic for her to do, or remarkably 
original for her to sing, in this piece, but she wished the Com- 
mittee to understand that the piece was not written by Mr. 

Hicks alone. If it had been written .^1 for Her, why, then 

(Applause, during which witness smiled sweetly, curtsied, and 
withdrew.) 

Mr. Louis Bradfield, who addressed his replies to the Com- 
mittee in a light and airy manner, said. Am I the Gaiety jeune 
premier? Why, certainly. Style founded on Fred Leslie and 
Hicks, with a touch of Arthur Roberts ? Well, if you say so, 
good, but not aware of it myself. Consider a touch-an’-go 
jaunty manner, a high-coloured make-up, and a fight, summery 
costume, varied by suddenly earnest sentimentality, with occa- 
sional wink, or a demurely sly expression, a useful voice, a 
cajjable pair of legs for step-dancing, the qualifications for “a 
Gaiety young man.” In present part of Guy Stanley — (by the 
way, he objected to being called a Guy) — ^he had not much to do 
or sing. Should probably work it up. Stand down? With 
pleasure. Ta, ta 1 See you later. 

Mr. Harry Nicholls, who^ spoke in a rather low tone, and did 
not seem quite at his ease, said he was an old hand at stage busi- 
ness. Knew it all. Other people copied him, yes. Why shouldn’t 
he copy others, and try his hand at writing a new musical play ? 
Not alone- Oh, no. In conjunction with Seymour Hicks. Did 
not see him in Court. Sorry. Hicks illce lacrymce. Collaboration 
excellent; ahem — oh! yes — ^might have got on better without 
oollaborateur. Did they speak his dialogue on the stage? He 
hoped so, but couldn’t say. In fact, couldn’t recollect exactly 
what his dialogue was. Could swear some dialogue had been 

written. With Seymour Hicks? Oh, yes, but Well, he 

would rather not say any more on the subject. Forgot whether 
he had ever seen Fra JDiavolo, or played in The Thum'^ng 
Legacy. Was sure he hadn’t played in The Chieftain. Might 
have seen it. Could not say he remembered the Courier in that 
Onera, or the Courier’s song. Perhaps Mr. Seymour Hicks did. 
Did they intend this to be a genuine comic opera ? Certainly, 
emphatically — that is — ^they commenced with that idea, — but— 
somehow — couldn’t explain how — probably — eh ?- — oh ! yes — in the 
course of rehearsals — ^it gradually became a — a — ^in fact, a “ Gaietv 
Piece.” Good-day. (Here the witness nodded pleasantly to the 
Committee, and stepped down.) 

Mr. Bunches own critic being called, said he agreed with l^t 
witness. The piece began with the promise of genuine Fra Dia- 
voloish comic Opera, but the promise was not “ kept to the ear.” 
Was it light, bright, and amusing? Certainly it was. Every- 
body seemed to have an equal chance of making his or her part 
stand out from the rest, and Miss Ellaline Terriss, Miss Ethel 
Haydon, Messrs. Edmund Payne and Fred Kaye took 
every advantage of the numerous opportunities thus offered. 
As to the story, that, as Mr. Toots had remarked, was "of no 
consequence.” Quite sympathised with the troubles and trials 
of authors and of Mr. George Edwardes in their gallant attempt 
to make a oake all plums. Edmund Payne was inimitable, and 
Fred Kaye as natural as if he were^ in a comedy, except when 
he suddenly remembered that he was in an extravaganza. 

Mr. George Edwardes, in reply to several questions, said, he 
considered this new piece much the same as its predecessors.^ Tt 
opened well, — ^yes — and there was certainly a promise of light 
comic opera in it. For his part, he should prefer genuine comic 
opera. He wasn’t so idiotic as to try and educate the public ; 
he always let the public educate him. Theu got what they 
wanted, and therefore he got what he wanted. Would he express 
any opinion as to the merits of A Bunaway Girl? ^ Yes, he 
would, with pleasure, when A Bunaway Girl had finished her 
run ; not before. There were Darts in it for everybody, which 
was saying a good deal. — a good deal more, in fact, than the parts 
have to say for themselves. As a title, “A Bunaway ” might not 
be quite appropriate ; he hoped she had " come to stay.” If the j 
Committee would excuse hihi, he would be glad to get away, as 
he had twenty-five board meetings to attend, and some fifty 
theatrical companies, home and abroad, to look after, so if they 
would dispense with his further attendance (Applause, during 

which witness lowed and retired.) 



Jane. “There ’s a deal of difference between a Board 

School and a Boardihg School, isn't there, Miss Effib ? ” 

Effie. “Only Three Letters, Jane.” 

Jane. “I see. You mean IN G.** 

.^6. “No. I mean iS. 5^. D./” 

ADVERTISEMENTS ACCORDING TO THE ACT. 

[« The’ Act of Parliament rec^nires a tradesman to give an * absolutely true ’ 

description’of his goods .” — Decision of the Court of Appeall 

MUSTARD OF THE WORST QUALITY. — ^This much wasted, 
necessary article of consumption in a highly adulterated cona- 
tion can be obtained at a cost immensely in excess of its 
value at- 

THE ROAD TO RUIN. — ^The direct course is to borrow money 
at something over 150 per cent, from Plantagenbt db Verb, 

_jn^ Le vy S piderwebs. 

THE UNIVERSAL MONEY PROVIDING SYNDICATE, 
LIMITED. — ^As mi^t have been expected from its name, a 
swindle. Full particulars of the method it was proposed to 
take to absorb the cash of the shareholders can be obtained 
of the Secretary. 

THE NEW PIECE IS STILL RUNNING, thanks to the house 
being crammed with "paper” at every perforinance. It is a 
mercy for a "deadhead” to look in. It is necessary, however, 
to warn proposing theatre-goers that the pieces in the pro- 
gramme are quite the worst on record. 

AN EXCURSION TRIP FOR THOSE WHO SEEK EXCITE- 
MENT can be obtained any day by starting at noon for the 
seaside. First-class passengers guaranteed third-class com- 
pany. Time occupied on the journey amounts to about three 
times that advertised. Crush and disgust with place of desti- 
nation guaranteed. Usual discomfort en route home. Possible 
smash at the end of the journey. 

THE HONEST PUBLICITY SYNDICATE.— This to-day is 
started to describe the merits or denounce the demerits of all 
new ventures. As a commencement it declares that its own 
articles of assodation are of the most fraudulent character. 
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THE JUDGMENT OE PARIS.-^ 

Fair demoiseUes that in the quest of modes 
Have made with us your transient abodes, 
lowing across the rather captious main 
xour patient, panting mommas in your 
train, 

TOiile poppa in his daily working collar 
Fursued at home the' desultory dollar — 
Behold our sacred feelings rudely shaken 
lo ma^rb the desperate turn that things 
have taken! 

^ e hear of female patriotic leagues, 

I Banded to pulverise our French intrigues; 
Mow you have given way to warlike pas- 
sions. 

And mean tO' do without the latest fashions ; 
lo cut, in fact, the modistes of our town, 
And never wear another Gallic- gown. 

Merely because O'Ur democratic press 
Felt drawn towards a Monarch in distress r 
Because our free Republic had to do 
Just what her friend, the Tartar, told her 
to ; ^ 

Because, perhaps, -re took about a week 
lo send your telegram from Martinique ; 

^ lightly wmlring, looked the other way 
VAhen Spanish cruisers' came to coal, or 
stay — ’ 

l^r this you swear to sever your connection 
With thoise who frame' the ultimate con- 
fection I 


Ah ! can you thus so easily forget 
The blessed memory of Lafayette, 
('Meaning the man, of course, and not the 
liner,) 

Than whose performance nothing could he 
finer, 

bravery of France, you broke 
Ferndious Albion’s confounded yoke? 

But let it pass. Besides, in any case, 
Ihe Artist knows no prejudice of race ; 
Cosmopohte as is the wanton wind 
We others work at large for Womankind ; 
W e have no local bias in our breast, 

But simply lean to such as pay the best. 
And as with Art, so too, in turn, should 
Beauty 

Rise glorious about the claims of Duty • 

To no peculiar land or kin attached, ’ 
Her haunt is where the choicest modes 
are hatched ; 

All huma^ ties she barters for a bonnet, 

As though her future state depended on it 
Has this, instinct (even found in blacks) 

turned half your men to Anglomaniacs? 

London for tailors ; but, for woman’s 
_ gear, ^ 

you find its habitat but here ? 
Ah. would you waive the source of all 
your grace, 

pretty noae to spite your 


And this your sacrifice, par trap 4e zih, 

Fray, how should it affect the fighting 
male? 

Your warriors praise you now with “Nobly 
done ! ” 

But what will follow when the war is won ? 

What if you found your WoRTH-less beauty 
scorned, 

And Mars should mock at Venus un- 
^ adorned ? 

Be wise in time ; trust not your native 
charms, 

But come where Paris waits with open 
arms; 

For though her heart is in the Bonds of 
Spain, 

Of \ankee pockets how her hands are fain 1 


True Nobility — At the recent meeting 
of the Nobel Dynamite Trust Co., the net 
ppfit was declared at £232,773, with a 
dividend of twelve per cent. Nobel 
indeed ! They ’ll have to keep up to 
their mark in future, remembering that 
Nobel-esse ohUgeJ^ Everything and every- 
body N oble in this Company. No “ Nobble.” 

Where Messrs. Spiers anb Pond ought 
TO have their Headquarters. — At 
Cater ’em Junction.” 
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A NEW TERROR FOR CELEBRITIES. PORTRAITS BY WIRE. 

[According to the Daily Mail it is possible to transmit portraits by ’wire.] 
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Experiments in Teladtography by a Beginner. 


DARBY JONES REFLECTS ON EPSOM AND 
MANCHESTER. 

Honoured Sir, — When, on Wednesday 
last, a coach laden not only "with copious 
Hampers, but also a very Hilarious Party, 
halted at the Boomed Cock of Sutton, not 
one of that Jovial Band opined that the 
return journey -would be undertaken, by 
Myself, at all events, under most depress- 
ing auspices. Count Grogonofp (titular 
King of Cracow) quaJffed the life-inspiring 
B. and S. with Captain Kbitbbion, and 
vowed eternal friendship ; Sir Willoughby 
Binko (who has assumed a Baronetcy dor- 
mant for Two Centuries) drank his fa- 
vourite beverage, champagne and' stout 
commingled, from a silver goblet which 
had once figured in the Palatial Hall 
of Evans’s^ and shared his morning 
draught with Ben Front, the cele- 
brated cueist ; while I But why 

pursue the subject ? Briefly, the Universal 
Toast, Tory in its assimilation, was 

Derby and Bisraeli!” It would be of 
no interest. Sir, to you or to my other 
honoured patrons to relate how, imme- 
diately afterwards, a slight difference of 
opinion (always allowable among Gentle- 
men) arose between the Captain and the 
Baronet as to the Joint Wagers incurred 
by them in supporting the Favourite for 
some Young Dear Friends of theirs. Suf- 
fice it to say that the Count cast off on 
the waters of speculation by exclaiming, 
“ Ve -dll cot your moogs up between us ! 

Peace then reigned, and self-compla- 
cency was establiiied when we took up a 
commanding position on the Chalk-it-up 
Hill. Several of my companions pointed 
out that on the Hill the Sportsman was 
relieved from those Coarse Importunities 
to which he might be subjected by Layers 
of Odds in the Licensed Enclosures round 
about the Grand Stand. Moreover, the 
Dreadful Weloher would be avoided. Cap- 
tain Kriterion, who is a Bit of a Bard 
(indeed, he backed The Bard in a.d. 1886, 
and was prevented from settling by Family 
Grief) was most humane on the subject, 
and wrote an “ Innompteu ” (as he termed 
it), on the back of Mr. Dorling^s Correct 
Card, to the detriment of ^ the advertise- 
ments. I took a copy of this Districh, and 
kno-wing that you sip at Pierian Springs, 
I venture to reproduce his not indegant 
Quatrain : 

Some good ia -nlest Immankind I own. 

Nor even at the Welcher cast a stone ; 

For, when -with eager eye his place I scan 

After the race, he is a non~est man ! ” 

“Bravo!” cried the Count, who had 
evidently taken a great fancy to Kritb- 


rion. “Dere certainly ' spoke ze man of 
experience that does it.” 

Of what moment to detail such com- 
parative Trivialities as the -victory of Mr. 
Barnato (every one glad to see the Old 
Colours over a new shipper), or the Fasci- 
nation which Mr. Arthur Jajvebs had foi 
backers in the Stanley Stakes, or the 
Wandering Minstrels who live on Lobster 
Claws and Disabled Pineapples, and othei 
Indigestible Refuse of the good and great, 
or the Ladies and Gentlemen of all and 
Indescribable Degrees who bring the scent < 
of Monte Carlo over the Surrey Downs. 
Luncheon-time passed in Sybaritic Fa- 
shion, save that numerous Females of the 
Gipsy Persuasion continuously dirtied my 
nether Sartorial Requisites by the appli- 
cation of their thumbs and forefingers to 
the calf of my right leg, in the hope of 
Filthy Lucre for Indifferent Soothsaying. 

Of course, we had the usual Sweepstakes 
over the Great Event, at Five Pounds per 
I capitem^ my juvenile acquaintance, the 
Hon. George Fliplatt, late of Oxford 
College, who pro-videntially appeared on 
the scene, kindly providing my Quantum 
Sic#., which otherwise I could not have 
found, being at a loss for change. The 
Count held the hat, and E^itbrion drew 
the numbers. The former was lucky 
enough to secure Disraeli, and the other 
the Duke of Devonshhib’s representative. 
I found myself credited with Wvverrv, 
while Fliplatt obtained )evon, which, by 
a singular belief in his starting, had been 
included in the Lottery. 

Here I nause to draw breath, as did 
Countless Ihousands when they saw a Dis- 
reputed Outsider called Jeddah, named, 
I Mieve, after a disreputable Port on the 
Red Sea (it ought to be called Dead Sea) , 
romp home in front of one uf my Strong 
Tips, the fas-b-flitting Batt, at the extra- 
ordinary odds of 100 to 1 against. The 
success of Mr. Larnaoh’s colt was hailed 
-with a low moan bv all on our Dismal 
Drag, save and excepting ^itbrion, who, 
having also drawn “the Field,” which in- 
cluded the Arabian, quietly slipped the 
whole of Our Sweep into his capacious 
pockets. The Count alone gave a cynical 
smile, while regarding this heartrending 
operation. For myself, I felt non plus* 
So, borro-wing Fliplatt’s ticket, made 
tracks for the Paddock, where, if you 
remember, my cfliief, I met you in com- 
pany with a most Cheerful and Affable 
Companion, Sir Fraiser Punnett, of 
Wasstaff Hall, Salop, whose cre^ I find 
in Debrett’s Beoord of the Nobility to be 
“on ail arm sinister a double strawberry 
mark erased gules.’* This genial gentle- 
man (he gave me a Rothschild cigar, a 


priceless gift considering the war), cheer- 
fully observed, “ Well, Fm sorry the Duke 
(hdn’t quite hit it off -with his hat, hut he 
didn’t score hattly after all. Dunlop 
couldn’t stay the course, as he was pro- 
bably tyred. Regarding the winner, he 
ought to have been fathered by a centu- 
rion, not a Janissary, and though there 
was a Madden in the saddle, there are, 
I expect, a great many more mad’uns on 
the Course*.” 

I could see by his jovial remarks that 
you and Sir Frasier Punnbtt had hacked 
‘^Jeddah,” and I felt cut to the quick 
march. Forgive, then, honoured Sir, my 
quitting your bracing society so- abruptly, 
but I ruiSied away to secure a Real Good 
Thing in Winkfield’s Pride for the Epsom 
Cup. Alas, alack, and welladayl And 
then I plunged on Templecombe,^ and then 
on Sister Angela, and then I think I must 
have walked home. Anyhow, I didn’t at- 
tempt tO' climb the Hill again, and I have 
since learned that Count Grogonofp, Cap- 
tain E^iterion & Co., disappeared soon 
after myself, without undergoing the Fa- 
tigue of a Return Journey by Road, leav- 
ing Fliplatt to settle the, to him, Trifling 
Account. 

Ha-ving drawn upon you, in the Ame- 
rican style, at sight, I must temporarily 
-withdraw myself from Public View till the 
Mancunian Meeting, of which I venture, 
not -with all Hilarity, to chant as follows : 
A magnificent trophy the Manchester Cup, 

But not for the Saint Cheese I think, 

Nor from it will victory Spcmiard sup, 

Nor the Uewfowndlcmd take a first fenk, 
Though he may puzzle the North to go on 
■When the Carrion Monarch is done, 

And the chance of the Antipodean is gone, 
While the Neophyte ’s very near won. 

But if Koyalty’s grace can all others displace, 
*Tis the Prmce of AL’E^—Seeond to None ! 

There is the song of the* Death-stricken 
Swan, otherwise known as 
Your jaded and Jeddahed Adherent, 

Darby Jones. 

p.S. — ^My respectful compliments to Sir 
Frasier Punnett, and trust that his An- 
cestral Pride did not prevent his taking 
my suggestion that Airs and Graces would 
be of service to him in the Oaks, though 
well aware that he may call my remarks 
“Oaks-agen gas.” 

The Fourth of June as it is, 

Mrs. Cornelius ^ondyke. Yes, it’s a 
great pri-rilege having a hoy at Eton. 
Klondykb and me always get tickets for 
Upper Ten School to hear the speechifying. 

Latest Advice to France and England 
IN West Aprioa. — “ Essi and be friends I ” 
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THE SAILOR AND THE LASS OF RICHMOND HILL! 

Or, Lord Oh-rl-s B-r-sf-rd to the Resqub. 

It is proposed to construct a line of electric tramways from Kew to Hampton Court, the proposed 
route for wMcn is over the famous Richmond Hill and in front of the gates of Richmond Park.** 


"COME TO OUE PAVILION” 

Love's Labour Lostj Act II., Sc. 1. 

Let lovers of song enjoy their Be 
Heszh^s, their PiiAiirgONS, and their chan- 
sons, hut for good hearty enj'oyment, give 
ns ^gnor Dahiel ; Leno at any time, but 
especially just now, when at the London 
Pavilion, familiarly styled “ the Pay,” the 
aforesaid Bait appears as a Beefeater, in 
the Tower of London, explaini-ng its 
beauties to the Towerists. That excellent ; 
so is his Shopman at the stores, where “ eggs 
is eggsj” but yet more excellent is his 
masterly analysis of the old song, “ Where 
are you going to, mypreUy Maid If ” and his 
admirably Mgh- toned moral reflections on 
the conduct of the gentleman — shall we 
call him “gentleman?” — we thini^ not, 
as no gentleman who considers himself a 
gentleman could possibly stoop (and he 
must have stooped, as he was on horseback, 
when speaking to a girl afoot) to address a 
young and simple maiden going with 
buckets to the “ bucket-shop ” (apparently, 
and this is the only excuse for the other- 
wise rude questioner), and ask her “ 'Where 
she was going,” and to style her, My 
pre^ maid.** But was she ^^his pretty 
umd ? ** Now, on this point — but at tlds 
point we must break off, and leave the 
difficult question to be solved by Professor 
Bahieli L^o, who will And in this old song 
matter forinfi-nite discussion, and ilb’-mitable 
theories to be dealt with in his own iniini- 
table w^airner.. Every Laughing Philo- 
sopher should hear Bak Leho’s discourse. 

There are other attractions — ^all good. 
Miss Wilton (surely we Ve heard 

that name before ? Some few years ago, 
wasn’t it?) is a “ Serio-comic and Banoer,” 


who win wile away your minutes delight- 
fully, aud “The Bale Troupe” take ad- 
vantage of a qiriet moment, when there are 
neither Bons nor undergraduates, nor, 
indeed, anyone at all, in the grounds at the 
“backs of the Colleges” in full view of 
Trinity, Cambridge, to perform their “ Cele- 
brated Bicycle Act.” To thoroughly appre- 
ciate the reason why Messrs. Pintaro (No, 
not Pinero, but very near 0 !) and 
Zavan call their exhilarating entertain- 
ment The Swell and the Tramp the reader 
must see it ; and, soon afterwards, by atten- 
tively listening and catching (if he can) 
every word that Mile. Marguerite 
CORNILLE, “Za Uharmeuse^^ utters, he 
will enjoy the story of her song as much 
as he will have enjoyed her singing. The 
“Musical Ayolos,” Xylophone Players, 
make a series of hits with their instru- 
ments ; and there are plenty of aui/res sh(yw8 
at the Pavilion. 


Ecglesiastioal. — There is one Bishop 
who, judging by his name, ought to he an 
authority on vestments, and that is “ Br. 
Westoott.” Is the Bishop of Burham a 
Low Westoott or a High Westoott? 
And when his Lordship obtains his well- 
earned holiday, instead of going away to the 
coast, does he remain at home, and lecture 
on diocesan matters, the reports of which, 
when published, are refreshingly headed, 
‘ ‘ WESTOOTT-on-See ” ? 

Intsteai). — A. new book, BlasimSy W. 
T. Stead, is published by Grant Hich- 
ABDS. But even RicrFrA.RDS will grant 
that Blastus would have been more appro- 
priately published by “ Windus.” 


JOURNALISM UP-TO-BATE. 

“Whoever is content with the ideas of 
yesterday,” says Sir Henry Irving, ‘‘the 
journalist must be equipped with the ideas 
of to-morrow.” All aspirants for journal- 
istic honours pass such an examination as 
this : — 

1. Bescrihe process known as “intel- 
ligent anticipation of events.*’ Anticipate 
intelligently the following : — British retreat 
from Wei-Hai-Wei ; Russian occupation of 
Hong Kong ; graceful concession of Gib- 
raltar ; polite withdrawal from the Cape. 

2. Write full account of forthcoming en- 
gagement between American and Spanish 
Fleets, giving (a) list of killed and wounded, 
and (5) personal narratives of survivors. 

3. Explain the terms reported, rtcmoured, 
unconfirmed, contradicted. Illustrate their 
use in ha^enny journalism. 

4. Review the Poet Laureate’s next 
volume for (a) The Standard, (6) The Star, 
(c) Our Booking-Office. 

5. Write a leading article which shall he 
equally appropriate to any of the following 
events Bombardment of New STork, Pall 
of Madrid, Bestruction of the Spanish 
squadron, Annihilation of the U. S. Meet, 
Capture of Khartoum, British reverse in 
Egypt, Biscovery of the North Pole. Show 
that whatever has happened is in strict 
accordance with the course prophesied in 
your issue of yesterday’s date. 

6. State exact terms of non-existent 
treaty between Great Britain and United 
States. OiyeprScisoi settlement of Sierra 
Leone question. 



THE STORMY PETREL. 


South African variety. At present on the 
Atlantic. 

[“ Br. Leyds left to-day to take up his duties in 
Europe as political representative of the Transvaal.** 
—Breioria, May 26.1 
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A TASTE TO BE ACQUIRED. 

{A Whitstmtide Sketch,) 

Soosan Jane. ‘‘Well, how in the woeld oue Missus can be so fond o' biding on ’Oeseback, I don’ know!” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Exteacted pkom the Diaey op Toby, M.P. 

Souse of Commons, Monday, May2S . — 
At a quarter past six, the Right Hon. 
J. W. Lowthek took the Chair on re- 
sumption of Committee on Irish Local 
Government Bill. Particular about men- 
tioning him in full style, as this is earliest 
opportunity. Maturely expected to find 
his name in list of Jubilee honours. Per- 
haps is more distinguished out of the crowd 
m the briefer Birthday List. Ho-weiver 
it be. Privy Councillorship is well deserved. 
From the first, J. W, took tO' the Chair ot 
Ways and Means as a duck takes to- water. 
Cannot recall an instance where he has 
blundered. As the ever-regretted Mr. 
P^LPS, sometime American Minister at 
this Court, once said, a man who never 
makes a mistake will never make any- 
thing. Still, in either Chair of House 
of ^Commons, even monotonous freedom 
from error is regarded in a favourable 
aspect. 

True, J. W. has lived through Elysian 
days compared with the lot of his pre- 
decessor. That kindly, courtly gentleman 
never had justice done to him. He came 
fresh to Chair at an epoch exceeding in 
bitterness any that has marked the Com- 
mons since early Com Law days. More- 
over, an able and influential circle of the 
Opposition made a dead set against him. 
Wanting to wreck the Home Rule BiU, 
they perceived a vulnerable point of attack 


in the Chairman. If they could worry him, of Bill passing were appreciably lessened, 
and get things in a muddle, the chances So they deliberately and systematically 

“went for” the Chairman. 

J. W. lives in happier times. At best, 
position of Chairman of Ways and Means 

A is a difficult one to sustain with general 

approval. That approval the present in- 
cumbent early won, and holds with in- 
creasing firmness of grip. 

Notbmg more touching than the grati- 
fication of his kinsman, Lord of the Isle 
of Thanet, at the official recognition of 
the Chairman’s success. “We Lowthbes 
are getting on,” Jemmy said, smiling be- 
nignly at the Chair. “There is not one 
Right Hon.^ Lowther, but two Right Hon. 

Business done , — Ramming Local Govern- 
ment Bill through Committee, so as to 
wind up for holidays to-morrow. If time 
inadequate, so much the worse for the Bill, 
Wednesday, 12,25 a.m. — Just adjourned 
for Whitsun holidays. Been sitting since 
noon yesterday ; for the most part dolefully 
dull ; hour after hour in Committee on 
Irish BiU. Half-an-hour before- midnight 
BUI through Committee Stage. A grateful 
cheer from tired legislators. ,G6 home 
now ; off for well-earned holidays. 

Not at all. Sage op Queen Anne’s Gate, 
jealous for interests of his beloved friend 
Don Jose, is certain Colonial Sbobetaby 
would like opportunity of referring to his 
** As a duck takes to 'water.** famous Birmingham" speech. Stirred ‘ up 

mi. -D- T -rtr T homets’ uost all ovor Continent : brought 

The Eight Hoiu J. W. L-wth-r. upon Don Jose’s meek head avalanche of 
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THE OLD WORLD AND THE NEW. 

^air Yankee {in Egy:pt), “I say, Uncle, can tew tell me, aib thebe ever any new 
Camels ? I guess all I ’ve seen must be Second-hand 1 ’* 


criticism aud reproof. The Sage insists 
this should, not be borne alone. Were the 
Cabinet cognisant of, and therefore jointly 
responsible for, the speech? If so-, let 
them come forward like men and toe the 
line with Jose. Put searching question 
on subject yesterday. Evaded by St. 
Michael. NoWj on motion for adjourn- 
ment, proposes to take constitutional 
means of raising it. Then Dilke wanted 
to know what about rumoured advances 
towards alliance with Germany? Bash- 
mbad-Ihtlett, to DuiKe's ill-concealed 
gratification, followed on same lines. 

This too much for Arch- Angelic temper 
of St. Michael. As a rule, his equability 
imperturbable; his conversation “Yea, 
yea ; unwillingly varied by “ Nay, nay,” 
when applications are made at the Trea- 
sury for extended grants. But there are 
limits even to the temi^r of Sr. Michael 
cum All Angels. At sight of this Triple 
Allianoe, he exploded. “ The Three Tailors 
of Tooley Street!” he mockingly cried, 
enveloping the trio with wrathful ^ance. 

Erninently charaoterisitic that after this 
outburst he observed that he “ didn’t wish 
to say anything disrespectful.” That all 
very well, but the thing was done; the 
eve of the Whitsun holiday waa made 
memorable by the spectacle of the equable 
stream of a blameless life stirred by 
hitherto unknown gust of passion. Awed 
by the phenoimenon, having misty notions 
of reading somewhere, that when a habi- 
tually placid man flames in wrath there is 
no knowing to what lengths he may go, 


Mayflower to those of their families who 
remained at home. 

Finally, demonstrate to general satis- 
faction that, although Yankee Doodle is 
admittedly of early English origin, Buie 
Britannia is the latest production of the 
more than ever United States. 


AGGRESSION. 

[To plant ourselves at Wei-Hai-Wei ^ith guns 
and rifles poin+ing aurobs at Port Arthur .... is 
a step which, the Hussian Groyerument can scarcely 
be expected to consider a friendly act . — Saturday 
Review, May 21.] 

’Tis true, where’er your pathway lies 
Your policy we seem to cross. 

We tamper with your best allies. 

Find profit in your loss. 

When fresh advantages we seek 
With crafty smile we speak you fair, 
And laugh, at first with tongue in cheek — 
Outright when once we ’re there. 

So when at last our true intent, 

No longer hidden, you discern. 

Our double-dealing you resent — 

A woirm, they say, will turn. 

Yet know, as angrily you squirm 
And dare remonstrate when attacked. 
We look upon your turning, worm, 

As an unfriendly act. 


Eager. Oontribtttories. — Young ladles 
in remote country districts in want of part- 
ners for croquet, lawn-tennis, bicycling, 
and so forth, shoiild be energetic supporters 
of the “ Additional Curates Society,” 


Members folded their tents like the Arab, 
and as silently stO'le away. 

Business done . — Chancellor of Ex- 
chequer suddenly, unexpectedly, explodes. 
Blows House clean into Whitsun Recess. 
Fragments will be picked up on Monday, 
June 6. 

TEST EXAMINATION PAPER 
FOR THE ENGLISH-SPEAKING RACE. 

{For accejptance on both sides of the Atlantic,) 

Give a short account of the Anglo^ 
American language, showing that the 
tongue of Shakspeare had its birth in 
Boston. 

Show that Columbus should be accepted 
as a misprint for C. O’Lumbus, and counted 
an Irisbman. 

Give your reasons for believing that 
America was at one time a part of Wales, 
and the intervening ocean a sea of com- 
paratively modern creation. 

Sketch out a plan by wMch the White 
House at Washington and the Castle at 
Windsor might become intercbangeable. 

Demonstrate bow an Anglo-American 
House of Assembly oould sit alternately at 
Westminster and New York. 

Design a flag that would display the 
Union Jack and the Stars and Stripes in 
fraternal combination. 

Trace a pedigree showing that John and 
JonatbwlN are not cousins, but brothers. 

Enumerate the ties of kinship binding 
Tennyson to Longpeollow, Washington 
to Wellington, and the passengers of the 





A STUDY IN EXPRESSION. 
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THE SAME WITH A DIFFERENCE. 


Tolly. ‘‘You ENOW, Tathee, I told you you shouldn’t have come to Town in that 
AWFUL Hat. I wonder you wear it at Home even.” 

Father. “Why, it doesn’t matter. Everybody knows Me there.” 

Lolly. “Yes; but it’s different in London.” 

Father. “Ho, quite the same. Nobody knows Me here !” 


OUR POST-BAG. 

[** An important war causes literature and art to 
be neglected. ... It is curious to notice how it is 
the one topic of conversation at the dinner-table, in 
the train, and elsewhere .” — A Weekly Review.'] 

Sib, — ^At this momentous crisis, when 
the fortunes of two great nations are trem- 
bling in the balance, it is disgusting to hind 
that there are some unhappy creatures 
so blinded by their sordid love of gold ^ 
to allude to petty financial transactions in 
their conversation and correspondence. 
Only this morning I received a letter from 
Messrs. Snips & Co., tailors, “begging my 


attention to their small account.” Small 
account, indeed 1 I have explained in my 
reply that my whole attention, at the pre- 
sent time, is concentrated elsewhere — 
somewhere in the neighbourhood of Cuba, 
in fact. Yours faithfufly, M. P. Kunius. 

Snt, — ^In common with all other men of 
intelligence, you must be aware how dis- 
gracefully the fleets of America and Spain 
aliie have been Tm’sTnanaged in the present 
war. Since my retirement from the sugar 
trade, which took place a few months ago, 
I have devoted much attention to the pro- 
blems *of naval warfare. And, being a 
lover of fairplay, I beg to intimate that for 


a moderate fee I am prepared to furnish 
either Spain or the United States with a 
plan of campaign which cannot fail to 
prove immediately successful. 

Horatio Nelson Tomkins. 

Sib, — Our country is watching the 
strug^e with “ trembling eagerness.” And 
what does this lead to ? It leads to Sleep 7 
lessness, to Indigestion, to a Disordered 
Liver, — ^in a word, to all those ailments for 
which Poppleton’s Perfect Pillules are the 
cue safe and infallible cure. The moral is 
obvious. POPPLETON <fe Co. 

Sib, — Owing to this ahominahle war, I 
can find no sSe for my usual Spring out- 
put ; my Odes to the Cuckoo are a drug 
in the market j nO' editor will look at my 
Songs to May. And so, Sir, I appeal to 
you to assist me by announcing that I 
am prepared to furnish Patriotic Songs, 
Ballads and Elegies (with American or 
Spanish flavour, according to taste) on the 
lowest terms. Apollo Johnson. 

P.S. (private and confidential ). — 
do you say to running my Strife of Nations 
— a blank-verse epic of about fifteen thou- 
sand lines — as a serial in Funch? 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^I have been shaime- 
fully treated, and I appeal to you for pro- 
tection. That old beast Billy (our head- 
master, you know) put me on in Ccesar 
this morning. I didn’t know a word of it, 
and explained that I couldn’t be expected 
to trouble about Latin and Greek and that 
sort of rot, when aU my sympathy was 
absorbed in the fate of Spain. And the only 
result, if you please, was that Billy told 
me to write out the lesson twice, Latin 
and English 1 Yours disgustedly, 

Brown Minor* 

MARS MELIORIS BELLI INVENTOR. 

Dear Mb. Punch,— As I know that tou 
are strictly neutral, and that your esteemed 
publication is read alike in Castile and 
WasMngton State, I heg to draw the 
attention of the high-contending Powers 
of Spain and America to the fact that 
I have several valuable mvmUomy which 
should certainly be immediately adopted 
by one or both of them. 

1. A Machine for Making Dynamite 
Bread, which cannot he distinguished from 
the ordiup.Ty Staff of Life. Invaluable for 
provisioning an Enemy’s fleet under the 
cover of disinterested friendship. 

2 A Submarine Balloon disguised as a 
Whale, Shark, or Sword-fish, according to 
taste, propelled by centrifugal force, and 
heavily charged with a destructiTe liquid, 
of which I am sole patentee. 

3. A Eepeating Cannon made of pajpier 
mdcMy so light that it can easily be carried 
in the breast-pocket of a military-cloak. 

4. A Mirror fitted with 3,000,000-power 
electric light, calculated to blind 30,000 
men at first sight. Priceless, unless the foe 
wear my Eontgen Bay Protective spectacles. 

5. A Marine Cycle, which, by a special 
power of oH-diffasion, can travel safely 
through the stormiest sea. 

6. My Eefrigerator Splendens, whereby 
a whole division can he frozen into immo- 
bility by the turning of a handle. 

I trust that some at least of my methods 
may meet with your approval. At all 
times am I ready to famish plans, &c,, 
to you or cmy other capitaUsf. 

Hanwell db Loona. 

The Laboratory, Feckfwm, Bye. 


VOL. cxiv. 
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LAUNCE AND HIS DOG. 

. . Lord S-l-sb-ey. The Sly Dog Et. Hon. J-e Oh-mb-el-n, 


Launce, . 
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«A OTJEE FOE INDOLENCE.” 

Have jiist been reading in the ForU 
nightly an article with this title. Being 
naturally indolent, I take an interest in the 
subject. Even continue to do so after 
reading this article, translated from tiie 
French into remarkable English. It 
probably good for ‘‘an indolent,” as the 
translator would call me, to have his brain 
taxed occasionally. At last discover the 
correct treatment. Somehow I do not seem 
quite a proper subject. Enjoy excellent 
health. Nevertheless, am hopelessly lazy. 
Must therefore regulate the employment of 
the twenty-four hours as recommended by 
the French doctor, though, as the translator 
puts it, “without doubt one will judge 
these precautions juvenile even to the 
burlesque, tyrannical even to the 
absurd.” Don’t quite know whether the 
translator would consider me an absurd. 
Perhaps I am a burlesque. Will begin to- 
morrow, and carefully follow Dr. De 
FXiETJBY’s programme for the day. 

“ Eise at seven.” Eather uncomfortably 
early. Generally get u]^ at nine. But 
persevere. Next comes “ intellectual work 
for about an hour and a half,” and then 
breakfast at half-past eight. Don’t quite 
see what time tms leaves for bath and 
dressing. Ah, yes ! Intellectual work 
must go on meanwhile. Do my best, 
Eepeat the easier end of the multiplication 
table while having my bath— always hated 
mathematics— and conjugate amo after. 
Not so easy. Schoolboy’s mechanical 
memory clean gone. Part my hair all 
croolcedly while struggling with the 
wretched verb. Still sometime for intel- 
lectual work. Begin to hate it. Bead 
some irregular verbs in my old Latin 
grammar. Yery uninteresting. At last 
breakfast time. Excellent appetite. What 
next? Hang it all I More “intellectual 
work.” Had thought of doing some verses 
for a magazine. Evidently impossible. 
Must try something inteUectual. Trans- 
late part of the Fortnightly article back 
into French. Easy enough, anyhow. 

Then comes “ rest at half -past eleven.” 
Should much prefer some exercise. How 
am I to rest? Can’t go to sleep in the 
morning. Even I am not so indolent as 
that. Besides, the next thing is lunch at 
noon. How delightfully foreign. Always 
prefer dejmner. But after a solid English 
breakfast it is rather early. So take that 
rest in a cab to the Savoy. Dejeuner there. 
Don’t seem very active so far. What 
now ? Another rest I In cab to the club, 
and rest there in easy chair with my eyes 
shut. Still rather indolent. Then comes 
‘* a walk.” At last I But only for about 
half-an-hour. After this, I am to follow 
my “ordinary occupations.” Evidently 
must not work or walk, write or read. So 
drop into club again, sit in easy chair, and 
soon fall asleep. Just as I wake. Smith 
comes in. “Hullo,” he says, “ taking it 
easy, as usual?” ‘‘Not at all,” I retort, 
“I’m curing mjr indolence. You’ll see 
the system described in the Fortnightly 
“ Oh, mdeed,” he replies, “ I ’m glad the 
cure is working so well.” Begin to have 
doubts of it myself. But will persevere. 
Should like a nttle exercise. This is not 
mentioned, so home in cab. 



^ Perspiring OcmnirymAm (who has just, with the utmost difficulty^ su^eeded in catching train), 
. “Phew! Just saved it by t’ Skin o’ my Teeth F" 


“ Dinner at seven.” What now? “Eest 
for half-an-hour.” Again ! This is awful I 
Fall asleep once more. Wake just before 
half-past eight. At last “ a short walk,” 
and then “go to bed.” Probably a mile 
is short enough. Do this, and get into 
bed as the clock strikes nine. I may have 
been indolent, but I have never been to bed 
so early since I was at schooL Impossible 
to sleep. Would welcome “intellectual 
work ” as a distraction. But dare not even 
repeat the multiplication table to myself. 
At last, at daybreak, can bear it no longer. 
Get up,^ dress, and walk to Eichmond. 
Shall give up this cure. Rather titan 
“ rest ” and sleep about twelve hours a day, 
I will be “ an indolent ” all my life. J 


Suggestion for amending the Boadioea 
Statue-group on the Thaws Embank- 
ment. — The horses may be easily supposed 
to have bolted, as they have got nO' reins, 
and to have upset the car containing 
Boady and hei: twoi crouching friends, who 
have escaped unhurt. Beplace chariot cmd 
horses by motor-car. Let the two crouoh- 
ers be riding as two fares inside, and 
Boady can be on box flourishing her spear, 
or anything, except, of course, a whip. 

Suggestion for the next Statement 
FROM Our Yellow-Press War-Corre- 
spondent. — Sampson has slain his thou- 
sands, thanks to the jaw;bone of an ass. 

Men of the Thyme. — ^Herb-growers. 
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FARMING SCHOOLS. 

r“-A«lie last meeting of tiie GloueestersHre Cliamber of Agrienltnre it vas staW liat a scheme for a School of Farming had been prepared by the 
*- • * County Council/’ — Globe,] 




Dr. Tummutslure tftVi-n g Ms Farming The Master of the Wurzel-growing ^ Pupils’ ‘Work m£the Scarecrow 
School for a constitutional walk. Class. Modelling Class. 


Prize Pitchfork for the best Scholar. 






Chemical Preserration of Milk Class. 


OPHELAINE AND HAMELETTE. 

{By ^^the Belgimb Shorkespeare.’') 
Persons : — 

The King, The Quern, 

The Chamberla/in, 

I Laertes {the GharnherlairC s son), 

Ojphelaine {the Cfhamberlam' s daughter), 
JSamelette {the King's nephew). 

Ghost of EameUtte' 8 fcdher. 

Act I . — Elsmorey a plMforrti before the castle. 

HAJtfELETTE, OPHELAINE Omd LaERTES dis^ 
cohered comersing in dismal whispers, 

Earn, It is cold to-night. 

Lae. It is verv cold. 

Oph. There is a cloud over the moon. 
Earn. The cloud is dark and threatening. 
I can scarce keep from shivering, the cloud 
is so dark. 

Lae, It is going to- rain. 

[A hollow grexm is heard. 
Earn, (gloomily). Did you hear any- 
thing? 

Lae, I heard nothing. Another groan. 
Oph. What was that ? 

Lae, It was the wind. \The ghost enters. 
Earn. See, he comes. His eyes glare. 
They ^are like live coals. I have never 
seen such glaring eyes. 

Oph, Speak to him, Watwrt.bttb. 


Earn. Who art thou? 

Ghost. I am the ghost of thy father. I 
am permitted to haunt these battlements 
between twelve and two. Thine uncle 
murdered me and has since married my 
wife. You must revenge me. 

Oph. Alas I poor ghost. 

Ghost. Tin I am revenged I suffer tor- 
ments. It is imuoissihle to describe the 
torments I suffer. At night I roam tO' and 
fro upon the battlements wringing my 
hands, and my eyes are full of tears. You 
can see how full of tears my eyes are. 

Earn. I can see nothing. 

Lae. The night is very dark. 

Ghost. The cock is about to crow. 
When the cock crows I must depart. I 
may not outstay the crowing of the cock. 
Swear that you will avenge me. 

Earn. I swear. [JExit Ghost. 

Act II . — In the Q^^mrCs Chamber. 

Xing, What ails Hamblbtte? Is he 
sick? 

Queen. He is very sick. 

Xing. I fear he is mad. You must speak 
to him, my dear. Here he comes. He 
must certainly he spoken to. fXxit King, 

Cham, Speak to him severely, madam. 
I will conceal myself behind the arras. 
He must certainly he spoken to. 

IConceals him>self. 

Queen. I wish they; had not left me 
alone with him. I bepn to- fear something 
may happen. The wind howls round the 
castle and the moon is overcast. I fe^ 
something terrible may happen. Why did 
they leave me alone with him? (Enter 
Hamblette.) Grood evening, son. 

Earn, A very disagreeable evening, 
mother. 

Queen. Hamblbttb, your father is angry 
with you. 

Earn. Mother, I am angry with my 
father. 

Queen. Do not answer me, Hamblette. 
It is not right for a son to answer his 
mother. 

Earn. It is not right for a mother to 
marry her deceased husband’s brother. 

Cham, (behind the arras). Help! a rat 
is behind arras. I do not like rats. 


I WATekV/ ^ 

teEUVATid 
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Dairy Object Lesson for the 




ir 


Junior Class. 


Earn. Did some one say a rat ? I will 
kill that rat. 

[Makes a pass through the arras. TJi^ 
Chamberlain falls with a thud. 

Queen. Hamelettb, what have you done P 

Earn. I have killed a rat, mother, 

[Pulls out the Chamberlain. 

Queen. I felt sure that something terri- 
ble would happen. I felt it as soon as 
I was left alone. I will go to the King. 

Earn. You shall not go to the 

Queen. Hamelettb I 

Earn. He killed my father. He killed 
him with poison as he was sleeping in his 
garden. Nothing is more certain than 
that he killed him. 

Queen. Something terrible will certainly 
happen. [Enter Ghost. 

Earn. Why have you come again so 
soon ? 

Ghost. To warn you to he swift. I have 
come to warn yon to he swift. 

Earn. I will be swift. Do not fear that 
I shaU not be- very swift. 

Queen. Hamblette, why do yon stare 
like that ? Oh 1 I begin to be afraid. 

[Ghost varnishes. 

Earn. Did yon see nothing ? 

Queen. I saw nothing. 
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Sam. There was nothing to see, Ha! 
ha! 

Queen. My son is certainly going mad. 

Act III. — Msinorff^ a room, in tJis castle, 

Oph. Where is my father? 

Queen. Hamtclette has slain yonr father. 

Oph. Ah 1 [Goes mad. 

Queen. Help her! She will fall. 

[King goes to her assistance. 

Oph. (sitting on a seat). The wind is 
howling among the battlements. Hark 
how the wind howls. It has a fearful 
sound. Do yon not hear its howling? 

King (soothingly). There is no wind, 
OPHEIiAINE. 

Oph. And! yet I can hear it shrieking 
over the battlements. It shrieks like a 
lost spirit. Do yon not hear its shrieking ? 

King. We hear nothing. The air is 
qnite still. 

[Enter Laertes, vnth dravm sword. 

Lae. Where is my father ?^ 

Queen. ELamelettb has slain youi father. 

^ Lae. Bnt Hamelettb was to muxj my 
s’ster. 

Queen. Yet he has slain yonr father. 

Lae. (seeing O'p^.) . Ophblaine, is it true 
that Hamelette has slain our father ? 

Oph. The wind howls over the battle- 
ments. ^ The wind shrieks like a lost spirit. 
No spirit was ever so lost as the wind. Do 
yon not hear its shrieking ? 

Lae. Are yon mad, Ophelaine? 

Oph. I am qnite mad, Laertes. 

Lae. My father is slain by Hamw-ette, 
and becanse he is slain, my sister is dis- 
tranght. King, I will be avenged on Ha- 

MELETTB. 

King. It is only right that yon shonld 
be avenged on Hamelette. 

Queen. Did I not say something terrible 
was going to happen ? 

Onh. The wind is roaring terribly. 

King. There is no wind, Ophelaine. 

Act IY. — A hall in the castle. Two thrones at 
lack of stagA, 

King (solus). Hamblbttb^s madness in- 
creases ; it increases terribly. There is no 
end to bis madness. His father’s ghost 
hannts the battlements. It is wrong that 
he should haunt them. My battlements 
shonld not be haunted by ghosts. He has 
slain my chamberlain, and it is wrong that 
my chamberlain shonld be slain. More- 
over, Ophelaine has drowned herself in 
the pond. Hamelette drowned her. 
And now Laertes has sworn to kill Hamb- 
LETTE. He has sworn bv all the stars. 
This sword is poisoned. With this sword 
shall he slay him. This cup is poisoned. 
Of this cup shall Hamelette drink. Hame- 
lette shall certainly die by the cup and the 
sword. I am certain that Hamelette shall 
die. 

[Tahes his seat on one of the thrones. 

Enter Laertes. 

Lae. Tell me where Hamelette is. 
cannot find Hamelette. 

King. Hamelette is coming hither with 
the Queen. Here is the sword with which 
you shall slay him. [Laertes takes sword. 

Lae. With this will I slay Hamelette. 
(Enter Queen and Hamelette.) Hame- 
LBTTE, I will kill yon. Nothing is more 
certain than that I shall kill yon, Hame- 
LBTTE. [Hamelette draws his sword. 

Queen. Something terrible will happen. 

[Sits on throne. 

Sam. I also will kill yon, Laertes. 1 
will kill yon with the sword. 




w 
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QUITE ANOTHER THING. 

Jack. “ What did totj give Tom Boitncer a Kiss for ? 

Madge. “I didn’t aivB him one.” Jack. “Oh, what a Cram I I saw you !” 
Madge. “No. I only let him st^al one ! ” 


King. Drink from this cup, Hamelette. 
It will refresh you to drink nrom this cup. 

Sam. I will not drink. 

Queen. Give me the cup. I am thirsty. 

King. Do not drink. [Queen drinks. 

Queen. I am very thirsty. 

King. Yon should not have drunk of the 
cup. 

Lae. Defend yourself, Hamelette. 

[They fight. Hamelette is touched. 

Sam. I am wounded. Yonr sword is 
diarper than mine. I will fight with yonr 
sword. 

Lae. Take it. Your sword is equally 
sharp. 

King. Do not give him yonr sword. 

Lae. Why shonld I not give him my 
sword? His sword is equally sharp. 

[They exchange swords. 

Sam. Defend yourself, Laertes. 

[They fight again. Laertes is touched. 

Lae. I am wounded. 

Queen. I begin to feel very unwell. 1 
think I am poisoned. Was there not 
poison in the cup ? 

Las. The Queen is very pale. 

Sam. The King also is very pale. 

Queen. Oh, oh ! lam very unwell indeed. 
I think I am going to die. There was 
poison in the cup. 

Lae.^ I, too, am very unwell. I think I 
am going to die. There was poison on the 
sword. I am sure that the sword was 
poisoned. 

Sam. The King is very ]pale. He is 
paler than the Queen. He is pale from 
fear. Drink wine, King. 

King. I will not drink, Hamelette. 

Sam. If you do not drink, you will die. 

[Baises his sword. The King drinks, 
staggers, and falls. 

King. Oh ! I am slain. [Dies. 

Queen. Did I not say something terrible 
would happen ? [Dies. 

Sam. My wound pains me. There is 
poison in my wound. 

Lae. My wound also is poisoned. The 
poison bums like fire. 


Ham. We are slain, Laertes. Nothing 
is more certain than that we are slain. 

[Dies. 

Lae. I, too, am slain, Hamelette. 

. [Dies. 

Curtain, 


SUMMER (?) 

[“North-easterly winds, pqnally; some showers, 
possibly snow.” — Weather Forecast, June 1.] 

Heap on more wood ! The wind is chill. 
But let it whistle as it will. 

We ’ll keep midsummer merry still. 

Who praises winter? Who declares 
For January’s gentle airs ? 

Who, fondly wistful, would remember 
The balmy zephyrs of December ? 

A fig for him ! He knoweth not 
(To put it vulgarly) what’s what. 

Give me the snell North-Easter gay 
That riots through the month of May, 
The snowy blast whose skirling tune 
Plays hurricanes in frozen June, 

The howling blizzard that shall fly 
In blinding drift through white July. 

! These are for me. Compared with these, 
What is your soft December breeze ? 
Away with cricket bat ! Away 
With racquet ! Bring the jingling sleigh. 
And don your furs, ye ladies gay 1 
For mind you, ’tis already June, 

The ponds will all be bearing soon, 

And in a little ye shall fly 

On winged skates through white July. 

Ho I heap the wood I Heap higher still I 
Spread Christmas cheer and eat your fill, 
Draw ti^t the cosy curtains all. 

What time the firelight fills the hall. 

So will we yet be blithe and jolly, 

And wreathed in mistletoe and holly, 

We ’ll feast without one vain regret, 

And keep midsummer merry yet. 

Title eor a new Military Perio- 
dical. — The Powder Magazine. 
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^ \GoindvxA<yr, “ ’Old Tight, t.LADY » ” 

Fare, “ Oo are you OAtLiN’ A Old Tight Lady ? , Impident young Feller I ” 


^THE BAE OE THE* HOUSE. 

[“JTliey * — the present laws — ^‘^jonght to be en^ 
forced on kitchen committees, noblemen, gentlemen, 
and even Members of Parliament, as strictly as on 
poor men, who I continually read oi being 
heavily fined for the slightest infraction of those 
laws ,’’ — Sir WilffidZaw$on in th^ 

To any thoughtful person's mind 
It is a joy without a flaw 
To feel that men of every kind 
Are level in the eye of Law ; 

To know that, as the equal sun 
Freckles the wicked and the just man, 
Our constitution keeps but one, 

One common code fordiuke and dustman. 


Wife-brewers get the usual week 
Although they hail from Eaton Square ; 
infallibly the feai^less beak 
Impounds the burgling millionaire ; 
Between the ranks pf low and higlj . 

The legal ohancPs stand at eveS; 

And rules for gentle-folk apply . 

Also to Members of St. Stephen's! 

Alas for manhood's equal lot! 

My joy is withered when I think 
That these above remarks do not 
Include inebriative drink; 

Yonr sense of justice will be shocked. 
Dear Editor, as well as my sense, 

To see the laws of England mocked, 

And beer imbibed without a licence. 


Full often as I contemplate 
The honest pauper's public bar. 

And see how relatively great 
The clubman's privileges are ; 

One drinking all the Sabbath through, 

The other's throttle parched and sticky — 
Like unadulterated dew 
My tears have weltered down my dickey 1 

But most I weep without reserve 
That in this House', the home of Law, 
Where Truth is noted for her nerve 
And Justice for her ample jaw — 
Unlicensed, undeterred by shame. 

Exempt from fines or other Nemesis, 
Tipple and such as take the same 
May both be drunk upon the premises. 

I notice how when I beigin 
To us© the hopeful future tens© 

Of Love and Bliss that follow in 
The train of Local Abstinence, 

There is a movement, faint at first, 

Then faster fly the feet and thicker, 
is men withdraw to drown their thirst 
In streams of cool and lawless liquor. 

Not that they fear to find my speech 
In manner, as in matter, dry. 

For who, in Heaven's name, can reach 
Such crystal depths of wit as I P 
But since the sound of Wilfrid’s voice 
Rakes up the conscience® of Members, 

To that illegal fount, for choice. 

They go to quench the quickened embers. 

But, Peace ! for at another Bar 
The tapster now abides his fate, 

Where lust of gin may never mar 
The judgment of the Magistrate ! 

To count the victims ere they drop 
(Pendente lite) seems a pity ; 

Meanwhile I drink — ^in Mger-pop — 

Death to the Kitchen-knaves' Committee 1 


THE KING ALFRED MILLENARY. 

My dearest Gwen, — People have all 
been talking so much about this dreadful 
war between Spain and America, that 
it is quite a relief to hear of another 
subject now beginning to crop up. Do 
you know anything about it, dear Gwen ? 
[ mean this King Alfred “millinery." 
Would it suit me, do you think? Yo\i 
know the style of hat I look best in, better 
than anybody in the world. Do write and 
say if I ought to go in for it. Fondest love 
from Your affectionate, Maude. 

P.S . — 1 see “inillinery" spelt “mil- 
lenary.” How utterly uneducated some 
people must he ! ! 

'^Lord Brassey at Battle.” Such is the 
startling heading of a paragraph in Tues- 
day's pai)ers, stuck in amongst other war 
news. But faithful Victoria need not grow 
anxious about the safety of its errant 
Governor. He has not gone to war with 
Sp^, the United States, or even with 
China. . The ' headline merely introduced 
the announcement ’ that “Yesterday Lord 
Brassey visited Park Gate, Battle, the resi- 
dence of his son.” 

At the St. James's Theatre. — ^Aristo- 
cratic audiences will of course fill the house 
in King Street to see the new piece by 
“Oliver Hobbes.” Mr. Alexander will 
be able to head his advertisements, “ Great 
attraction! On stage and in auditorium I 
Hobbes and Nobs 1 
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A MOMENTOUS QUESTION. 

TTould-he Vendor. “With this Cob, Sib, ip toxt was to leave London at Foite in the Moenino, you could be in Brighton 
BEFORE Bebakfast-time ! ” PossihU Purchaser. “Bur what should I do so eaelt in Brighton?*’ 


A DAY OF PLEASURE. 

{From the J^ote-looh of a Creature of Impulse.) 

Not a caB to bei seen anywhere 1 Early 
morning, and no constable to call one for 
me. Pretty state of things — mi gh t be 
murdered in our beds. 

Mem. — ^Write to the Commissioner of 
Police. 

Got to the station somehow. Book-stall 
opening. Boy in attendance. Want a 
daily paper. Boy has no change for a 
shilliTigl 

Mem. — ^Write to Messrs. W. H. S. and 
Son. 

Train at last. Guard doesn’t open door. 
Suppose because I am not travelling first 
class. Remonstrate. He does not answer, 
but whistle® and waves his flag. 

Mem. — ^Write to the traffic manager of 
the railway company. 

Have to take an early omnibus to get to 
another station. ^ Conductor gives me 
change for a shilling m pence. 

Mem. — ^Write, as directed, to the secre- 
tary “in cases of incivility of the com- 
pany’s servants.” 

Have to take the boat. Official explains 
that the booking office is closed, and that 
I shall have to pay on board. 

Mem. — ^Write to the editor of my fa- 
vourite daily paper letter of copiplaint. 

On board. No seats, no room. Captain 
— or some one whom I take for captain — 
expresses regret, but can mve no redress. 

Mem. — ^Write ,to the cmirman of the 
steamboat company. 

Settle down somehow. About noon get 
hungry. Have lunch. Ask for toast. 
Can’t obtain it 1 







THE SCHOOL-BOY OF THE NEAR FUTURE. 

The Ihirteen- Tear ~ Old {after readMj^ ^^Smte 
on Physical Culture^ ^). ‘<umph! very good 
reading, excellent resisozmig, and anatomically 
correct. Must really take down the dumb-bells. 
But then there ’s that powerfully- written hook on 
* Procrastiaation.’ Besides, I must grind up my 
Political Economy, French, German, Latia, Greek, 
Mathematics, Physiology, Etymology, Theology, 
Geology, Astrotheology, rhonolo^, and Electrology, 
Yes; exercise is rot when you’ve got to pass an 
Exam. I” 


Mem . — ^Write tc the caterers. 

Return home. Some of the passengers 
inclined to be rowdy. 

Mem. — ^Write another letter to* favourite 
newspaper. 

Crowd getting off boat. Should be more 
gangways. Suppose Thames Conservancy 
r^ponsdble. At any rate, safe to commu- 
nicate with the Mansion House. 

Mem. — ^Write to Lord Mayor. 

Cab home. Coachman inclined to over- 
charge. He expresses opinion that I am 
“no gentleman.” 

Mem. — Write to cab proprietor. 

Mislaid my latchkey. Can’t make any 
one hear. P.-C. not on his beat. Dis- 
graceful. Might he all murdered in our 
beds. 

Mem. — Once again, letter to Conimis- 
sioner of Police. 

Next day . — ^Forget all about it. 

A Damped Cricketer on Play in IBCay. 

The flelders stood out in a knee-deep lake. 
While the downpour was just a-lulline ; 
When the batsmen ran (1 make' no mistake) , 
’Twas a sort of double scullmg. 

And then the umpires would bale the 
wicket. 

An amphibious game, but it was not 
cricket ! 

Most appropriate Book foe a Visitor 

TO OUB NON-OONSUMING-rFS-OWN-BMOKB Mb- 
j TROPOLis. — BlacJ^s Guide. 

Italia Irredenta. — ^T he present 
try at the Quiiinal. 
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THE' WESTMINSTER CLOCK-WORKS. 

As THE Hour of Re-opbnin& strikes, the^ ■well-known Figures emerge from a Recess on each side and meet as usual. 


YEGETAEIAN?^^ 

(See Artich in ^^Kmeteenth Century'" for June,) 

Mt dear Sir Henry Thompson, — You are not a vegetarian. 
Not a bit of it. There were many heresies of old, and the Arian 
was one of the cMef. Nowadays, it is the Veget- Arian who is 
really qui-te outside your Orthodox Rules and Regulations for 
Food and Feeding. Your “ reply tO' critics ’’ in the Nineteenth 
Century is most excellent, and knocks on the head the garbler 
who rearranges your remarks to suit his quotations. Sir Henry, 
you are honoured. Wha^ ■writings are those which the enemy of 
mankind quotes to suit his own pu^ose ? I do not pause for a 
reply. Such a critic of your work is, to apply an Ibsenian title 
to Mm, a “Headerless Garhler” When your works, Sir Henry, 
shall be collected in an “ octavo” your advice will be found m- 
valuable for all time, all ages, and all appetites, and youi 
“menus” will be to all sensible persons plaisirs” 

Bo I know any one man who' is purely and simply (very simply) 
a vegetarian ? Let me consider. I know a Latin professor, who 
says he lives on “Ter-nips per diem.” Lives! Nay, he exists. 
And for how long ? Some style themselves “ vegetarians ” be- 
cause they won’t walk, and say that they have arrived at that 
time of life wMch may be styled a “ Cab age.” Another I know 
is followed over the sheep-fields by a canine companion, termed 
by him., “ the Collie Flower of the Flock.” The dmer who never 
has more than one friend to share* his meal, calls Mmself a “ Tater- 
Tater,” but I question whether he limits himself and companion 
to this vegetable. Another, a traveller, who says he never 
wanders into unknown paths, professes therefore to be always 
living on “beat routes.”' This is far-fetched, but as I said, be is 
a traveller, and just arrived from h v6ry long way off. 

You, Sir Henry, are rigffb. You always are right, whether 
you are aware of it or not. And those who follow your advice will 
insure for themselyes a beautiful , present (when their birthday 
comes round) and a still h^pl^E^uture with a cheerful retrospect. 
TMa summed up means “Contentment,” the result of good diges- 
tion. So, Sir Henry, “ dt votre sante! ” 

One ■who bblongs^'to a “Mixed Febdbration.” 


OTJR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr. Lb Gallibnnb’s Bomance of Zion Chapel (John Lane), 
despite the vicious weakness of its hero and its second heroine, is 
a touching story of earthly love, excused by hopelessly false senti- 
ment, and brought to its logical conclusion by a pagan mode of 
death. The picture of the broken-hearted girl dying of “ a ^reat 
shock” is genuinely pathetic. One of the two essential situa- 
tions seems as if inspired by a subtle reminiscence of the won- 
derful forest scene in Zola’s La Faute de VAhM Mouret. Mr. Lb 
Gallibnne is a writer “with incumbrances.” These “incum- 
brances ” are his affected mannerisms which, when ho has settled 
down to his work, and is going straight ahead with his story, 
and “going strong” too, he casts to the winds as impedimenta j 
and we wish that he would never retrace Ms steps to pick them 
up at Ms leisure. “ Richard is Mmself again ” only when he be- 
comes desperately in earnest. 

The JDatchet Diamonds (Ward, Look <fe Co.), by Richard 
Marsh, is a high-pressure express pace novel, whose hero, a 
somewhat unprincipled young man, gets into a serious diffi- 
culty as wilfully as did the man who, being “wondrous wise, 
jumped into a quickset hedge and scratched out both his eyes,” 
and who, ivith much the same tact and impulsive energy as was 
exMbited by the hero of the immortal nursery rhyme, proceeds 
to get himself out of the difficulty with satisfaction to his friends, 
to the girl of Ms heart, and to the absorbed reader. Decidedly, 
read it ! 

Scribes and Pharisees, by William Le Qubux (F. V. White 
& Co.). Cleverly-told story of Bohemian life in Paris and 
London, Just a flavour of Trilby in the earliest portion. The 
denoument leaves it a trifle uncertain as to the actual guilt of 
the accessory before the fact, but^ though the murder is at the 
beriming, the mystery about it is preserved to the very end. 
With this novel at hand you need not regret imprisonment in the 
houseby bad weather for a whole af-temoon. Baron de B.-W. 

Piper Findlater, late -of the Gordon Highlanders, has, it ap- 
I>ears from the Westminster Gh>ze!tte, “declined Balmoral situa- 
ticn.” Will the Alhambra continue to “ pay the Piper ” ? 


June 11, 1898.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


275 



trowTvr jJx - 


* Halves !’ 


ILITTINGS. 

Fietermantzburg {or, 

Deab Mk. Punch,— W e have flitted at Ip^h into ^e “ 

Colony,” and struck a really nice pla^ ^ 

above polysyllabic name. Some of the_ inhabitote, f,>9^ ’ 

caU it ^Sleepy Hollow,” and the Zulu desi^tmn is F“|^' 
gunhlovu,” a pretty Ettle series of e«>«les “d^efe, 
teU me means “Home of the Elephant.” Please ask 
Hagoaud if this is correct. Nearly every 

tative way with Tim . The river here calls it^lf the T 7 msin- 

dusi, and^here are the Umgeni, TJm^ababa Umkom^, ^d so 
fortii, in the neighbourhood, and for all one knows, Umslopogass 
may be the name of your ricksha-boy. . . v 4 . 4 .„ 

These latter products of Natal swarm m the streets, -tney 
are mostly clad in a sort- of bathing costume, and are not ot a 
high order of intelligence. It is useless giving them any direc- 
ti^, as they trot alo-ng like a horse, blowing with a pecuhar 
whistle when w^ed. If you w^t to go 

the Kaffir for “the hand you eat with,” to the left the hand 
you forget with” (which seems rather a Hibermcism) ; wh^ 
you wish to stop, Hlalagahla ” (h^ten slowly) does ^e triok, 
if you can manage tO' pronounce it. It sounds like shlahlagashla, 
shillelaghghastly, or something ^of the sort. 

Ladysmith, where we stopped on the way from Joj^mes- 
burg, is not a. particularly lively place, though it is called wie 
Aldershot of South Africa. The native police there are asto- 
uisbing objects. They have two or three knobkemes, a gum 
ring round their heads, a salt-spoon or tooth-brush, or some 
other etcetera, thrust through their ears, their beards twisty 
into five or six very thin spikes, and bare legs and feet, we 
looked in at a murder trial in the court. The evidence, giv^ 
through an interpreter, seemed to turn on the Question as to 
whether the deceased was kOled after he was dead, or mee wrsa. 
Anyhow, the process of oroes-evanitnatioii was so temous that 
one of the defendants went to sleep, and had tO' be prodded wp by 
the aforesaid guardians of the peace. To 

while your own life is at stake seems the height of indifference, 
but it is characteristic of the Kafl^. • i 

The railway from Ladysmith is one of the oorkscrewiest m 
existence— so much so that it serves many passengers as a sea 
voyage when the train is chasing its own tail round curves of two 


or three chains and down gradients of 1 in. 30. _ 
however, a pleasant drive down the mountmn ^3® 

well-wooded plain, in the centre of which lies P.M.Burg. ine 
feathery braises of the wattles and the blue-gum *®^^^ 
the train windows as you h^ow through tte , 

To-morrow to visit an old rascal of a imtiye chief in his kraal, 
and then on to Durban, which is the beginwng or intto. 

Yours, in the meanwhile, /i. i 

LANDSCAPE AND LITERATURE. 

[Whilst they recognised the potent influence isMoh the 
country had exerted on the progress of Kteiature, ttey (Muld look “ 

a fresh extension of that influence as the outcome of geological mvestigation. 
— JRoinccMffS LectuT” of JLrohihalfl CrPikio^ 

Oh, nature, whose charms have so often been sung, 

To whom poeta for ages have looked for inspiring. 

Around you the verse of all nations has. clung 
Until of your paeans we ’re apt to be tinng. 

We Ve revelled in meadows, in mountmns, m t^®s, ^ . 

Brooks, forests and gardens— we Ve lived m the thick ot them , 
The nightingale’s warblings, the hummingS of bees, 

We ’ve beard of so often we ’re getting quite sick of them ; 

Yet oft though your face has by progress been marred, 

Till the verse in its honour must needs grow inferior. 

Still this one resource there remains to the bard— 

This brilliant suggestion— explore your interior. 

His eye in a frenzy of fancy may glean, 

Mid primitive vestiges new inspirations. 

Find ballads and sonnets in notes pliocene. 

And rondeaus in paleozoic formations. 

With backgrounds of lava and igneous rocks, 

Weird pictures long buried awartthe explo^r ; 

Grim epics of earthquakes, upheaves and shocks, 

And lyrics of fossilized fauna and flora. 

So nieroing the crust of exterior clods, ^ 

Through ricMy-strown strata, seductive and streaky, 

While on paths of geology Pegasus plods, 

The wrinkle he ’ll thank toi Sir Akchibald Geikib. 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

rtiesdaj/.— Wlile the Cydists, the Professioi^ . Wagnerian 
Cyclists, axe hard at work during the da^ pi^tismg,_ we ^ 
treated to quite un- Wagnerian old fri©D.ds in the evening. 
to-night it is Madame Calve as Carmn. To have seen and he^ 
her once in this part is a joy for ever. Calve is incomparable ; 
the real Spanish Carmen from head to foot as s^ was the 
genuine Itmian as Santuzza. Equallyat home in Spain or ita^ 
and yet, when at home, French. Her singmg is of the first 
quality, and her acting equals her ^gmg: result, jj^rfec- 
tion. House crammed to hear her. Toreador contento i^t 
caught the encore as it was dropping, and M. Eenatjd ^d his 
Toi&dorest with what power he has at his disposal ; but, as a 
inatter of fact, the Toreador him^lf is Sp^h 

“Bounder,” and M. Benaxh) doesn’t quite fill the part. Miss 
Marie Engle as “the girl he left behind him,” personified virtue 








scholaxly critic of th« Daily T degraph wrote, “Madame E^s 
was in admirable voice ” (“ Sear! hear I” from ourselves), ^d 
there were not a few present who would gladly have h^rd her 
repeat ‘ Dove SonoJ ” . Most of us would have been considerably 
astonished had Madame Famtis, as the Countess ^ sung Dove 
Sono” even once; but what would have been the feehngs of 
Madame Nordica, in whose part, that of Susanna, the song 
“ Dove Sono ” occurs ! Wouldn’t Madajme Nordica have been 
justified in quoting with indignation the very words of the song, 
the translation of which is worth producing : — 

Heav’ns ! Where am I ! Whafc presumption 1 
Have you ar’d— but hence, away ! 

And the bold Countess, who has neither part nor parcel in that 
particular scene, would have had to retreat before the face of 
the justifiably irritated waiting woman, who wo^d not have 
waited any longer. But such lapsus calam% will occasionally 
happen in the criticisms of the best regulated pen-masters. 

Best, and refreshing ourselves for the Great Cycling Wag- 
nerian Show. 

THE FIN DE SIEOLE SXJITOE. 

I LOVE you in an all absorbing, fond, unselfish way , 

I dream of you the long night thro’, I think of you each day, 
Whene’er I hear your voice, my dear, a spell o er me is c^t, 
The rapture of your presence is (I ’m certain) hound to last. 

On you I ’ll pour the loving store and treasures of my heart, 
With riches of an earthly Hud I am more loth tO' part, 

I ’ll sing your praise in loving lays, for are you not my queen ? 
You ’ll find the verses published in our local magazine. 

So deep is my affection I would joyfully propo^, 

But for one great objection, which now I wiU disclose, 

Intense is your suspense, so I ’ll endeavour to be short, 

The fact is, that a husband you We not able to support- 






luj. 




“ Carmine di snperi, placantnr, carmine Manes.”— 

“ Boxes, gallery, pit, and stall, 

Calve, as Carmen^ delights them all .” — Free Tramlatim, 

in pale blue and pink, and was in every way charming. Mss 
Utilissima BAUERMEiSTEE-singer, as one of the naughty gipsy 
girk, quite all right agmu, whereat audience delighted. As to 
the chorus-cum-dancing in last act, steps should be taken for its 
improvement. Calv4 has discarded the black ghttering dress she 
us^ to wear “ once upon a time,” as now she sports orange 
velvet. How quaintly she dresses her hair in flat bandeaux, too 1 
M. Bonnarjj did Ids level best as Don J osi, the infirm-of -purpose 
young man, and in the last act, got a bit above himself, dra- 
mati^illy. 

Wednesday. — ^Welcome, Mozart 1 Xe Nozze di Figaro, with 
aristocratic Madame Eames quite perfect as the Countess ; Madame 
DE Ltjssan good as ever in the part of the cheeky Cherubmo, 
the Italian Buttons ; while Madame Nordica, as Susan/na, gave us 
a missis-piece, which, we suppose, is the feminine of masterpiece, 
and if not, it ought to be, M. Edouard db Beszkb was indis- 

E osed (weather very trying for throats just now), and so M. 

>UERiCHB was elevated to the rank of Count for the occasion. 
His sudden accession to the ranks of the Italian aristocracy was 
perhaps just a little too much for him, if the tremolo in his 
voice may he taken as indicating nervousness. Harpsichord and 
piano assisted in orchestra, piauo giving his old mend a lead, 
and putting him right when slightly in error. M. Bandegger, 
conducting, seemed pleased, and Miss Baurrmeisteb excellent as 
Maroellina, a wonderful transformation I 

* By the way, in his next morning’s notice of the Nozze, the 






ENGLISH DEMAND AND GERMAN SUPPLY. 

Mr, Punch {Chief Correspondence Clerk). “Any Vacancies eor 
Foreign Clerks in this Oefioe ? Yes, there are plenty ; and 

WILL BE UNTIL J6HN BuLL’S SONS LEARN SENSE— ulAO) MODSMT 
LAmUA&Ml** 

["Much of the commercial knowledge of G^ermany has been supplied b 
young Germans who have been employed as clerks in ^ ^ 

foreign correspondents. British clerks cannot be used as foreign 
dents, because not one in a thousand can co -respond correctly m anyj^ign 
language.” — Consular Feportfrom Stettin^ issued by Foreign Ojdlee.\ 
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“ITo, DEAREST, IT WOULD NOT BE AT ALL RIOHT TO TAKE DOLLIES TO ChURCH.” 

“But, Mamma dear, it would not matter if I only took the One who shuts her 
Eyes, would it?” 


CROSS PURPOSES. 

{FragTnent from a fuim/re Romance of War,) 

“Private Atkins,” said the C. 0., “I 
congratulate you upon leading that forlorn 
hope so successfully.” 

“I merely did my duty, Sir,” was the 
respectful reply. 

“No, no,” retmmed the Colonel, “you 
are too modest. To scale a parapet, spike 
the guns, and hoist the British flag single- 
handed was no small achievement.” 

“Any one of my company, Sir, would 
have done the same.” 

“ I doubt it. Your bravery was heroism 
that does not belong to the whole world. 
Now I will tell you what I am going to do. 
I am going to recommend you for ” 

“ Stay, Sir,” cried the soldier, trembling 
and turning pale. “And remember that 
I am wounded, and can no longer serve in 
the old corps.” 


“ But the decoration can be worn ” 

“ You mean well. Sir,” again interrupted 
the private ; “ but remember that within 
a week I shall be a civilian.” 

“ Still, it will be a distinction for ever.” 
“But, Sir,” pleaded Atkins, earnestly, 
“I cannot afford it.” 

“ Why, how will it affect you ? ” 

“It will keep me from the footlights. 
Believe me, I can get an engagement to 
play the title -rdfe of Henry the Fifth. 
Do not thwart me, Sir, do not thwart me.” 
“ Be it as you '9ml.” 

Private Atkins fell on one knee, and 
kissed his commanding officer's hand. 
Then, rising gracefully, he retired, ob- 
tained his discharge, and appeared in 
Shakspearb’s military masterpiece for 750 
consecutive nights. ** 

“ The three letters are better than two,” 
he murmured, as he returned from a 
paying-in visit to his bankers : “ £ d.l ” 

B B 


THE MUSIC CURE. 

[‘‘The Rritish Medical Journal has recently 
beta discussing Music as a cure for nervous com- 
piamts. The ‘ music cure ' had considerable vogue 
bome time ago in (jermany, and a special hospital 
lor its syttemaiic application was established in 
Munich.’^ — Westminster Gazette,] 

It is not ail that deem it sweet 
When friends will make a noise on 
Fiddle or flute, for one man's meat 
May be another’s poison. 

When Jones is in the dumps, you see, 
His melancholy flute ’ll 
Beguile his care, while as for me, 

I simply hate its tootle. 

Whate’er his sorrow — should the duns 
Grow restless and abuse him — 

Should she he loves of all the ones 
That he has asked, refuse him — 
Should the greengrocer have declined 
(Greengrocers will be brutal) 

To' send the coals, still he will find 
Some comfort in his tootle. 

But not so I. And when he swears 
That nothing can be finer 
To soothe my toothache than sweet airs 
Breathed softly in 0 mmor, 

I, trembling like an aspen-tree, 

And racked in every root, ’ll 
Make answer with a major D, 

“ ()h, stop that blessed tootle ! ” 

WeU, well, but chacun a son gout. 

The same old tale, you see. Sir; 
What may be meat and drink to you, 

Is poison untO' me. Sir. 

If prudence comes not to- my fiiend, 
Some day my angry boot ’ll 
Crush that confounded flute and end 
Its everlasting tootle. 


A Suggestion. — Everybody who knows 
anything about the Show at Earl’s Court, 
is familiar with the pleasant “Welcoanie 
Club” so- conveniently situated in the 
gardens of the Exhibition. The “Wel- 
come Club ” is a good title, so suggestive 
of hospitality to guests. Now, as there are 
many excellent persons who, for some 
reason or other, or, for no' reason in par- 
ticular, are unable to become members of 
the Athenaeum, the Marlborough, the 
St. James’s, the Jockey, the Turf, the 
Reform, the Garrick, Constitutional, and 
other clubs too- numerous to mention, and 
who may have been vigorously, but of 
course most unjustly, pilled at almost all 
the best clubs in London, w.ould it not be 
eminently useful and advantageous to 
start the “ Unwelcome Club,” open to 
every “Unwelcomer” in whose face® all 
other London clubs had closed their doors ? 
It wo'uld not be very diflSoult to name a 
President, likewise to nominate a Com- 
mittee, for this club. Yearly subscriptions 
should be paid in advance, and the en- 
trance fee should be considerable. 


Ars est Celare Artem. 

Op Art they say the highest kind 
Is truly to conceal it. 

And this, no doubt, is why we find 
So very few reveal it. 

Motto for those who consider a Two- 
penny Thames Trip between Carlyle 
Pier and London Br^ge as refreshing. 
— “ Dulce est desipere in smoJco.” 


VOL, OXIV. 
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HOBBES -EEVATIONS OH THE 
ST. JATVTRS’S COMEDY. 


In The Ambassador y written by Mrs. 
Craigib {alias “John Oliver Hobbes,” au- 
thoress of many clever novels), the man- 
agement of the St. James’s Theatre pre- 
sents to the public that very rare article, 
a genuine modem comedy. It is wittily 
written, and excellently played ; more- 
over, it is brilliantly “ mounted ” (Mr. 
Alexander riding to win), and, once the 
machinery is set in motion, and the princi- 
pal figures begin to work, there is not an 
approach to a dull moment throughout the 
play, except in the opening of the second 
act, when^ a set of well-dressed ladies, 
seated all in a row, as if they were asked 
to a party in order to give an amateur 
female Chiisty Minstrel entertainment and 
were only awaiting the arrival of their 
musical instruments, ask one another, and 
answer, some “society” conundrums. 
Here, for once, the stage management is 
at fault, and produces a burlesque effect 
at the expense of the comedy. 

Then, again, the childishly silly scene at 
the Maior’s rooms in Act HI., wherein 
Maoor Hvm Lascelles, capitally played by 
Mr. Fred Terry, a^ blasi man about town, 
is represented as giving a supper-party to 
an elderly professional mother and her 
three professional dancing and singing 
daughters, between nineteen and fourteen 
years of age, whose vulqsrity is brou^t out 
into the strongest relief by the conscien- 
tious acting of Mrs. F. Jackson, Miss Lucy 
Webling, Miss Mary Jerrold, and Miss 
F.^th: Fitzroy. These useless characters 
might, with advantage, be entirely omit- 
ted. This drastic remedy may have been 
suggested during rehearsal; perhaps the 
authoress stuck to her pop-guns, and the 
great commander, Alexander, had to yield 
to' feminine HoBBBS-tinacy. 

Mr. Alexander, as the British Ambassa- 
dor, a man of about forty or forty-five, 
cool, cynical, witty and wise, yet for all 
that, an impulsive, passionate pilgrim when 
in love, may reckon this as among the very 
best of his histrionic successes. There is 
not a false note throughout his rendering 
of the character that Mrs. Craigib has so 
carefully delineated. No less praise must 
be awarded to Miss Fay Davis as the in- 
genuous young girl, J'ulifi.t G-ainsborough, 
though it is sad to think of her future 
when, as there is a difference of twent'^ 
or twenty-five years between her ave and 
that of lord St. Orbw, the latter, if both 
survive the experiment, will be a sedentary 
sixtv-fivA to her frisky forty! Awful to 
con template . Fassons . 

Mr. H. B. Irving is delightfully amus- 
ing as the Second Attach^. His perform- 
ance in this character is that of a genuine 
comedian ; the melodramatic manner asso- 
ciated with a brief career of stage villainy 
being as utterly discarded as i£ he ha<3 
always walked in the pleasant, peaceful 
paths of dramatic virtue. From his rather 
Mephistophelian “make-up,” the audience 
are at first inclined to set him down as 
“the villain of the piece.” How the wisest 
among us are constantly liable to be de- 
ceived by appearances ! Would not any audi- 
ence imagine that in being introduced to 
Mr. Fred Terry as Major FLugo Lascelles, 
with pale face, dark moustache, and iron- 
grey hair, they were making the acquaint- 
ance of an accomplished scoundrel, a kind 
of Hawhsley in Still Waters Bun Deep, 
judging him, that is, by the reports of his 
conduct which had reached them in the 



Minister's Wife. “Tommy Ceowther, you haven't washed youe Face to-day!” 
Tommy Crowther^ * * ’Tain’t S unda f ” 


first act., Yet it is soon made evident 
that the philanthropic Major is excep- 
tionally ^d and nice to boys and 
girls, loving to entertain the latter, 
with a discreet chaperone, in his bache- 
lor quarters, at quite a nursery sup- 
per-party, while as to his pure and 
Colonel-Newcomesquei affection for lads 
about seventeen or thereabouts, is it not 
evinced by his winning five hundred 
pounds from Master Vivian Beauvedere 
(admirably played by Mr. H. V. Esmond, 
especially in the emotional scene when the 
youth struggles to suppress his choking 
tears ^ of gratitude), and, subsequently 
restoring to the boy his cheque through 
Juliet, to whom he explains that he has 
only intended to give Masier Vivian a 
lesson? Ahem! Do we inexperienced 


playgoers entirely believe this iron-grey- 
haired, middle-aged, benevolent, gambling 
roue? Well, who among the audience 
would be the first to suggest a game of 
ecarte with this preux chevalier — dHndus- 
trie? 

Good also is Miss Violet Vanbrugh as 
the still sentimental femme de trente 
am” (and a trifle over), with whom at 
first we are led to believe the astute diplo- 
matist is in love. 

Mr. Alexander is to be congratulated 
on producing the work of “John Oliver 
Hobbes,” and likewise “John Oliver 
Hobbes” is to be equally congratulated 
on having her first play produced by Mr. 
Alexander. As to the successful career 
of this play, we can only record our im- 
primatur, Hjihil * Sobbes^-tatf* 
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THE ACIDITY OF THE GRAPE. 


First Geniics {whose work is skied,'* eommienting on Ficture hy an 
E , A ,), “Kot much of a thing, is it?” 

Second Genius {whose work is ouV*), ‘‘ ’Stonishing what duffing 
HOWLERS Men always paint as soon as they ’re elected to the 
Academy ! ” 


^^THE AND THE BOOK. 


Monday. — Das Itheingold. Vespers at 8.30 sharp. Reach my 
dim reli^oTis pew just as voluntary opens. 

Curtain rises on vertical section or Rhine. Ho-w management 
keeps noble river from getting over footlights I cannot think. 
Nor how these three nymphs sing so beautifully under water 
without swallowing any of it. Nor yet how they go on Wagala- 
weiar-ing, as Woglinde calls ^ for about twenty minutes at. same 
angle without moving legs. Have seen shows at Royal Aquarium, 
hut nothing to compare with this. 

Forget how many feet of water Rhine-steamers draw; but 
think large pointed rock in centre of river-bed must be very dan- 
gerous. Management thinks, so too, and puts a little beacon on 
it. This attracts attention of Alberichi who goes up crag in 
small hydraulic lift and helps himself to Rheingold. Refer to 
Book of Words for his motive, which, I am told, is Ze-it. My 
translation (by a Mr. Forman), said to be “in the alliterative 
verse of the original,” gives me xollowing lucid assistance : — 


** Dream, you no dread ? 
Then smother the dark 
Tour drivelling smiles ! 
Your light let I begone; 


The gold I clutch from the rook 
And clench to the greatening ring ; 
Dor lo ! how I curse 
Love, be witness the water! ” 


Somehow, this touches me, though I am left with impression 
that Wagner is a humorist, and Alberich no gentleman. 

Gather later that Wotan (really maguificsent basso, with one 
eye) has made terms with Messrs. Fafner and Fasolt, builders 
and contractors, for erecting Kttle place called Walhalla. In 
recognition of services has made them graceful concession of 
Freia, lady relation of gods. Fricka^ hi® wife, and sad thorn in 
his ro-buflt fledi, proposes breach of covenant. High oontraoting 


parties meet in what my Book calls “an open district,” with 
pleasant view of building in dispute. Scenery trembles as the 
two F’s come on in the guise of a couple of ZoiCh-bears, one Arctic 
and the other black, with nice natural climbing-poles. If fault 
can he found with them it is their knees, which show weakness in 
descending staircase through boulders. Follows noisy alterca- 
tion, with now and then something faintly suggestive of an air. 

Presently enter referee, m jaunty person of Loge, wearmg 
scarlet livery of MepJiisto : a most eligible premier loge, enjoying 
uninterrupted view of this and other situations. Suggests 
that he could put Wotan into good thing in gold mines, dividends 
of which might compensate Messrs, Fafner and Fasolt for 
moral damage. Wotan much tickled at notion of getting inside 
market Ring. As Book puts it, with quiet humour: — 

“ The hoop to have with me 
Hold I wholly for wisdom.” 

Adjournment to Underground. Here AXberich has got a 
specimen of Rheingold crushiugg on leading finger. Also 
Nibelung midgets have built him a hat, which he calls a 
Tarn-Helm. What he can do with the tam thing is shewn 
when Jjoge and Wotan step intO' his Infemo', trying not 
to look more like Virgil and Dante than they can help. 
First he goes behind property rock, turns on steam, and comes 
out as the best prehistoric dragon I have ever seen outside pages 
of Funch. Goes jabherwoking off to right wing in jerky coSs, 
a triumph of stage-management ; then comes back smiling and 
blushing as Herr Nebb. Mephistophelian cunning of jeune premier 
Loge now revealed in follov^g (halogue, given here in the rough 
from memory, without alliteration : — 

Alberich {after quick change from dragon). Hot bad, was it ? 

Loge. Very fine and large. Suppose you couldn’t have done it on a smaller 
scale ? Alb. Why, certainly. 

Loge. Couldn’t turn into a toad, could you ? Alb. Of course I could. 

Loge. What, a little one ? Alb. Small as you like. 

Loge. Small enough to go through a key-hole ? Alb. Rather ; you see. 

Puts on hat and goes behind another pro.perty-rock. Steam as 
before. Loge (whoi wouldn’t hit a dragon his own size) is on, to 
toad like^ kmf e ; and Alberich, on resuming own shape, finds his 
arms pinioned with piece of coarse string. 

To make prodigiously long story short, his whole hoard, in- 
cluding hoop, has to go to pay bill of release. Entire col- 
lection has, however^ to he handed over to Messrs. Fafner and 
Fasolt in consideration of discharge of lady in contract. They 
stipulate for a heap big enough tO' hide charming figure of Fraulein 
Weed. Personally, I could see nearly all of her quite easily 
round comer. 

Partners of firm of 
Fafner and Fasolt now 
dispute over spoil. 


kills other one. At 
least, so it says in 
Book. In point of 
fact, white bear, in 
hurry of moment, ran 
completely off stage’; 
leaving black bear 
stabbing with his pole 
at nothmg m particu- 
lar. Black bear may 
not have noticed that 
white bear was miss- 
ing from scene, his 
eye being rivetted on 
conductor, so as to get 
in his blows in time 
with muffled drum, 
playing rallentando. 

As it was, he finished Pafiaer kills Fasolt to slow music, 

one beat too soon. 

Seems that there is a curse, a® well as a leit-motif, connected 
with this Rhine-gold. Wotan, well rid of it, is invited to go and 
sample new building. Contract had said nothing of carriage- 
drive or other approach. So' somebody, under cover of mists and 
audible conversation of stage-carpenters, puts up bridge across 
valley. Tawdry, card-hoard piece of work, as much like the 
rainbow it was meant for as my crush-hat. In Book, the archi- 
tect of this pons asininus is made to say : — 

« Though bunt lightly looks it, i It helps your feet 

Fast and fit is the bridge ; | Without fear to the hall ! ” 

This statement full of falsehood; which does not escape the 


Oarried away by stress 
of avarice black bear 
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OUR YEOMANRY. 


Sergeant Major, ‘‘Number Three, where 's your Sword ? ” 

Eecrwit {who finds fradico very diferent from theory), “On the Ground. Carn’t see ’un ? ” 


gods, who have some sense, and decline to carry out stage- 
instructions, which order them to be in act of crossing bridge 
when curtain falls. 

A great performance, creditable to every man, woman and 
god that played a part : and notably to Wotan (Van Root), Fricka 
(Miss Marie Brema), Loge (Van Btck), and the lady -nymphs, 
Von Artner, Hieser, and Schumann BEeink. 

On Wednesday, the Walkure; a matinee-evening performance. 
Cannot think what clothes to put on for it. V'ish there was 
some rational Cycle costume for this sort of thing. Mottl 
should be the only wear. 

Wednesday, 5 p.m. — Vie Walkure, Never saw a man so tired 
as Siegmund (late Loge) when he calls at Hunding^s^ country- 
seat after a hard day with the hounds. Took something under 
five minutes to walk from the front door to* the sofa; chest 
going in and out like a concertina. A ^nk, that takes almost 
as long (my Book of Words calls it “ a well,”^ but there is no 
Truth in this), picks him up at last; and his long-lost twin 
sister, Mrs, Hunding, sings to him as sweetly as any bird I 
know. 

Presently host arrives in great voice. He was FasoU on 
Monday. Said at the time that Fafner didn’t really kill him. 
They sit down to supper, but don’t touch it, as things are rather 
strained, JSunding having frankly promised to shoot Siegmund 
early next morning after a hospitable night’s rest. Wife, how- 
ever, drugs his posset so well that he hears nothing of a lovely 
loud duet that the twins sing in the dining-room. 

Meanwhile, twins arrange to elope, being encouraged by view of 
a Spring-night with gentle-waving scenery seen through an exceed- 
ingly large pair of folding-doors in wall. “ In the Spring a young 
man’s fancy,” <fec. All ends by Siegmund drawing, with extra- 
ordinary muscular effort, large sword from out of trunk of central 
ash-tree, piece of furniture which was then de rigueur in the best 
families. Calls it a mere Nothung/ but I trembled lest he should 
bring tree away with it. . 

A very perfect scene, marred only by inevitable defects of 
music’s qualities. Will freely admit that Wagner as poet 
has better chance against Wagner as composer than any other 
librettist ever gets. But drama goes desperately slow. Every 
action, from vulgar processes of drinking or panting, to passion- 
ate movements of love and death (see FasoWs decease) have to 
take their time from the orchestra. And do what Herr Mottl will 
—and he works miracles — ^he is bound, with all the wind at his 


command, to keep the mummers marking time while he comes up. 
As for Van Dyck, though his motions are a little spasmodic, and 
for Madame Eambs, though she can hardly be said to give herself 
away at this irregular bridal, and was never meant by nature even 
to approach verge of impropriety, they deserve all the enthusi- 
asm they win from an audience whose attitude is of the most 
correct. 

6.15. — ^]\Iy spirit caught up from my body ; the latter turned 
out for purposes of ventilation. How can I go and eat earthly 
food in interval? During this waste hour and a half must of 
course keep life going ; but let me purify toy flesh by temperance, 
and remain receptive. 

9.45. — Have missed second act. Learn from one of Faithful, 
who has dined more wisely but less well, that Briinnhilde has 
annoyed her parent by seconding Siegmund in his duel with out- 
raged husband. Is to hear further of this at some length. 

Third act opens with delightful quartette , of Condemnation 
Lasses distributing War Cry. Fresh cuirassihres join^ them, 
coming down lightning switch-hack in rear, and putting up 
chargers in Covent Garden Cloak Room. All agree that Brilnn^ 
hUde, who comes in with widow of late duellists, Siegmund and 
Hunding, will have bad (juarter-of-an-hour with Wotan when he 
arrives; thus under-estimating^ length of approaching duetto. 
When the god appears, magnificent in war-paint and singing 
divinely, he dismisses the rest of the Valkyries so as to have a 
few words alone with erring daughter. Before the ladies have 
time to think of mounting, the dummy chargers scoot previously 
up the switch-back into space : two distinct whistles from the 
flies shew that some of cavahv are left calling for four-wheelers. 

No space to tell of painful family scene that ensues. Awful 
punishment awaits daughter at hands of affectionate father, 
whom it hurts more than her. She has to lie flat on a plank-bed 
with only a shield for counterpane, and wait till Siegfried is bom 
and gets old enough to marry her. To test honesty of that 
hero’s intentions, ring of fire is suj'^osed to go round her. In 
point of fact, it only goes across middle of stage, leaving easy 
and obvious approach for suitor by either front wing. 

Miss Marie Brema, if she did not qnite look the mart of a 
Valkyrie, played it with strong feeling, and sang past all praise ; 
Herr Van Root was god-like every way. 

To-morrow, Siegfried; hut on that and the rest please await 
next week the learned opinion of The {Stalled Ox. 
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Actor {on the stage). mind is made up 1 ” 

Voice from the Gallery. ‘‘What abeaout yee Fice V 


THE COUNTY QUALIFICATION. 

From far Australian prairies, 
From India’s sultry plains, 

(The situation varies, 

The principle remains,)' 

To En^and’s richest counties, 
Where gates and' fees are high, 
Athirst for foreign bounties,” 
They come to qualify. 

What thou^ a R 

Afar off has his birth. 

Where man’s complexion ’s dingy, 
The hue of mother earth ; 

Since each man, to his humour. 
Fresh fatherlands annex, 

Sussex get® M ^a, 

T T plays for Middlesex. 


Thus, then, in haste and hurry, 

Each player seeks new spots, 

And qualifies for Surrey, 

Though bom in Yorks or Notts ; 
Like Aaron’s rod the new one 
Still swallowing the rest, 

That county ’s still his true one 
That only pays the best. 

WILL ANY ONE SUGGEST A REMEDY? 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^Please, I’d like to 
tell you about a piece of hard luck I’ve 
had lately. The other day, I was dragged 
by my eldest soror (which I wiU trandate 
freely, for the benefit of the unlearned, 
as^ “ sister ”) to see one of the mater’s lady 
friends, who is afflicted with a ahe-baby. 
I hadn’t decently got into the room before 


the creature cau^t sight of me, and actu- 
ally dared to simle at me. Of course^ my 
soror went mad over the thing; that I 
didn’t mind, I only pitied her. But, not 
content with spealnug a lot of idiotic rub- 
bish to it, brutally told me to kiss it. 
Naturally, I said I wouldn’t. When we 
got home, she hadn’t forgotten (no such 
luck), but told the mater, who knagged 
me, not only for refusing to kiss it, but 
even for not volunteering to sit on the 
ground and play with it. I am thirteen, 
you know. I’ve written to you in the 
hopes that it will catch the eye of some 
influential person, who will take the strong 
measures required for abolishing this kind 
of annoyance. (Excuse my interrupting, 
but I must draw your attention to this 
last sentence, I think I put it rather 
neatly.) I asxed the mater if I could rely 
on its not happening again, but she got 
quite angry. I only hope she doesn’t see 
this letter ; I shall have tO' hide away your 
paper this week. Yours in haste, 

Thomas Allison, Junr. 

TUT, TUTTI 

**I*d he a Butterfly.'*— Old Song. 

[“ According to Mr. J. W. Tutt, of the South 
London Entomological and Natural History Society, 
‘ the male butterfly is a glutton and an immoderate 
drinker.’ ''—Daily Telegraph.'] 

Ne’er again will ladies sigh 
To become a butterfly, ^ 

Now we prove the ancient song 
Scientifically wrong. 

Ne’er again will poets dare 
To that insect to compare 
Ladies whom the wish to praise 
In an apt poetic phrase. 

Mr. Tutt, who tells no lies, 

Tells us that the butterflies 
Are, alas ! what do you think ? 

Let me whisper, fond of drink ! 

He has watched them on the flow’rs, 
Where they ’ll sit and suck for hours, 
Quite devoid of any motion, 

Save absorption of ‘‘ the lotion.” 

Thus they spend the Summer’s day 
WHiile the females work away, 

For this craving to regale 
Is restricted to the male. 

Lost illusion of eur youth 
In a scientific truth, 

Tear-drops gather in our eyes 
Wben we think of butterflies. 

ASCOT AMUSEMENTS. 

{From a Lady's Point of View.) 

Pleasant sojourn in the country when 
town is becoming monotonous. 

House-party with customary diversions. 
View of the Royal Procession with 
“smart” surroundings. 

Opportunity for sartorial display to the 
best advantage. 

Luncheon al fresco- 

Small talk in air free from the smoke 
microbes of the Row. ' 

Return journey tinged with the gentle 
influence of excellent champagne. 

Dinners served with the chat of the 
London season. 

Dances informal, and epilogues and pro- 
logues of sporting days past and to come. 

{From a Ma/rCs Point of View.) 

Making things safe with tbe favourite. 
Getting things shipshape for the settle- 
ment at Tattbrsall’s. 



A WELCOME INTEUDEE 


YOU ’YE BEEN AT IT EOE SOME TIME, OEN TLEMRy r. , DON’T YOU THTNE! YOU HAD 

better let me step in P ” 
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[“ Grolf IB now being played on the Norman Qo 2 i&V'^Ludgate.'\ 


IDARBOONES! DISCOURSES ON ASCOT. 

Honottbed Sir, — Onoe more tihe Than- 
matrope of Time brings us afresh to the 
dainty delights of Aristocratic Ascot ; once 
more every Noble Lady in the la,nd^ is 
endeavouring to discover with what frills 
and furbelows other Noble Ladies are 
going tO' delict the Eye of Man^ and 
cause Bitter Envy to surge in feTninine 
hearts; once more their Husbands, Bro- 
thers, Cousins, SonSj Nephews, Fathers, 
tlncl^, and Adorers in general, are won- 
dering what the week^s dissipation is likely 
to cost them, when dresses, drags, hired 
houses, champagne lunches, and specula- 
tion on Horseflesh have tO' be settled for, 
while Poverty-stricken Plungers, who 
shudder at the mere name of Epsom do- 
ings, are seardbing for Good Things with 
all the assiduity of diggers and delvers in 
far Klondyke. 

For my own part, honoured Sir, not 
being one of the Favourites of Fortune, 
being without Landed Estates, Money 
in the Funds, or Negotiable Jewellery, 
— ^well, — suffice it to say that I never 
miss the Royal Meeting, and I think 
I may observe, without the Blush of 
Egotism mantling my cheek, that my 
Get-up on such occasions is one that does 
not ffisgraoe you, honoured Sir, or any 
other of my esteemed Patrician Patrons. 
As Count Groganoff observed the year 
before last (I got him to write down the 
phrase), “Shones a tou jours Vair d^un 
Chevalier Industrie deguisi en Frince,’^ 
which, I am told, means in British verna- 
cular, “ Jones always looks like a Noble- 
man in Disguise.” 

"We have taken a Cosy Crib not a hun- 
dred rcdles from the Course', where, I ne^ 
not say, we i^all be Proud to entertain 
our Friends tO' the best of our humble 
Resources, and also ask them to' join us 
in some harmless Post-prandial Games. I 
only hope that we db^l not fall victims 
to such a Scurvy Trick as was played us 
in a year which shall be dateless. Captain 
B[riterion had, with his usual forethought, 
hired a snug and respectable villa belong- 
ing to the Widow of a Venerable Arch- 
deacon, and had also taken care that many 
cases of the Best, together with much 
Succulent Provender, should be sent 


thither from certain London Purveyors in 
whom he had every confidence, and they 
in him. But when we sat down to our 
evening repast at nine o’clock, lo, and 
behold! there was no bread. The Beast 
of a Village Baker had actually refused to 
supply us with the Staff of Life. 

It appeared that, on a previous occasion, 
Kritbrion, after giving this Flower Spoiler 
profuse patronage, had somehow or another 
omitted to settle his paltry account,^ ^d 
this was the Inhuman Caitiff’s pitiful 
revenge 1 

There were we, seated at a table over- 
laden with Luxuries, and not a crumb or 
crust of common Household Sustenance, 
no shops open in the neighborhood, and 
no Ititi nearer than five miles off. ^ A 
supply of biscuits had, alas! miscarried, 
and we had tO' consume seed cake with our 
priceless Gorgonzola, Camembert and Brie. 

I quiver with Indignation and Inffiges- 
tion as I recall this disgraceful episode. 
Away with such a sickening recollection! 
Let me seek relief in the Muse. Let her 



Suggestion for the Cricket Season, 
The New Pneninatic Leg Ghiard, 

(Jfr. FmeKi Patent.) 


inspire my feeble Pen and provide us with 
that Wherewithal without which the 
humble Quartern Loafer is as wretched as 
a detected Solicitor struck off the Rolls. 
So let the Goosequill be dipped into^ a 
Royal Hunt Cup filled with aureous fluid, 
and mingle minstrelsy with prophecy, as 
follows: — 

Xfi^-A^r-iyolhas'not pluck, "T much'fear ; 

The MascuUne JECeir I prefer, 

The Asshe(id won’t victorv near, " 

But beware of the Fog that ’s on'her 1 ' 

The Journal Bar m ' j go the ;pace. 

And the Baker Brinoe lead in the straight ; 

But the Bmoy of Monm'ehs will race 
'When the Benight from the North feels the 
weight. 

The Saint who is wnder a Cloud 
To the Troubadour may not give way, 

But the Dropp'd Flumme won’t wait for the crowd. 
While the Bver Bememhered holds swav, 

While the Ditchweight is looking as proud 
As a winner should look on this day ! 

Thus does the Bard-Prophet chortle, 
knowing full well that there ;s many a slip 
’twixt the start and the dip into the lucky 
bag. Wide may it be opened, honoured 
Sir, to you, Sir Fraiser Punnett, and 
other Noble Sportsmen, always revered by 
Your devoted Vates-Extraordinary, 

Darby Jones. 

P.S. or Prize' Selection for Thursday — 
Though the Face'- Cover speed like a stag, 

For the Gold Cup the Bay will not lag, 

But I ’ll stick to the Chester Cup Flag, 

Short, but sweet. D. J. 


CHORUS OP FASHIONABLE LADIES. 
J^XSL — ** Ah! quefaime les milUai/resB 

How we dote on the millinery ! 

Dote on the mfllmery ! 

Dote on the millinery ! 
Fashions change, and ’tis a crime 
To be at all behind the time, — 

Ah! 

Don’t we dote on the minineryp 
Bother money ; let ’em wait. 

We rmisb be up to date! 

this for HighP’’ 

“The Season’s Cheese. — ^After a long 
period of quiescence , cheese is once moqre 
moving.”-— Grocers’ J ournaL 
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A SAFE WIN(?) 

P(Xt {in corner f to ' clmffingfrie^^ wholimows Kim to have laclcedleoUen horse), ‘‘GoiN* to lose, am Oi? Faith, an^ Oi*m not 1 
. Shubb, Oi ’vb oot a Teoiflb on btbbt blissed House in the Haoe ! ** 


FLITTINGS. 

Past London^ Gape Gohny, May 1, 1898. 

Dbab Mb. Pdnch, — ^Here we are, , in a place whose name re- 
minds one of home, ^ and’ whose ‘ leading tnoronghfare is called 
Oxford Street, though I cah’t trace any other points of resem- 
blance. Both this .mirbour and Durham are provided with very 
fine bars, the , result being that big ^ liners have to* lie outside. 
We were therefore, shij^d yesterday from the latter port on 
board the *‘^Dunpegan Castle” by means of a basket over the 
side of a tug, and felt like a lot of cattle as we were swung in 
mid-air. 

I A few days ago we rode and drove out to a Kraal in Natal, to 
pay our respects to a chief, whosei name sounded somewhat like 
“ CooHiBLHBBiB.”' When we got there, we found that our induna 
was out on a wife-hunting expedition, in search of his thirty-first 
spouse. However, the existing "thirty Mesdames Cookielbbkie 
and their pr((>geny were all there, and we left a card on the 
senior chieftaine^, who* was sqtiatting on all fours inside a hut. 
She treated it with contempt, not utiTniTigled with aversion. It 
was doubtless a fearful breach' of etiquette. 

We were soon surrounded by a swarm of importunate children 
and grass-widows, with bead ornaments and Kafir drinking- 
bowls, etc., to ^11, As we could get them much cheaper in 
London, we declined their offers, but invited a few of the least 
unprepossessing lachesi, with brick-red and bottle-shaped coiffures^ 
and babies pm their backsi, to pose for a family group. They 
named their terms with the air of professional beauties, and, 
after much haggling, a bargain was struck. When the photo was 
taken, some twenty others sprang like magic from the ground 
anci declared they had been included in the group, and demanded 
their fees as. weIU\'I wonder they did not raise the question of 
co<pyright. Anyhow, the leader of our party, who could vitu- 
perate in Zulu with the^ibest of them, found his work cut out 
m pacifying otir hbetesses. He was saved from being tom to 
pieces by the arrival .of the ifidwna himself attended by his 
umbrella-beareij;.- He soon sent his thirty better, or noisier halves 
about their businass. We said “we saw him,” which was no 
poker parlance,^ but the Zulu ‘greeting, and hoped “ our” kraal 
would ‘ dwell happily,” and’^tbok our leave. Six hours later we 
got rid of theja^ of the Natal grass-ticks which infested his 
neighbourhood. 

The most strijj:ipg product of Durban is the crowd of ricksha- 


boys. They lie in wait for you outside your hotel at 
all hours of the day or night, with their appealing query of 
“Yes, baas?” or self-approving exclamation, “Good boy I” 
They are now only an amusing memoi^, while I sign myself, 
Yours, with Zulu clicks, Zbdwjulxeks. 


THE SITUATION. 

' [“ There is no news at present from the seat of war, but great events may 

shortly be expected.”— Weekly,] 

Kingskbttlb is expecin’, for the Weekly ’s gien the word — 

The toun is a' a-buzz wi^ expectation. 

An’ crowds o’ four’ an’ five an’ sax — Kingskettle is that stirred — 
Foregaither tae discuss the seetuation. 

Eh, Sirs ! A stirrin’ time, an’ mair especially for me, 

For when they ’re done wi’ arguin’, the loons ’ll 
Come rinnin’ roun’ tae leam the views o’ Saxtndt Bkoun, P.C. — 
The Fairish, no, ye ken, the Privy Council. 

Aweel, t^’ Spain. I dinna ken stateestics o’ the fleet. 

But this ’ll be the way tae mak’ a test o’t — 

Suppose the Yankees diuna prove owre tough for them tae beat. 
In that case, Spain ’ll likely hae the best o’t. 

But then again, convairsely, should the Spanish fleet engage. 

An’ get sae muekle she can bide nae more o’t, 

Why then, ye ken, however hot the bluidy ficht may rage, 

I doot the Yankees winna hae the waur o’t. 

N^ na, I ’m no for saj^’, Sir — Ca’ canny ! Bide a wee 1 
For mind ye, there is ae conseederation, 

A factor o’ the vara first importance, as ye ’ll see, 

Tae ane that ’s thiokin’ out the seetuation. 

Suppose — an’ it is far frae the impossible, ye ken — 

Suppose the twa should never come thegither. 

Suppose a mutual respec’ inspires them baith — why, then, 

I doot the t’aei will never beat the t’ither. 

I ’mi no for sayin’ definite there winna he a ficht, 

But only that, in certain circumstances, 

Wi’ certain reservations, gin they never come in sicht, 

A battle seems tae me against the chances. 

That’s ma opeenionl Weel, mehhe, it is a wee thing strang, 

But thou^ I like tae put it gey an’ meekly, 

Ye winna vara often find that Saundt Bbottn is wrang. 
Particularly when he’s read hia Weekly. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted paom the Diaky op Toby, M.P, 

House of Commons, Monday night, June 
6. — ^If one has to hint at a fault in the 
manner of the Member for Oxford Univer- 
sity, it is a tendency to frivolity. Consti- 
tutionally prone to see the bright, not to 
say the comic, side of thmgs, his light- 
heartedness sometimes jars on the sensitive 
mind. This made the more striMng the 
evidence of emotion betrayed when the 
Sage op Queen Anne’s Gate to-night came 
forward as Champion of the Clergy. Their 
case had been laid before adamantine Chan- 
cellor OP Exchequer by Colonel Mil- 
ward. That gaUant Member, amazed at 
the moderation of his own fluency, urged 
that parsons whose income is wholly or in 

S art derived from tithes, should have a 
ttle special provision made for them out 
of public purse. As Squire op Malwood 
(uncommonly active after recess) pointed 
out, present Government passed Act 
largely endowing landlords out of the rates. 
Why should clergy, also drawing their in- 
come from land, be omitted from beneficent 
arrangement P 

St. Michael said that, out of respect 
to the memory of the late Queen Eliza- 
beth, it couldn’t be done. Since the 
time of that lamented monarch, clergy 
had been taxed on present system, Woifld 
never do to alter it. Above all things, no 
scandal about Queen Elizabeth. 

Convinced by this argument, J. G. Tal- 
bot rose, and with tears in his voice ad- 
vised Milward to withdraw his amend- 
ment moved on second reading of Budget 
Bill. The Colonel, having thoroughly 
enjoyed himself with his speech, and feel- 
ing that he had done all that was possible 
for downtrodden clergy, assented. Friends 
of the cler^ on Ministerial side gave sigh 
of relief. Everything going off admirably. 
Had made their plaint ; had pleased their 
parish parson ; but ’twould never do to 
vote against the Government, above all in 
a division where their names would figure 
in the list as backing up fresh demand on 
public purse in favour of what ruthlesis 
persons opposite called the richest church 
in the world. 

It was here Sage op Queen Anni&’s Gate 
(lately removed to Old Palace Yard) inter- 
posed. Not usually regarded as a buttress 
of the Church. Is content with living as 
near Westminster Abbey as building ar- 
rangements permit. But this writing up of 


“Help the Poor Clerjgy ” and then running 
away touched his chivalrous soul. If hon. 
and almost reverend gentlemen opposite 
would not divide the House on the ques- 
tion, he would. So, pressing Maddison 
into service as co-teller, the two ultra- 
Eadicals led out the flower of British 
Toryism to strike a blow for the oppressed 
parson. 

In point of size it wasn’t much of a 
flower, and it seemed to form itself a little 
reluctantly. But the thing was done, and 
tears of genuine emotion rolled down 
cheeks of J. G. Talbot as he went out 
with the dauntless twenty-seven. 

“ None of us are hopelessly bad,” he 
said. “Nothing is irretrievable. I begm 
to think I shall live to see Labby endowing 
5, Old Palace Yard, as a Home for 
Incurable Curates, himself, in decent garb, 
presiding at their matms and evensong.” 

Business done , — ^Proposal to extend to 
clergy !^lief of Landlords Act defeated 
by 216 votes against 27. 

Tuesday . — Sark just now lost in con- 
templation of the problem why, in Par- 
liamentary debate, a certain type of states- 
man and orator ^ould attach himself to 
India and its far-reaching affairs. Here 
is a country whose extent, whose popula- 
tion, whose material wealth, whose ancient 
history, whose barbaric splendour inflame 
the imagination, touch the profoundest 
depths of human intellect. It is a theme 
I that has fitly engaged the oratory of Fox, 

[ Burke and ' Sheridan, the pen of , Ma- 
caulay, the sword of Clive and Warren 
Hastings. Yet, as sure as ever India 
comes on for discussion in the -House of 
Commons, Sam Smith and Sir William 
Wbdderburn take the floor. 

’Twaa ever thus, beforef and since the 
time of the late Sir George Balfour. 
Wherefore ? That is just what the Member 
for Sark wants to know. Secret up to the 
present is past finding out. Prince Ar- 
TEDOR and Don Jose, listening to Georgib 
Hamilton’s statement on Indian finance, 
found the problem so entrancing that they 
severally went tO’ sleep over it. A pretty , 
picture thus composed : Secretary of ^tate 
at the table talkinarin monotonous -voice 
about famine, plague, waf^ earthqimke, 
and expenditure of millions of^ rupees. 
To his left, on the bench behind, the 
Leader of the House sweetly slumbeiing ; ^ 
on him right the Colonial Se^etory dream- 
ing that i Jesse . CoLUNGs was bom with a 
long spoon in his mouth, which accounts 
for his being comfortably ensconced at ihe 


f 


if. 


The- Return of ,the,''*Mittle ^nister.” 

Will the ^MldepreimtaU him f 

* .n'5 ' ’ 

I- . , i. , ^ 

Home Office. A little’ dower down, the 
President of the Bo^r^ of .A^oulture, 
also asleep, ’pre?€^tii|gvto theffew. str^te 
in the-galler^ an objectdesson in the p^lid 
countenance, the' haggard look, ■the wasted 
frame that Agriculture . 

Bhtj’then India is *at Jong , way cffi and 
Sam Smi^h, with Wd^'Perburn to 'follow, 
were sdon to descant on the liopig'. . , 

Busine‘fs ,done . — Gorpmitt.e©'' aumorise 
new loan, of ten millions 'fo^ jlh^a. . 

thursdciy.—As sch'oblbby%j_’ * after 
holiday talk o{ how they W^h^py 

time> -SQ. to-day JBcuse is Ml or reminis- 
cence of J^Tiitsui^liide. For sheer enjoy- 

'Belfast takes the cake. Jo'hn 
DiLifeN, who happened to be ther^e^ ’’'en- 
tranced House witih graphic description or 
a day’s doingsl The CatkoUQ boys, some 
20,000 strong^ marched e4ifl-^»witlL..drums 
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beating, flags flying. The Orangemen lay 
in wait for them, with a miscellaneous 



** A tendency to Frivolity.” 

(Mr. J*. &. T-lt-t.) 

collection of theological arguments, vary- 
ing from brickbats tO' crowbars. At one 
particular streer-tuming there was a mo- 


ment of breathless excitement, which the 
House shared, listening to- the eye-wit- 
ness’ simple story. Some two or three 
hundred Orangemen approached from a 
cross-road upon the thoroughfare along 
which the Catholic boys proudly pressed. 
Had they been fewer in number, less 
resolute in appearance, the Orangemen, 
anxious above ail things for the salvation 
of their souls, would have dashed in and 
battered their bodies. But, as John 
Dillon glowingly said, we had ten thou- 
sand as fine fighting men as I ever clapped 
eyes upon.” 

Experienced glance of Orangemen told 
them it was no use attacking such an 
army. They withdrew, and the Catholics 
tramped on undisturbed. Had the forces 
been more equally matched, there would, 
Dillon said, have been “the bloodiest 
battle the streets of Belfast ever saw.” 
Which is putting it strongly. 

However, there are compensations. If 
the Catholics were too strong foir the 
genial Orangemen, the police force were 
not. So- they “went for” the police, and 
before midnight a hundred and three of 
them were carried bleeding to the hospital. 
When Belfast resolves to- make holiday, 
what a day it does have, to he sure I 

Business done. — ^Miscellaneous. 

Friday . — touching monument to- our 
dear F^ank Lockwood is found in the first 
list of subscribers to the Memorial Fund. 
Headed by H.R.H. and his son next in 
succession to the throne, it includes peters, 


judges, M.P.’s, members of the bar, and 
some private friends. £1,200 these* have 
promptly planked down. That is good; 
even more golden ^ than the guineas is 
the testimony of lingering affection and 
esteem for one of the kindest-hearted, 
sweetest - tempered^ merriest • mannered 
men that ever convmced a jury or charmed 
the House of Commons. 

But £1,200 is not enough to carry out 
the purposes of the Committee. Just half 
as much more is needed. Less than fifty 
Members of the House of Commons have 
as yet come forward with tkeir guineas. 
The address of the old friend and com- 
panion dear who has the matter in hand, 
and wants another £600, is C. W. Mathews, 
1, Essex Court, Temple. 

Business done . — Don Jose rises to ex- 
plain his Long-spoon speech. 


SITUATIONS VACANT. 

WANTED, Porter for well-known Metro- 
politan workhouse. Must be go-o-d all- 
round man, able to keep door, accounts, 
temper ; nurse in hospital and prescribe 
for paupers. Preference given to Lon- 
don M.D. — Apply, stating degrees, ac- 
complishments, experience and all quali- 
fications, to “Guardian,” Gray’s Inn 
Ro-ad. 

TO V.O.’S and Others. Wanted, Dargai 
Hero to play the pipes in country house 
and look generally interesting. Duties 
light, salary ditto. — ^Apply, War Ofl&ce. 


OUR BOOEING-OFFICE. 

In Th£ Admiral (HuTOHiNaoN), Mr. Dottglas Sladen has 
woven a wreath to the memory of Nelson in anticipation of 
the hundredth anniversary of the battle of the Nile, fought 
on the 1st of August, 1798. He calls it A Ro-mance, and lives 
by introducing, by way of undercurrent, the story 
or the love of a British midshipman for a Sicilian Princess. The 
hook IS really a careful study of the personality, private life, and 
glorious career, of Nelson. It is a perilous undertaking, and my 
^romte congratulates Mr. Sladen on his success. It has evi- 
dently been a kbour of love. He has not only steeped himself 
m all kno wn records of the great Admiral, especially his letters and 
^spatches, but has visited the scene of his amours with Lady 
Hamtt.ton, and describes them with grapMc force. Next to 
Nelson, Romney’s model stands out on the page with most dis- 
tin^ness. ^ The manly Queen of Naples, and her futile husband, 
with occasional glimpses of the complaisant Sir William Hamil- 
ton, give varied life to the picture. Nothing yet done in litera- 
ture presents a more vivid picture of Nelson. In some of the 
aspects it is startling regarded through the glasses in use at the 
end of the Nineteenth Century. But it is necessarily accurate j 
since Mr. Sladen’s so-called Romance is largely made up, whether 
in dialogue or description, of the actual words of Nelson and his 
contemporaries. 

BurdeU^s Official Intelligence (Spottiswoodb & Co.), has 
reach-^ its seventeenth year — a sweet young thing of 2,528 pages, 
weigh ijig a trifle under a stone. It is almost a providential thing 
that Sir Heney Btjrdett, its Editor and creator, having retired 
from his secretarial office on the Stock Exchange, should have 
decided to withdraw from further care of this monumental work. 
It has been growing year by year till it has reached cubical pro- 
portions quite as extensive as an able-bodied man can grapple 
with. The mass of information given is at first sight bewilder- 
ing in its range and complexity. But so admirable is the work- 
manship, so masterly the arrangement, that any one seeking in- 
formation upon a particular point has no difficulty in fiTrdiTig R. 
Indispensable to all having dealings with the Stock Exchange, it 
recommends itself to my Baronite on the ground that, in case of 
emergency, it will serve admirably as a centre table for an office 
or a stool for any desk of ordinary height. The B. db B.-W, 

Toujours la Fumee, 

Irate Clullite, Hang these Yankees I I gave up Havana cigars I 
when they blockaded Cuba, and directly I took to Manilas they 
did ditto to the PHlippiaes I I 


HOBSONIANA. 

[A movement is on foot to have Lieutenant Hobson, of Merrimao fame’ 
made captain of the new battleship, Alabama. — Daily Pms.] 

It is proposed to make Lieutenant Hobson a Bishop. This 
would give niTn exclusive command of the See. 

Although it has been suggested by everyone who bad any- 
thing to say on the subject, that the naval hero* should be offered 
anything he liked to- take, including special cigars, the brand to 
be named “Hobson’s choice, ” yet it has not been announced 
as certain that Lieutenant Hobson, havinjg “won his spurs,” 
should be permited to wear them whilst “ riding at anchor.” 


At Tildiz Kiosk. 

The Shadovj [throwing down the newsjpajoera in disgust). Bis- 
maliah 1 What fools these Spaniards are ! I could have taught 
them a thing or two. They might ha^e learnt lessons from Crete 
and Armenia, instead of being so pig-headed about Cuba and the 
Philippines. In Constantinople, at all events, the Powers know 
that the Commander of the Faithful must always be the boss for 
us ! [_Oalls for Ms chihougue. 



A CHANCE NOT TO BE MISSED. 

“Deer. Mr. Punch i am sending you a funy Droring if you 
except it I SHALL BE HAPPY TO DROR WUN EVRY WEEK 

“ Tommy.” 
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“Yert Cold Wind to-day, Mrs. Tubbs. 

“Yes, Sir, it is. But it suits me— it ’s so embracing! 


OUTINGS.^^ 

Says the Daily Telegraph, June 15, “In France, Germany, 
Ho'lland, and Switzerland, the comfort of the English tourist is 
to be studied as it has never been studied before.” Time is 
money. Save time, you save money. Say a minute equals a 
sovereign ; i.e., sixty pounds per hour. By the night service, per 
Bale, Berne, and Coire, we are tO' save five hours. That is, 
taking the above estimate, a saving of three hundred pounds 
in one journey. Then, having done so much for the traveller, 
the London, Chatham and Dover Railway Comply works an- 
other wonder, for, between Switzerland and Victoria “ it abolishes 
night No necessity to go to the land of the Aurora Borealis 
for a lengthy day : all you have to do is, come home from Switzer- 
land, and, en route, there is no night! 

But, for a short trip that will cheer the worn and weary 
Londoner, “there is a 4.20 from Calais, which will reach the 
latter at 7.45 (or, may be, a trifle earlier), when, if you 
have no luggage, and are of a decided character, you will have 
about twenty-five minutes clear for snack-and-whistle-wetter, a 
small cup of coffee, and then cigar, pipe, or cigarette in mouth, 
you can. dwart rejoicing by the 8.25 boat, and will arrive 
(L. C. & “D. V.”) at Victoria by 11.40 of the clock, so that iu 
twenty minutes, should your residence be handy, you may be 
tucked up in your own little cot and enjoying “that repose, 
which innocence, virtue,” and the tired traveller, “ only knows.” 

The S. E. Co', is going on the same lines, so tO' speak, or,^ at all 
events, similar ones, as, says the D, T., jubilantly (the writer of 
that article evidently eiij'oys the^ idea of getting away for a 
holiday, and revels in the facilities for doing so), the' Weary 
Worker can stari from Charing Cross at 2.45, .snack, nay, almost 
“ dine,” but that ’s a big word, at Boulogne about 7, and start to 
return to his Penates and Lares (whom he leaves at home, and who 
will be so glad, if they ’re awake, to welcome him back) at 7.50 from 
Boulogne <iuay. Isn’t this good news for those who love the 
“transit” — (the Latin adverb is purposely omitted as being un- 
pleasantly suggestive), and who glory in rapidity of action and 
I>oetry of motion P 


DOCTOEED ! 

Sib Henry Irving, be-knighted and be-doctor’d, is now LL.D., 
of Cambridge, and is, therefore, a degree better than he was before. 
He is now a Doctor of the “ Drama’s Laws,” and was Ascribed in 
glowing terms by the Public Orator, Dr. Sandys (theO. Sandys or 
Cambridge Sandys), who was not gravelled for lack of words or 
ideas, as “ Agendi et dicendi artifex peritissimus,” and was com- 
plimented as one who would have been ‘^amicus Ciceronis ” (had 
Sir Henry been Henricus Irvingius, Eques), and on the most 
amicable terms with his two Ciceronian contemporaries, “ Roscius 
and j3Esopus.” Whereupon Sir Henricus was heard to muttei 
softly to himself, “How he soap us!** Then there was great 
cheering, and the popular manager and actor, likewise Rede 
Lecturer, although humbly classing himself by Act of Parlia- 
ment (14 Eliz. ch. 6) with Shakspearb as “ a rogue, vagabond, 
and sturdie beggar,” knelt low to receive the Honorary Degree 
to which, as well as to many other honours, his -life of honest, 
earnest work, of high aims and straightest and directest ways 
to attain them, has justly entitled him. 

Sir Henbry Irving we greet with applause, 

At Cambridge they ’ve made you a Doctor of Laws ; 

Dr, Punch grants you more as a great “ man of parts,” 

JtLe declares you to be a true “ Master of Hearts.” 

More power to the elbow of the well-graced actor, Henricus 
Irvingius, Eques, Doctissimusl 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Op Collections and Recollections (Smith, Elder), my Baronite 
greatly prefers the “ Recollections.” Almost any one with wide 
range or reading, and average literary ability, could have made 
the “ Collections.” To few h^ been given opportunity formnsing 
over the “ Recollections.” One Who Has Kept a Diary (who can 
he be P) has not only enjoyed, on intimate terms, the personal ac- 
quaintance of men like Earl Russell, Lord Shaptesburt, 
Cardinal Manning, Lord Houghton, Mr. Gladstone, and Mr. 
C. P. ViLLiERS, but he has the gift of drawing out veterans to 
talk of men and monarohs they have met. Thus we get at first 
hand, with further reach, touch with notable men of earlier 
generations. “One Who Has,” &o. (a parlous long title; 
much more convenient to give a name, or even four initials), is 
endowed with varied gifts for the work undertaken. He has a 
keen eye for characterj quick sympathy with humour, writes ad- 
mirably, and, as mentioned, has, by the accidents of birth and 
fortune, enjoyed rare range of opportunity. Much has been 
written about Lord Houghton, Cardinal Manning, and Lord 
Shaptesbury. “ One Who,” <Sfcc., in a few pages presents new 
and vivid portraiture. He has a rich store of good stories, and 
they lose nothing in the telling. But, like Chaucer, 
who left half told 
The story of Oambuscan bold, 

“ One,” &c., sto-ps short of not the least interesting part of his 
story. He should tell us his najme. 

Richard Marsh has written not a few stories more interesting 
than the one bearing the attractive title of Tom Ossington^s 
Ghost (Jambs Bowden). “Alas, poor ghost! ” very poor ghost. 
There is a ghost, so much the Baron confidently guarantees; 
but for not one of the personages in whom the ghost appears to 
be interested will the reader, unless be differs in his tastes from 
the majority of readers, care one ghostly dump. The idea of the 
ghost is there, but ’tis only tbe ghost of an idea, and — ^well — ^the 
Baron, as ghostly adviser, will say no more on the subject. 

The Baron db B.-W. 


Forecasts op Drama. — ^It is rumoured, says Mr. Clement 
Scott, in his entertaining and instructive Daily Telegraphian 
article, “Drama of the Day ” (and night as well), “that one of the 
great effects in the Drury Lane Autumn drama” is to be a 
scene in a balloon. The hero and heroine, or the heroine and 
the villain, thfe stars of the piece, will be up ever so l^h, and, 
like some pictures at the Academy, will be “ skied.” However, 
it is uncertain, and in any case, tbe promised eff^t is, as Mr. 
Scott says of the * some time-fortbcoming Adelpbi . drains, “iln 
nuhibus,^* 

The Corner Cornered. — “No man will lose a peimy through 
me,” Mr. Leiter is reported to have said to an interviewer. 
There is another and an unpleasant way of reading this state- 
ment. However, the trembling speculator may construe it hope- 
fully, and retire to rest with a Leiter heart. 


ifQU cniy. 
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AT THE DENTIST’S. 


‘'‘You ’ll be a good little Giel, and take the Gas, won’t you. 
*'Oh, Mammy, mayn’t I have Eleoteio Light?” 


Kitty?” 


June 25 , 1898 .] 

CORONATION DAY. VICTORIA R.I. 
June 28, 1838—1898. 

A Holiday I A Holiday! 

This Day of Coronation! 

Though sixty years have passed away, 

A Day of Jubilation! 

Dynastic thrones are lost and dead, 
Republics risen from the red. 

Thy diadem stiU lifts ahead 
Its glory tO' the nation 1 
A Holiday ! A Holiday 
Of British Federation 
Of peoples, who can boast Thy sway. 
And bless Thy consecration ! 

From land to land, from sea to sea. 

Thy banner flies above the free, 

And gem by gem they make for Thee 
A Crown of Love that all may see. 

On this rare Ruby Jubilee, 

Thy world-wide Coronation ! 

THE LADIES AT LORD’S. 

Old Style— Early Sixties. 

Scene — Th& Grownd aind its Accessories, 
Superior Creature. Really very pleasant. 
Weaker Sex. Oh I charming. So delight- 
ful having luncheon al fresco. The lobster 
salad was capital. 

S. C. Very good. And the champagne 
really drinkable. 

W. S. And our chat has been so interest- 
ing, Captain Smorltork. 

S. 0. Bo pleased. And now, what do 
you think of the cricket. 

W. S. Oh! I haven’t time to think of 
the cricket. 

New Style — Late Nineties. 

Scene— Same. 

Mere Man. Really rather nice. 

Stronger Sex. Quite nice. Capital game, 
too. Up to county form. That last over 
was perfect bowling. 

M. M. Yes; and the batting was well 
above the average. 

S. S. Tol-lish. And really, when I come 
to think of it, Mr. Smorltork-Gossip, you 
have been also entertaining. 

M. M, Proud and honoured ! And now, 
what do you think about the luncheon ? 

S. S. Oh ! I haven’t time to think about 
the luncheon. 

CONCERNING INFECTION. 

[Dr. Koch declares that malarial fevers are solely 
propagated by the bites of mosquitoes.] 

Hail, Dr. Koch ! whose lore explains 
The secret of malarial banes. 

Fever and ague, 

As coming, not from evil airs, 

But from mosquitoes, unawares, 

That bite and pla^e you. 

Most welcome doctrine, since poor man, 
Unblushingly, henceforward can — 

Taught by such teachers — 

Throw all the fault, for the distress • 

He owes but to his carelessness. 

On lower creatures. 

At measles, then, and whooping-cough, . 
Or scarlatina we may scoff, 

No longer cowards. 

Holding their pro^gation aprin^ 

From wandering fUes’ insidious stings. 

Or Norfolk Howards’.” 

And childrm of a larger growth 
Shall to your science (noth^ loth). 

Henceforth submit them, 

TiU dipsomaniacs, losing shame^ 

Will fcfr the future only blame 
" The dog that bit them.” 


madder MATINEE HATS. 

Oh! ladies with towering *bats,*/ - 
I am a diminutive man, 

I see your fine feathers, and that ’• 
The utmost I possibly can. 

I go very rarOly, it’s true, 

, To matinees anywhere though 
j might enjoy looking at you, 

I don’t oai*e tp see yom^chapeaux. 
But Messrs. Pinero and Carr 
I Have, started quite lately a play 
'With head-dresses towering , 
Above the small things of , to-day. 

The Beautv Stone, there you will see 
! Some types of the matinie hat. 


Green with envy you ’ll certainly be, 
Compared with them yours are quite flat. 

&oo3 gracious ! suppose you should try 
To -foflow that fai^pn as well ! 

We give y^U some ipches, then why 
Not measure ydhr.hto by the eflp 

Your hea^ear is m^ anyhow ; 

I ’ve already explained that I ’m srnaQ, 

I* cannot see’muon even now, 

I then should nothing at all. 

. . . f O l ‘O , 

i f, FLORIC^rDRA^i iNotb by our own Irre- 
* pressIbils" 'One post - ca ^ d )* — 

Q.jWhat flower combines the voice of the 
bird and the catP A. The lark8-pur(r)» 




Sensational Aerival op Me. Gilbeeson Boomstook (the newest South Apeican Millionaire) at Spatblt Bridge 

TO meet the Ottxr Mourns/ 


^^THE RING^^ AND THE BOOK. 


Thursday, June 9. — Siegfried* Briinnhilde, anticipating sex- 
theory of Herr ScHEisnc, had arranged for Siegfried to be a male 
child. Since yesterday has' been bom all right, and grown to a 
fine strapping boy of about forty-five summers. Prototype of 
Horatio Nelson, he knows no fear, and plays with wild bears 
and things'. Finds society a little limited in cave of his 
grotesque adopted parent, Mime, and would like to have a nice 
sword and see the world, being in rude health. 

Like Perseus, Miim has' designs on local dragon, but would 
prefer the boy to do it for him. So' he goes on making German 
swords that break as soon as you look at them. Presently grand- 
papa Wotan comes in and they have a conundrum match. Be- 
longs to Travellers* dub, and takes liberty of wandering a little 
from text. Tells Mf me that what he wants for his weapon is a 
fearless forger, like Jim the Fenman* Finally retires, after 
receiving limelight full on blind eye, which gives Mime the 
panics. 

On ^covering, latter puts Siegfried through sharp vivd wee 
on topic of Fear, of which the untutored boy’s ignorance is quite 
unique. So he is put to the bellows, where he develops into 
a rattling good Harmonious Blacksmith, and turns out sword 
with such an edge on it that it slices the property-anvil in two 
at first time of asking. 

Herr Bbeuer, as Mime, not made lip to look beautiful; but 
gets the last ounce of meaning out of music as diflScult as a man 
could desire. Even makes me believe that Wagner himself mi^t 
sometimes he humorous of malice prepense. 

In Second Act, Siegfried goes to flesh his new blade in ribs of 
Fafner, proprietor of Bhine-gold, who, for private reasons, not 
disclosed, has assumed shape of first-class dragon. Bird sings 
ventriloquially in pleasaunce outside front-door of Fafnev^s cave. 
Siegfried looks> about trees for it. I could easily have told him 
I where it was. Not on bough at all, but inside a Cor Anglais 
just under my nose in orchestra. 

M. Jean de B.eszb:e now makes a ^uny whistle out of arti- 
ficial reed, and tries to compete with bird ; but gets discouraged, 
bis talent being rather vocal than instrumental. Admits defeat 
in following frank terms : — 


Bird, I will own 
My ear is bad ; 

Thy call ill it has caught ! — 


In shame I am lost 
As he lurkingly listens, 

I know he learns from me nothing. 


Audible sensation through house on appearance of titillative 
dragon. Only men unaffected are Siegfried and leading mem- 
bers of Wagner Society. Dragon has a green railway-signal 
(for caution”) in each eye-socket. Thing sticking straight 
up out of his lower front teeth is not brace of carrots but forked 


tongue. Mouth opens so wide that I can see internal arrange- 
ment of green signal at back of optic nerve. Confess to be (fis- 
appointed in dragon’s agility; particularly as regards bis tail, 


which does hardly any of the stage-directions in my Text-Book. 
Fafner ought to know something of the priEe Ring, but is obvi- 
o-^ly short of training, and goes down early in first round, 
signalising defeat by turning off green light of eye. Soft thing 
for Siegfried, whose sword comes out of fight dry as a bone, 
though he gets a little blood on hands, which he wipes with tongue. 
Cannot explain connection of ideas, hut effect of this is to make 
bird up tree sing songs with words instead of without. It is 
Fraulem Von Artnbr who- does it. Never, since the hoopoe 
business m Birds of Aristophanes at Cambridge have I beard 
better imitation of inspired fowl. Ah 1 how she filled with 
honey all the grove I 

Otou Kar€fie\iTCoff€ r^v XoxpMv SXijv, 

as I remarked to one of Faithful on my left. ‘‘Hush I” was 
his reply. 

Siegfried, taking wrinkle from bird, declines to drink deadly 
grog offered by Mime. Has tasted blood, and in fit of creative 
art, as De Quincet’s Toad-in-the-Hole would say, puts sword 
through foster-father. Curtain falls on spirited duet between 
bird and De Rbszhe, former doing smart bit of work on invisible 
wire across stage. 

During interval, observed our new musical novelist in lobby; 
face lit up with nigh hope (since realised) that Messrs. W. H. 
Smith would secure success of work by boycotting it. 

Third Act brings on Wal-f ather, determined that hi« daughter 
Briiimhilde shall still remain Wallflower. Siegfried, however, 
not to be denied. After a few prelimiuary outs in text, severs 
the old gentleman’s s^ar ; and passes on to stir up sleeping beauty . 
Indignation among Pprists at expurgation of original Wagner. 
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Sliall myself interview management, and write letter ©f complaint 
to Press ; but Laving comjlimentary ticket, do not care to ask 
for money back at doors. Am further shocked to find scene of 
BriinvMLdeh trance completely changed during last half-century. 
Fresh background, bed higher up stege, and &esh lady lying on 
plane incKned at fresh angle. 

Cannot understand how Siegfried mistakes Madame Noedioa, 
in that dress, for a man. Where are the greaves of which my 
Book speaks ? Another insult to the Wagnek Society I 

AvTful pause, while BrunnTiilde comes to with^ long, wooden 
gestures, and total disregard of suitor just behind her. Sub- 
sequently her passionate appeals to auditorium leave SiegfHed 
very bored. Most unfortunate commencement to^ court^p : 
which, nevertheless, ends happily enough, with brilliant fin^e 
and complete understanding between lover and maiden aunt. 

Saturday, 4 p.m. — Gotterd erung. Twilight of gods falls 

rather early for time of year. Scene opens with tootling of 
three Noms (not horns, as the Standard has it). The plot, 
till now a trifle thin, begins to curdle. Briefly, Siegfried, after 
honeymoon in midst of fiery furnace, sallies out in search of 
distraction ; pledges his gold hoop^ in exchange for wife’s horse ; 
drinks in bad company ; commits bigamy ; is further charged with 
marrying first wife over again, second wife being still alive ; is 
murdered in small of back; waves his arm about ten minutes 
afterwards : and finally proceeds to Walhalla by way of pyre. 

Jean de Rbszxe, after most unkindest cuts given and received 
by self and brother in last play, feels naturally indispoged. Herr 
Dipped, having got up part over-night without rehearsal, does 
himself great credit in a shirt that looks like “love’s last shift.” 
Chief credit, however, for unrehearsed effects goes to stage- 
carpenters, not in programme, though they are discovered on 
stage just as curtain rises, and retreat with modest haste. 
Carrier-ravens, on beat between Gibichung Court and Walhalla, 
do some wonderful trapeze-work. Will speak of behaviour of 
junior bird after manner of “ alliterative verse of the original ” : — 
Tat was the one, Till ty a tng 

And wasted Ms fellow ; Judiciously jerked, 

On his tack the latter Rather*l3ehind 

Lay for a bit and bucked ; ' On the"route to 'Walhalla, 

While the fatuous wire Into the flies he ^ 

Wobbled and faltered ; Finally 

Similar unruliness shewn by Brilnnhilde^s good old horse, who 
refuses to take hedge of fire, and has to be hauled off by stable- 
super ; mistress having already thought better of “swinging her- 
self stormily ” on to his back as my Book of Words recommends. 
Then, again, roof of Gibichung Court, fixed up loosely so as to 
be ripe for concluding catastrophe, keeps slipping off the mark 
before the signal, and has to be propped up in place. Under 
trying circumstances, Madame Noedioa, though not an ideal 
Briinnhilde, sings courageously, but is a little inclined to 
direct her remarks to the Wal-gallery. Frau Schumann Hbi^ 
indispensable throughout the Cycle, whether as Norn or Valkyrie, 
Erda or Rhine-nymph. But Mottl allein ! is the final call. So 
ends, with many defects, not all avoidable, a great performance; 
and 

Justifiably golden, rounds my Bing,” 

Intermediate Cycle, now on, is distinguished (1) by freedom 
from expurgation, (2) by total absence of The Stall^id Ox. 


SAIjVE OALVfil! 

Thursday last, at Covent Garden. — Bnfin! Madame Calv4, 
as Marguerite, in GouNbn’s ever-popular Faust, when a brilliantly- 
filled house over and over agam summoned Madame Caly6 to 
receive its enthusiastic plaudits. It was for Calve a veritable 
triumph. But — ^the “ but ” must come in — ^was it the true Mar- 
guerite? As to singing, yes. As to acting, yes, with a (malifica- 
tion. Calve does not jdlow herself to look the part. Madame 
Calvd is a “fine and large” woman (which tells against her as 
the maiden still in her early teens), doubly “fine and large” 
when viewed side by side with so elegant and so slightly-bunt a 
lover as is Monsieur Saleza. Why, one playful slap from the 
lily-white (over-bismuth’d) hand of the substantial Fraulein 
would send the poor gentleman into- the middle of next month ! 
To balance this young woman, a Faust of John db Reszee’s 
proportions is required. 

In the two earlier scenes, that is, from her first entrance to 
the end of the garden scene. Madame Oalve’s Marguerite suggests 
a mddchen “with a past,” for most certainly she seems to 
be “one who knows.” She has the demur© air of a full-blown 
Sdinte Nitouche, and one’s pity is excited, not for her, but for 
the inexperienced noodle who falls in love with her. As for 
Madame Calv4’s “business,” which it is our business to note 
most carefully, it is admirable throughout, except where the 



A MARTYR TO APPEARANCES. 


Young Lady, say, Caddie, what bom Mr. McFadjock do 
WITH ALL these OlUBS ? ” 

Caddie {wofuUy ;preparmg to follow his tyramt), “ He makes me 
CARRY them ! ” 

compo^r has suited the music to the action of spinriing, in 
the spinpiTig-wheel situation. But Calv6, acting on the Scotch 
proverb of “ leaving weel alone,” walks away from it and leaves 
it to spin a yarn by itself, if so inclined. All else is excellent. 

As a matter of fact, however, our old friend Faust wants 
to be re-staged, re-dressed, and re-juvenesced. 

SIMS REEVES. 

Change for a Tenor I Aye, and a sad change, too, when old, 
pecuniarily unfortunate, the once popular favourite has to beg 
assistance from the “ gentle public,” which, having ever “ sup- 
ported” him, and received its quid fro quo for so doing, will 

g enerously do its best to support him once again and receive 
is grateful thanks. Let everyone who can give two fivers (more 
or less, according to means) for this Tenor, send them to the 
Daily Telegraph (which has started the subscription), addressed, 
“Hon. Sec., Dr.BEOHER, 16, Montague Street, Portman Square.” 
Much will it rejoice Sims Reeves to receive, as a friendly, sym- 
pathetic testimonial, these genuine notes as substitutes for those 
he has lost for ever. Sims Reeves is an old “ Friend in Need ” ; 
let us all be his “ Friends in Deed.” 

“Ge.ntlbmen V. Players.” — ^These distinctions seem wrong. 
Of course, the first speaks for itself. But “ Players ” ? Here, 
they are not “Stage-players,” but “Cricket-players.’^ Yet are 
not the Gentlemen also Players? If they are not, how unfair 
is the match 1 Why should not the term be “Amateur v. 
Professional Players”? A match between the Stage and the 
House of Commons would ^ so announced, and what an inte- 
resting match it would he with Sir Henry Irving and Beebbohm 
Tree in for any number of runs, but finally bowled by Arthtjr 
Balfour, stumped by John Morlet^ or caught by HABOoukT! 
However, this by the way. 



ThQ ‘’‘E.bali.y, it’s very shocking to read in the Papers so many painpfl cases 6b Wife-beating 

AND Assault among the Labouring Classes ! ” 

2%e E & o . Mr , Simmiel . “It is indeed, liiY Lord. Indeed — ahem— with your Lordship’s permission, one might almost call 

THEM i^ELABOURING CLASSES.” 


MR. PUHCH ON THE PRESS BAZAAR. 

“Plb fro the Pres”? Nay, gentles, oomc 
and givei 

To help our London Hospital to hVe 1 

Royal the lips that by a fair decree 

Call on your purses — ‘‘Open, Sesame!” 

That bid you come where rival papers 
wrestle 

In friendly conflict at the Hotel- Cecil. 

Here Black and White allures the nimble 
nose 

With bottled spice of every herb that blows ; 

Here at the Morning Fost^ one blaze of 
glory, 

You have a liberal conservatory ; 

Here brimming bowls with milk and honey 
run 

Under the kindly influence of the 8nn ; 

Here the Financial News has on demand 

Outlandish ore from Afric’s sunny Rand ; 

Or would you local gems ? then see you get 

The native Gould of Westminster’s OazeUe 

With whose attractions Vanity Fair will 
vie, ■“ ~ 

Puiveying coloured specimens of “ Spy.” 

Here, top, the Sketchy the Lady^ and the 
Graphic 

In “ sjjecial line® ” conduct a roaring traflic ; 

In China, of the more artistic sort. 

The Daily Chronicle keeps “ open port ” ; 

The Strand and Ladies^ Field will ask you 
whether.. 

There’s anything in life compared with 
leather. 

While on the Stagers stall are lots and Iota 


Of gloves and kerchiefs and, in fact, what- 
nots. 

Here Truth, forgetful of the cause of 
Greece, 

Sells Turkish cigarette, twopence a-piece ; 
And should the same he bad for little boys, 
Then try the Beferee for sweets and boys ; 
Here, finally, will Mr. Funch be^ found 
Raffling his whole career, most chastely 
bound ; 

And also selling, for the merest song, 

New stuff, exceptionally fine and strong. 

Time fails to tell how many pretty faces 
Will smile on you from stalls and other 
places ; 

Or how the Stage will send her heavenly 
stars 

To beautify the best of all Bazaars. 

Come, then, and pour your riches out like 
• rain, 

For such a chance piay not occur again. 

So don’t' forget ; the date is very soon— 
Namely, ^ the twenty-eighth and -ninth of 
- June. 

Lest it should he wrongly thought that 
there is poetical licence in^ the above, a 
short corroboration follows in prose. The 
Press Bazaar* in aid of the London Hos- 
pital, which is urgently in need of funds, 
will be held on Tuesday and Wednesday, 
June 28 and 29, in the Hotel Cecil. 
Her Royal Highness the Princess of 
Wales, with whom will be H.R.H. the 
Duchess of York’, has graciously consented 
to open the Bazaar on the 28th at 2.30. 


A very large number of the leading London 
papers are providing stalls, of which several 
will be devoted to specialities associated 
with the Press, such as original drawings, 
albums containiug literary autographs, <fec. 
Numbers of Duchesses have promised to 
sell ; and there will be dramatic perform- 
ances by all the quality. Tickets for the 
plays — 10s. 6d. and 5s. — may be obtained 
from Mr. Rudolph B. Birnbaum, Wpst 
End Beview, 3, Waterloo Place, or from the 
usual theatrical agents. 

The price of admission to the Bazaar is 
5s. np to 5.0 p.M. on the 28th, and 2s. Od. 
from 5.0 to 10.0 ; on the 29th it is 2s. 6d. 
at any hour. The Hon. Sec. is Mrs. 
Spender, 29, Cheyne Walk, Chelsea, S.W. 

Mr. Funch will conduct a Grand Sub- 
scription Sale, the prizes to include a Com- 
plete Set of Funch ; Society Fictures by 
George du Maurier; John Leech’s Fic- 
tures; Charles Keene’® Our FeopLe; and 
‘hundreds of other Books. No Blanks. 
Tickets, 5s. each^ may be secured at once. 

The special feature oi Mr. Funch s stall, 
to which he cordially invites all his friends 
(or enemies, if any), will be Original 
Sketches by Funch Amsts; but all con- 
tributions to his stock from' any quarter in 
the shape of drawings, even drawings of 
large cheque.8, will be gratefully received 
and instantaneously acmiowledge^ at the 
offloes of Mr. Funch, 10^ Bouverie Street, 
E.C. To give quickly is to give twi^. 
But to give quickly and twice is better still. 



The Kinh’s Chamberlain. “ MY LIEGE, HAYE I NOT BID TOD SAT, ‘ THUS FAE, AND NO FUETHER ’ ? ” 

Kino (Saxisbijet) Canute. “ OH, I DESSAT ! I HAVEN’T SEEN A COPT OE TOUE SPEECH— BUT I THINK WE ’D BETTER MOVE BACK A BIT I 
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COACHING. 

Dmviira, a GnisiiT'^DBAL depends ok the skilettl and'^eppioient Management op the Whip.*' 


THREE MEN IN A BOAT." 

And so it cam© about that Mr. Funch^s Eepresentative, 
having been unable' to attend at the premihre of the Opera written 
by Messrs. Abthttr Pinebo, Comyns Gabb. and Sir AbuHub 


by Messrs. Abthtjb Pinebo, Comyns Gabb, and Sir Abx'Hub 
Sullivan^ selected a later night (no offence to his musical 
Knightship'), when, by the kind permission of his ‘‘friends in 
front,” he was enabled to assist at the performance of The Beauty 
Stone. W^ith these three clever men all in the same boat, ana 
D’Oylby at the Carte- wheel, the piece ought to have been 
exactly what it isn’t, that is, brilliantly amusing. To adapt the 
verse of Uncle Eemus, we ask : — 

0 CoMYNa Cark ! I Sittin’ wid two Abthtjbs, 

Whan do you do dar, I W’r’tinp 0-pe-r<zr 9 

And Abthtjb Pinebo (who, we hear, has sailed for the land of 
Ibsen), regretting his complacent affability in yielding to the 
enticement, must be hummmg to himself, adapting the words to 
a Sullivanesque refrain from The Chieftain : — 

PiNJSRO ! Pinabo I I I wish } ou had never 

My popular pet, 1 These gentlemen met ! 

(Ba capo, ever so many times^ increasing in intensity,) 
Mr. Walter Passmore plays “ the Devil.” He is fearfully and 
ineffectively made up, and appears to be a kind of disappointed imp 
out of a pantomime, with little to sing, and nothing worth 
doing, in this uninteresting story. Miss E-tjth Vincent is nice as 
the lame heroine, supported by the entire strength of a crutch, 
which is not by any means the biggest stick in the piece, though 
to name names would be invidious. There' is, too, a l^k of 
“ go ” in the movements of the present Savoyard chorus-singers, 
as though the ancient traditions, taught them in their original 
Savoyard infants’ school, “ when all the world was young,” were 
fast fading from the memory of such remnants of the vieUle 
garde as are still “retained on the establishment on account of 
their past service ” by a grateful management. As for the act- 
ing, it is, with the exception of the old stages, rather amateur- 
iflh . From a merely popular point of view, is there any song, 
or chorus, which anybody with an ear .can catch and take away 
with him ? Yes, just a march ; but if an^y one takes that away 
with him there won’t be muc!^ left that is ever likely to become 
popular. Ah ! when will these three meet again ? Ah I 
And so, as Letty Lind sang of the monkey on the stick, we 
wish you all good day 1 ” 


AUGUSTE EN ANGLETEREE. 

De Retour. 

Dear Mister, — ^At me in France during all this time I have 
been suchly occupied that I have not could to write to you 
one sole word. But in fine I recome. 

Enchanted, dear Mister, of to resee you, onall—^surtout — when 
the Convention of the Niger has resolved so happily the question 
between our two country s. At what good to discuss without 
fine the frontiers of illhealthy marshes and forests there 

down, in Africa ? At what good to beat himself, se hattre, for a 
villain country as that? Happily our two countrys are not 
heated themselves. Ah non! Between two great nations 
the one can not to essay the system of “ I win the head and you 
lose the tail.” Ah no ! For the other great nation guards her- 
self well of that. Thus he must a system of “ take and give.” 
See there that which he must, and that which has so well suc- 
ceeded at Paris. A la longue Qa devenait ennuyant. I love not 
the things without end. As says the illustrious Shikspir, “ All 
that ends is well.” I am ever of his advice. *10’ you, dear 
INBster, representant of the great britannio nation, all my 
felicitations! Vive VAngleterre! Vive la France! 

I arrive there is eight days bub I not have had any envy to 
go to the courses at Ascot. Ah del, non! I have said you 
often that I admire much of things in your country — ^the chaf- 
ing misses, the brave policemans, the judges and the advocates, 
the beautiful green grass, ce fameux gazon anglais, the carriages 
and the horses, les halnts d^homme-^the manly habits — ^and even 
the deputy s. N^ous autres Francois nous en avons, des dAputis ! 
But I admire not your climate or your booksmakers. What 
climate! AVliat cold! 'What sad and lugubrious obscurity! 

However, 1 am content of to revisit your great city, where one 
sees at present much of french things. There is some french 
pictures of the most superhs at the (Jilthall, and of others, less 
superb and very hizarres, in a gallery of the faubourg of Knitgs- 
brwg. Several french painters expose at the Saloon of th© 
Royal Academy. Before little, avant ^eu, Missi" Bernttardt 
and CoQTTBLiN elder shall play in same time some french pieces. 
And a french horse has gained your cup of Ascot. Our pamters, 
our sculptors, our artists of the theatre, our horses or course* 
Agree, Ac., Adgttstb. 
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Artist, “Bother it all ! I can’t manage this Foregrottnd.’ 


^ympaihetic Wife, “Why trouble about 

GROUND OUT ? ” 

SABBT JONES lOOZS BACK ON 
AgCOT AND rOBWAED TO THE 
ir01tXilu]ll[BEB,LAND PLATE. 

HoNoxTBia) SiBj — ^It was, I can assure 
you, a Bitter Disappointment to myselt 
and Friends that you did not deign to look 
in upon us at the Cosy Crib near Ascot to 
which I drew your attention in my last. 
I am not so Vainglorious as to suggest 
that the Loss was but I can con- 

fidently state that the “Ball was kept 
rolling ” at Appletree Lodge, Sunning 
Mount, during most of those hours, which 
are consumed by Sybarites in Snores, 
Slumbers and Nightmares. 

Baron Brokstein accidentally happened 
to have with him in Ms portmanteau a 
portable Roulette Board, on which ae gave 
a good many lessons to Fliflatt and some 
of his young friends. Sir Milkib Wat 
(152nd Lancers), Mr. Tiptrbb .'of Toptree 
Hall, Cheshire), Mr. Baldbeein (heir to 
Baldbbein & Co., the great Boot-vamish 


IT, Darling ? Can’t you leave the Fore- 

people), Lord Leopold Loto (youngest son 
of the Marquis of Rapplbton), and Mr. 
Quisby (nephew of the Bishop of Skye), 
whom we were all delighted to entertain 
as Right Royally as fi they had been 
Princes of the Blood.s ' 

Only two mishaps occurred; the first 
when Sir Milky and Lord Leopold, at 
four o’clock on Thursday morning, insisted 
upon setting fire to the Drawing-room 
Curtains. Luckily, Major MacBlathbrum 
and self extinguished tne conflagration by 
a dexterous application of Soda-water Sy- 
phons, to the obvious disappointment of 
the gay Young Sparksj. The other Counter- 
time, as the Gams have it, was a somewhat 
noisy Difference between Brokstein and 
Fliflatt, because the Baron dedined to 
accept' any more of the Oxonian’s acknow- 
ledgments, commonly known as I. O. TJ.’s. 
EIbiteeion poured oil on the Financial 
troubled waters by going secuiity in con- 
junction with Myself for the Collegian’s 
indebtedness. The Baron was appeased. 


Although I was not fortunate enough 
to salute you, Honoured Sir, on the His- 
toric Heath, I encountered your esteemed 
acquaintance, Sir Fraisbe Punnbtt, in the 
Paddock on Tuesday. He was attired most 
seasonably in a costly Sealskin Surtout, 
and exclaimed — fancied it to be an Inter- 
national jest — “ When Fur meets then 

comes the tug of war.” I replied I 
did not take his meaning. He answered, 
“Then take my advice. Back Herminius 
for the Stakes, wMch are not likely to be 
overdone on a day like this. My source 
of information is an infallible relish for 
them.” And so it proved to be. Sir 
Fbaiseb also very kindly, on the Cup Day, 
when I met him with a magnificent Roth- 
schild Regalia in his mouth, significantly 
tapped it with his forefinger, and observed, 
“I hold the winner between my lips. It ’s 
no weed, but likely to go a-pace.” I at 
once tumbled to his allusion to Jacqmm^art, 
a Noble Animal which I had neglected, 
believing him to be saved for other, though 
perhaps not better things. Nevertheless, 
Hoijoured Sir, you and other honoured 
patrons who know that my selections are 
always 1, 2, 3, should gratefully remember 
Foston and Finna Forget in connection 
with yours truly. 

I am certain that Sir Fbaiseb must have 
done himself uncommonly well over the 
week. If you would, in strict coniide'nce, 
send me his Town Address, I should, for 
reason® which are neither here nor there, 
be extremely obliged. Meantime, I must 
urge Pegasus from the land of the pine 
to the banks of the Tyne, and endeavour 
to discover the champion that will follow 
Tiradwardine in carrying off the Great 
Prize at Gosforth Park. The quadruped 
is running in my head. I plunge boldly 
into Minstrelsy. 

Not for me is the flon of Miss J me / 

'^^eithe^ Snavtiard nor J^orice Bhould win ; 

While the WhiteTiaU Italian ’s fain 
To niTi well, if he’ll only bogin. 

Tho (jlaremdon hope may he there 
When Charlestmm comes into the straight. 

For the Carrion King I declare. 

With stout Kerman^ in spite of his weight. 

Amid the delighted cheers of Pitmen 
and Punters, I already hear your melli- 
fluous voice exclaiming, “Well done again,” 
and I know that your remark applies only 
to Your devoted Diagnoser, 

Darby Jones. 

The original Ballt-Hoolet. — The Fi- 
nancier who, a few years back, owned three 
millions of pounds sterling, and now, ac- 
cording to Ms own statement, is not worth 
“a penny piece.” Terah-ble downfall, 
inde^l 

Suggestion fob Amateur Performance. 
— Why not Measure for Measure, at Mer- 
chant Taylors’ School, si nihil ohstet? It 
might be fitted. A good deal of “ cutting 
out ” will be required. 

“ Swearing on the Horns.”— There is 
a talk of reviving tMs ancient ceremony, 
whatever it may be. We have known in- 
stances of “ swearing at the horns,” when 
coaches have been passing the darkened 
house of a man laid up with nervous head- 
ache. But tMs is another story. 

Shade of Shakspfare {very sTiady ).^ 
How about the fleet at Key West P “To 
be” there “ or not to be” there, “ that is 
the Key-Westion.” 






THE LAST STRAW. 

Miss EJk has left her Sun-shade on the other side cf the rwuXeb. The Omakous yowng De Morm aOempts the dangerems pass in order to 

restore U to her, « 

OhnomUmly Festive 'Arry (to him). “ Ho, Ttrss ! Deliohteb, I 'm stob ! Dbob nr Ayr rnrs rov ’re PAsavr' I ” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTJiACTJiD FKOM THE DiABY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, June 13. — 
What with friends who stab in the back, foes 
who smite in the face-, and the general pre- 
valence of stupidity amongst mankind, the 
Squibb op Malwood's lot is not a happy 
one. Yet even his life has its oases of 
serene content. One bloomed to-night. 
House in Committee on Budget. Not the 
Squiee^s Budget, but another's. For him 
to sit on Front Bench an interested spec- 
tator; for St. Michael, buttressed by 
impregnable sweetness of temper, to meet 
and repel attack on the financial scheme 
of the year. Yet in one of its main pro- 
visipns the Budget is the Squiee^s, as have 
been all that succeeded his great work of 
1894. ^ 

Sic VOS non vobis nidificatis aves. 

By his treatment of the Death Duties 
the Squibb built an ample, comfortable, 
nest, in which, through all time, Chan- 
cellors of the Exchequer shall snugly dwell. 
It is all very well for a Unionist Govern- 
ment to build ships, strengthen the anmy, 
succour the landlord, and sustain Chur^ 
Schools. Where woiuld they have been 
if the Squibb had not turned on the richly- 
fiowing tap of the Death Duties ? 

Peculiar charm of evening is, that whilst 
St. Michael, the highest financial autho- 
rity on the Unionist side, led the attack 
on the Budget of 1894, did all in his 
power to destroy it, it now falls to his lot 
to defend its main provision against belated 


attacks from his own side. No one, not’ 
even that audacious mariner, Cap'en 
Tommy Bowles, goes so far as tO' suggest 
repeal of Death ' Duties.' But insidious 
attabk made on various details. St. Mi- 
chael is obdurate inL resistance, righteously 
indignant that such things should be 



An Oasis of Serene Oonteht. 
Sir W. V. H-rc-rt. 


thought of. The Squibb op Malwood, 
tenderly caressing his chin, looks on with 
pleased smile. 

“ Ah, Toby, dear boy,” he said, “ if ever 
you come to be Chancellor of the Exche- 
quer — and why not ? — remember that 
** Only the Budgets of the just 
Smell sweet and blossom m the dust.'* 

Business done . — Budget resolutions car- 
ried through Committee. 

Tuesday . — Almost forgotten existence of 
John o' Gobst. Public mind so occupied 
with speculation on imaginary quarrels 
between the Mabkiss and Don Jose db 
Long-Spoon of Castile, that it has de- 
parted from its earlier habit of marvelling 
how long John o' Gobst would be able to 
endure the companionship of his colleagues, 
varied by wonder as to how long they 
would be able to put up with his irre- 
pre&sible irony. With retirement of edu- 
cation question into background the Vice- 
President of the Council has gratefully and 
gracefully accompanied it. Never takes 
part in debate ; has not for weeks varied 
monotonous question hour with his caustic 
wit : is rarely seen on the Treasu:^ Bench. 
Which things are worse than an( allegory. 
They are a distinct loss to a HoUiw of 
Commons that cannot afford deprivation , 
of marked individuality. .... 

A friend of mine retains an opinion, . 
formed soon .after he was returned unop- 
posed for S^k, that John o' Gobst is, m ; 
all respects^ one of the cleverest Parlia- j 
mentanans appearing at Westminster j 
during the last twenty years. { 
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The English Equivalent. 


The Prime Minister of Siam, having given dissatisfaction, has been degraded, shav^d^ and set to feed 
tend the sacred elephant for the term of his natural Hfe .” — Daily Daj)itrJ\ 


( We trust thai Lord S-l-sh-ry and Mr 

all vary wiell,” says Sauk, ‘Ho 
call John o’ Goest Time-honoured educa- 
tionalist. If his party had been wise, he 
would have been honoured in more sub- 
stantial fashion. There is no Ministerial 
post he is not capable of filling;. Just to 
begin with, he would have made a Leader 
of the House successful very much on the 
Knes of Dizzr. ‘Instead of which’ — oh, 
exquisite irony 1 — he was made Fnder- 
Secretary of State for India, with Geaiud 
Ceoss as his chief. That is the sorb of 
thing that would have made Swift smile 
if he had been around at the time. When 
I oome to thinV of it, I don’t know which 
is the more surprisixig commentary on 
English public life— that Hichaed Asshe- 
TON Obobs should have been Home Secre- 



Thb Photo geaphee op the House. 


** Quite still, please, and imagine you have been 
offered a peerage ! ’’ 

Sir Benjamin St-ne. 


Ch-mb-rl-n may never come to this,) 

::ary. Secretary of State for India, Grand 
Cross of the Bath, Grand Cross of the Star 
of India, hrst Yiscount; or that John 
Eldon Goest, third wrangler of his year, 
should have got no higher than a Vice- 
Presidency of the Council, and should hide 
nis brilliant talents in the napkin of that 
shadowy body the Committee of Council 
on Education.” 

Business done - — John o’ Gorst carries 
second reading of London TJniveraty Bill. 

Thursday - — Everything comes to the 
man who waits. Johnston, peering over 
the battlements of the ancestral castle ot 
Ballyldlb^, has long been waiting tor 
opportunity to shy half a brick at the 
Pope. At Belfast the other day, when 
John Dillon was^ as he told the House, 
“riding in the tail of the procession” of 
Catholics trailing their coat past the 
Orange quarter, he, by proxy, enjoyed the 
luxury. That a way of disportiug yourself 
as second rate as it is second hand. What 
Johnston of Bally Mlbeg yearns for is a 
go at ’em in House of Commons. 

To-night opportunity presented itself; 
dragged in by the hair by the piratical 
Sam Smith. Joy of situation intensihed 
by its unexpectedness. Sam Smith, in 
spite of his buccaneering personal ap^ar- 
ance, is almost last man one would asso- 
ciate with a row. Yet to-night he brought 
it on, thaTikfi chiefly, it must be admitted, 
to that other peaceful parishioner, the 
Sqtjiee op Malwood. 

Question before House report stage of 
Benefice® Bill, Place nearly empty. What 
with Ascot and debate on second reading 
of East India Loan Bill, the stoutest mem- 
bers showed signs of collapse. But now, 
as in Johnnie Russell’s day, cry of “ No 
Popery!” suddenly sounded in a British 
assembly, has potent influence. Raised 
to-night in piping voice of ihe ITintslhire 
Buccaneer, it brought back to him un- 
wonted echo of cheering. Dinner-hour at 
hand ; benches bare. The wind rose : the 
sea uplifted ; and lo 1 the Squibb op Mal- 
wood, finding temptation irresistible, 
leapt in. Then was there fine fluttering, 
Peincb Arthtje joiuiug in the sport, 
snapping at the Squibb, who briskly 
flapped back in return, till, as Sabk says, 
“ You couldn’t see the fl^es for the foam.” 


I Natural conclusion of stranger in the 
gallery, accustomed to logical consequences 
in other places, was, that after this pas- 
sionate outburst, the Benefices Bill would 
be torn in shreds. What really happened 
was that the hostile amendment was re- 
jected by majority of 146, something 
beyond the present mighty mi^ximum at 
back of Ministers. 

Business done . — ^Decided by 220 votes 
against 75, to proceed with consideration 
of Benefices Bill. 

Friday. — Suddenly, unexpectedly, com- 
pletely, John o’ Goest makes up for long 
silence noted in Tuesday’s entry. Moving 
Education Estimates in Committee he gives 
Volmtary Schools^, to which last year his 
colleagues devoted large siums of public 
money, a knock-down blow. This avowedly 
done in best interests of a system be, as a 
devout Churchman, dearly loves. Best for 
its interest that he should be quite candid. 

“ These are facts I might suppress,” he 
said, “but cannot alter. They are most 
unpleasant tO' those who, like myself, desire 
the maintenance of Voluntary Schools.” 

“That’s all very well,” said J. G. Tal- 
bot, flinging himself sobbing on sympa- 
thetic bosom of his young friend and dis- 
ciple, Lord Cranboene. 

“ G-ive me th’ avowed, the erect, the open foe. 

TTityi I can meet, perhaps may turn his blow. 

But of all friends that Heaven in wrath can send. 

Save me, oh, save me, from a candid friend I " 

“Well, now you mention it ” said Cean- 
BOENB, thoughtfully, “ I wish I could. I ’ll 
speak to Pa.” 

Business done . — That of the Church 
Schools, as far as they can be affected by 
an unimpassioned, authoritative, demon- 
stration of failure. 



Fancy Portrait—** Hook” of Holland, or ‘* Hookie 
Walkilre,” the pedestrian tourist. 

[This ought to ** catch on.”] 
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A GENTLE HINT. 


Mr, Giglamps (who has heen caught hy Keeper with seme Fish in his 
basket vmder taking size). “Oh — er — well, toxt see, fact is, my 
Glasses— ER— MAGNIFY a good deal. Make things look larger 

THAN THEY REALLY ARB ! ’* 

Keeper (about to receive smaller Tip than meets the occasion). “Ah! 
MAKES YER PUT DOWN A ShILLIN* WHEN YER MEANS ’AlF-A-CrOWN, 
SOMETIMES, I DBSSAY, SiR ! ” 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

! 

In a recent notice, one of Mr. Punches Toting Men picked ! 
up the esteemed Daily Telegraphesque Operatic Representar 
tive for saying that in the Nozze di Figaro, tke Countess 
refused an encore for the “Dove Sono,^* and Mr, F.^s 
Young Man insisted that the Telegraphian critic must have meant 
“ /Siwaune.” In proof of his assertion, Mr. F.^s Young Man 
referred, to prints book of Opera, where Susamie, in Act I., 
commences “ Dove sono ? ” ^ At the ^ hearing or the case, 
however, before Mr. Funch, it was pointed out that these two 
words, though indeed used by Susanne in the first act, are also the 
first two words of the well-known sons given by the Countess in 
the second act, where the words axe, ^^Dove sono i hei momenti,” 
&c., for which Madame T’^ames, as Countess,^ declined to take 
an encore.' Mr. Punches Young Man, admitting “ trop de seie,” 
withdrew the statement and himself. Causa finita est. 

Wednesday. — Hamlet. The plot of the Divine William, the 
libretto by the Un-divine Williams, from the French of Carr4 and 
Barbieb, and the music by Ambroisb Thomas. Princess of ^albs 
and Princess Victoria present. Madame Calve, as Ophelia, ex- 
cellent, both vocahy and dramatically. The finest “ Sister Mary 
J ane^s top note ” is not in it with Calve’s. As to her acting, cela 
va sans dire, as naturally it would if it were simply un ballet 
faction. That she cannot quite look the ideal maiden is no 
more to be expected than that she can look Marguerite. But ’tis 
Caive’s own Ophelia^ and that is sufficient for any devout Opera- 
goer. It is gratifying to learn that no accident attended her 
wonderful mad scene, as in it she “ brought down the house.” 
At the ccmmencement of Act V., Hamlet enters, and has. a scene 
all to himself ; very nice and pleasant, and quite in accordance 
with the published libretto. But on his retiring, for which no 
provision is made in the book, there enters King Claudius 
flayed in his usual melodramatically-significant style by Jupiter- 
Planqon), and again the libretto is at famt, for not a word of what 
he says and siugs is there in the book, nor is there any mention 
of how Hamlet re-appears, saying, “ Now could I kill him pat ” 
(though he is not speaking to- an IrishmaT^, as he does in the 
genuine drama, doing exactly what Master William Shattspeare 
mtended him to do. Why this omission? 

No matter ; all went as right as possible, and in Act VI. the 
Court of King Claudius may be congratulated on having the 
best ballet, “ The ‘Feast of Spring,” that could he i^rovided for 
the festive occasion whidb is hrou^t to so sad a iiTiwb', and the 
O^ra to so triumphant a climax, by the death of Ophdia. 
Wny didn^t Shakspeabe think of this? Decidedly an improve- 


ment on the original. 


Friday Night. — ^Memorabl©. House suddenly closed 
ng, No supper 1” Fraulein Ternina and Madame ^ 
disposed. Great row in Ring where seats Book’d. 


closed. No 
lame Nobdioa 


EXPEBIENTIA DOBSET; 

Or, * * Parker's Piece" in the Haymarket, London. 

“Darn my old beans and ba-acon if 

thicky thar ply bean’t as pratty But' 

hero our own prime Dorset melts away. 
“ Parker’s Piece,” that is, the piece 
adapted from the French by Mr. Louis 
PAB.K"Ria, must be an attraction to all 
Cantabs retainipg fond memories of their 
University days. Of course, “thicky thar 
pratty ply” (we drop into it again) has 
no more to do with the University than 
with the Royal Academy. But “where 
do ’ee come from? What brings ’ee? 
What he ’ee ’ere vor?” There we are 
again in Dorset dialect, asking questions 
which, unless the public takes to the play, 
it will b© a trifle difficult to answer satis- 
factorily in the plainest English. “ Hassen 
nowt to zay?” (Bother the dialect!) 
Oh ! yes, Fagged Bohin has a lot to say, 
and precious little tO' do. Bagged Bohin 
is a Rambler — ^latest editioA — ^and rambles 
in his talk as wildly as he careers, with 
whoops and shouts, about “the King’s 
hi^way.” Muchly should we like to see 
“thicky thar actor-chap” (beg pardon! 
dropped into Dorset agjainl) as eithw 
Bip Van Winkle or Bamahy Budge, if 
ihe latter character could only be worked | 
into a really good drama. I 


In ihe true imTiegerial spirit of grand 
unselfish, artistic self-effacement, Mr. 
Beebbohm Tree, in giving us a romantic, 
undramatio drama, adapted from Jean 
Riohepin’s Le Cheimneau, translated into 
the sli^itly unintelligible Dialect of Dor- 
set, assumes the part of a very Wandering 
Minstrel who has snatches to sing, lots to 
say, and little to do. Parker verha. There 
is scarcely a lau^ in it, except when the 
raddled-faced stage peasants roar at their 
own wit (which, however, it must be ad- 
mitted is a touch of nature), and hardly a 
tear. The piece offers a great chance to 
Charles Warner, who has to appear, first 
as a vigorous, and then as a paralytic, 
prematurely decrepit farm labourer, whose 
“conduct in the chairs,” as they say at a 
public meeting, is the theme or universal 
admiration. His simulated feebleness when 
galvanised in momentary muscular ac- 
tion is terribly realistic. His mumbling 
death, still in the chair, is, so to speak, 
true to life ; neither pleasant, nor patheti- 
cally touching, hut unpleasantly powerful. 
The drama also fumimes Mr. Frankxtn 
MoLeat jrith a character somewhat on the 
lines of the old miser in Les Cloches de 
Comeville ; and it ako gives Mrs. Tree the 
pa^ of Alison, which, both as girl, and 
matron (“with a past”), she plays to per- 
fection. Miss Mtt,t.abp has to be pretty 


and sympathetic, in which she isthorou^ly 
successful. Mr. Lewis Waller represents 
S. sturdily honest }]^easant ; while Miss Hal- 
KETT, and Messrs. Stevens and Du Mau- 
BiEB appear as three more or less unintelli- 
gibly “happy peasants,” who had made 
themselves up after the fashion of the 
hi^y glazed and coloured- pictures of 
oountrymen in a Christmas Number. 

It ends abruptly and unsati^actorily, in 
a ragged fashion qiute in keeping with the 
title. The histrionic successes are those of 
Mrs. Tree, of Mr. MoLeay, and of 
Charles Warner ; m fact, were a second 
title required, it might be called Bagged 
Bohin ; or, Charlie^ s Chance. To quote | 
the words on 'the programme, placed 
as motto to Act TV., “Good-bwye — 
zo long 1” But “ How long? ” That is the 
question. Scenery simply charuiing, and 
acting go^&d, wherever there was anything 
to act. 

From a “ Spook.” — ^There is no one, pro- 
bably, who would be more anti-pathetic to 
the aims And objects of the Psychological 
Society than that stout Cromwellian, Mr, 
l^NSiT, whose battle cry is, “Take away 
that bauble!” But with his weather-eye 
well open for all the doings of the most 
ultra ultras, could he not be fairly described 
as practising “ Spy-rituahsm? ” 


TOL. OXXY. 




July 2 , 1898 .] 


PUNCH, OR THlfi LONDON CHARIVARI 


303 



Harmless Luruxtic (who is occasionally allowed owl with a pop-gwn), “Oh, I sat, do you 
KNOW HOW TO CATCH A EaBBIT ? ” 

Neroous Strcmger, “i^o, I don*t.” 

Harmless iMTuxtic , “Well, you just get behind the Hedge and make a noise like 
A Turnip ! ” 


DAUBY JONES EEJOICES OVER 
NEWCASTLE AND ANTICIPATES 
NEWMARKET. 

Honoured Sir, — There are Moments in 
Mortal Life when a Man feels proud of 
Himself. Such Lighthearted Lapses of Time 
are those when an Owner leads in the 
Winner of the Derby ; when a Playwri^t, 
be he Melodramatist, Tragedist, or Extra- 
vaganzist, plants his feet between the Cur- 
tain and the gentlemen of the orchestra; 
and above all, when a Prophet is of right 
in his own country. Such, my Patron, 
has been my Good Fortune at Gosforth 
Park. I not only plumped for King Grow, 
but selected the gallant JSerminius and 
the somewhat^ doubtful Villiers for those 
places which it also pleased the Eye of 
the Judge tO' select. I have often — alack 
and well-a-day ! — ^been confronted with 
the power of a Judge comfortably ermined 
on the Queen’s Bench, but I have never 
recognised that any one of these Poten- 
tates, superstructured with Horse-hair, has 
equalled the Genial Dictator who gives his 
fiat in matters of Horseflesh. 

Honestly, I do not like “Canny New- 
cassel.” Its reputation seems to be built 
on a Preposterous Bridge and a Reputation 
for coals. Most of the shopkeepers appear 
to wonder that they ever sold anything at 
all. So do I. As Captain E^eitbrion justly 
remarked when we were speeding to Gos- 
forth Park, “ These Northerners have only 
one idea — Tyne is money.” I fency, how- 
ever, that Kriterion was a little vexed 
because he had failed to induce any of 
the Sojourners at the Hotel where we 
stayed to back Carlton Grange for the 
“Derby,” as, strangely enough, they call 
the Handicap Plate in this Golconda of 
Black Diamonds. 

Count Grooanoee and Baron Brokstein, 
still intent upon acquiring horses for the 
Continental Cavalry in view of the threat- 
ened Invasion by the United States Army, 
were as delightful as ever, and, after the 
victory of King Crow, presented me with 
a Solid Silver Matchbox in the name of 
a Potentate whom I dare not name on this 
side of the German Ocean. Our friend, 
the Honourable Flielatt, was also present 
with his Fidus Achates, Sir Milky Way. 
I regret to- say that both these gentlemen 
lost money by backing the Jenny Sowlet 
colt, the property of Mr. Charles Perkins, 
who, although no relation of the famous 
damsel of Paddington Green, was known, 
I am given to- understand, as “Polly,” 
when he boarded at the house of the ever- 
to-be-esteemed the Rev, W. B. Marriott, 
at Eton College, Bucks. Mr. Perkins is 
like Lieutenant Cole, “a funny man,” 
and he is a coal man as well. Sometimes 
he pulls off a Big Prize unexpectedly, but, 
as often as not, he means to do the trick 
and doesn’t. One of these days Mr. Per- 
kins will win the Derby quite without warn- 
ing, and no one will be more surprised than 
himself or Mr. I’ Anson. These Northern 
Lights are, as Baron Brokstein observed, 
“ Cleverer than a Bnllman Car full of Ba- 
boons.” A stale simile, which I take 
leave to state does not apply to Mr. 
Perkins or Mr. I’Anson. 

BTit let us hie from the Castle to the 
Market, from the River to the Ditch, and 
let the Bard carol his best in the following 
Refrain of the Birdcage : — 

1 Well “ whiskeved ” the linger may stay 

"When the Cloudy Saint 'b ])antmg for breath ; 

But it won’t be the Other Sainfs day, 

Kor the Fme Motmt be in at the death. 


lonmatured and the Masculine Heir 
With We Mine won’t do much in the race ; 
But of Necklace and Let her yo ’ware, 

While the Fainter should hold pride of place ! 

Such, honoured Sir, are my Sentiments. 
Let me trust that they may be yours. 
Still awaiting the Metropolitan address of 
Sir Fraiser Punnbtt,^ who is, I am in- 
formed, continuii^ to improve his mind in 
the Centre of CiviBsiation, I am. 

Your fatigued Philanthropist, 

Dabby Jones. 

p.g, — ^Without wishing to disturb your 
Financial Economy, I may state confiden- 
tially that your Signature would be ac- 


ceptable, inasmuch as I have very foolishly 
mortgaged my salary for two years to 
Count GroganoeeI And this at a paltry 
game of cards. 

SoLViTUR Ambulando. — Many theo- 
logical and geographical students have 
puzzled themselves over the precise site of 
the Garden of Eden. The problem can 
now be solved by any one who, as an 
invited guest, can enter the grounds of the 
Bishop of Wakefield’s Palace, if he has 
one; and if Dr. Eden hasn’t, then he 
ought to have, simply for the purpose of 
removing a difficulty. 
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OUR CHILDREN. No. I. 

Gramdrnmma, “And how did it happen, Deo.!” 

Master Tom . “It didn't happen, Ma did it on puepore !” 


UNITED UNIONISTS. 

{A Ihut) 

S-L-SB-RT {aside ) : — 

I can’t get OH with Job I 
But then there ’s this about him. 
As ah the people know, 

I can’t get on without him, 

I coax the Bear — he ’s tart 
As oranges of Seville — 

When whoi but Job ^ould start 
On “ long spoons ” and the Devil ? 
And thus is the effect 
Of all my. fine concessions 
In one short moment wreckt 
By Joseph’s mad eaq^ressions. 


Ch-mb-rl-n {aside ) : — 

I can’t get on with S. I 
There is no “go” about him. 

But then, I must confess, 

I can’t get on without him. 

I rile the world in vain 
With blazing indiscretions ; 

He soothes them down a-gair 
With more of his conceseions. 

I try to make a splash, 

AlS Brummagem expected, 

But hitherto a hash 
Is aU that I’ve effected. 

Both together : — 

The Radicals may jaw 
About our “ tiffs ” and “ breaches,” 
We’ve nothing to withdraw 
From any of our speeches. 

We do not always trace 
Each other’s lucubration®, 


Nor copies keep, in case 
Of awkward explanations. 

But this we’d have you sco 
No longer be heni^ted I — 

Despite appearance, we 
Axe perfectly united. 

HINTS FOR HENLEY. 

Flannels in moderation are pardonable, 
but they are slightly out of place if you 
can’t row and it rains. 

^ The cuisine of a house-boat is not always 
limitless, so “chance” visitors are some- 
times more numerous than welcome. 

The humours of bumt-cork minstrelsy 
must be tolerated during an aquatic carni- 
val, but it is as well to give street singers 
as wide a berth as possible. 

In the selection of guests for, say, The 
Fearl of the North Fole^ or The Kushaby 
Baby, it is as well to learn that none of 
them are cuts with the others, and all are 
prepared to accept “roughing it” as the 
order of the day. 

Lanterns, music, and fireworks are ex- 
tremely pretty things, but ni^t air on the 
river is sometimes an introduction to scia- 
tica, rheumatism, and chills. 

In the selection of a costume, a lady 
should remember that it is good to be 
“ sn^t,” but better still to be well. 

Finally, it is desirable to bear in mind 
that, pleasant as riparian life may be, 
Henley is, after all, a regatta, and that 
consequently some sort of attention should 
be paid to ibao racing. 

The Heaviest Grain-lighter in the 
World. — ^The Wheat-Leiter. 


HERRICK’S SONG FOR SIR W. V. 
H-RC-T. 

(Addressed to ConstituerUia, who might refuse 
him everything,) 

Bid me to live and I will live. 

Thy Protestant to be 1 
Or bid me to explain away. 

And shall do so for thee 1 
My life 1 my love ! my love I my heart I 
The very vote of me 
Thou hast command, and any part 
I ’ll play for love of thee 1 1 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

ESxtbactbd prom the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, J une 20, — 
Sark, with all his faults, is not a Party 
man. He rather belongs to the class 
described by the late Lord Granville as 
“the Cross Bench mind.” Taking a 
friendly interest in both political parties, 
he is beaming with satisfaction to-night at 
the news that the Liberals have got over 
their difficulty and have secured a Leader. 
I was under the impression they had one 
in the Squire op Malwood. It seems 
that, contrary to their traditional habitude, 
the Liberals, broken up into varied sections, 
are common in the tendency to cavil at 
their leaders. Some want one man ; some 
another ; most secretly believe that, if 
persistently pressed, they could find a 
Heaven-bom leader not far from their own 
home. By imperceptible steps the real 
leader, the man who will unite under his 
flag all factions and segment® of fractions 
of the party, stands revealed. ^ His crown- 
ing claim to the enviable position is that 
the Squire op Malwood, not' apt at 
playing second fiddle, is ready to follow 
his lead, has, indeed, already conspicuously 
and effectively done so. 

The new Leader is the man whom Flint- 
shire delighteth to honour — Sam Smith I 

Has long been a member of the House, 
a not infrequent contributor to it® debates. 
Hitherto rather overlooked, not to say 
snubbed. But the Man was waiting only 
for the Hour. It came to him with the 
introduction of the Benefice® Bill. Then 
he suddenly appeared in his true colours. 
Unfurling the flag of the Protestant 
Church, relighting the torch smouldering 
since the spacious days of Queen Eliza- 
beth, he revealed himself in a new and 
startling light. To-day the House knows 



Sublapsarian or Supralapsarian ? 
Dr. W-U-ce. 
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that Sam Smith is a Man of War. (To- 
morrow he may, Saek says, b© taown as 
the Sam SMiTH-field Martyr.) ^ Instantly, 
instinctively, without cer^onial, he was 
axjcepted as Leader of the Party. As su^ 
he has directed operations to-mght, loyaUy 
supported by the late Leader of the Oppo- 
sition and the party g^orally. 

*‘Now,” says Sabk, “we shall see things 
hum. You wouldn’t think it to look at 
him, or when listening to his average 
speech. But there’s a good ded of 
Randolph Chubohill in Smith. ^ 

Business done.—Benefices Bill fou^t mdi 
by inch on report stage. 

I Tizesday.— Only yesterday recorded ar- 

rangement that seemed to promise peace 
and plenty to Liberal Party. As Sabk, 
dropping into poetry, remarked i — 

** Ban, ban, Calaban ; 

Grot a new Leader, feel a new man.’* 

Within less than twenty-four hours, have 
heard the new Leader called a Sublapsa- 
rian. Wallace guilty of this outrage. 
Following at some distance one of Sam 
Smith’s impassioned assaults upon sacer- 
dotalism, he, drawing on early resources 
of study, informed House' that the creed 
of the Church of Scotland is intentionally 
ambiguous on the controversy between 
supralapsarianism and sublapsanamsTn 
The consequence is that in that favoured 
country a man may, with perfect security 
to his person, his reputation, and his pro- 
perty, be either a supralapsarian or a 

suhlapsarian. 

do not know,” he said, turning to 
contemplate the martial figure of Sam 
Smith, “which of the two the h on. gentle- 
man is. I have looked at him carefully, 
and think he has the air <?i a suhlapsanan.’ 

House roared with laughter ; hut gjnyer 
spirits saw in this outbreak of indiscipline 
occasion for profound regret. It is pro- 
bable that Wallace meant nothing disre- 
^ctful or derogatory to the 
He was, perhaps, primarily allured by tbe 
temptation to overcome the^ difficulty of 
pronouncing words of this structure 
between eleven and twelve o’clock a 
sultry night. Also, the fact that the 
Squire of Malwood has loyally accepted 
the new Leader is of itself urovooation to 
Wallace to attack him. His Parliamen- 
tary career has from the first been markw 
by an unaccountable aptipathy to the 
Squire. However it be, the public affront 
and its lamentable oonsequ<;noes are mdis- 
putable. . , , , _ 

Dr. Tanner, a great stickler for order, 
had his doubts whether the use of the 
word suhlapsarian is Parliaiventary. If 
be had been quite sure be could have 
safelv steered through the sea of sihillant 
syllables, he would have asked the rulmg 
of the Speaker. After privately trying 
them over, he thou^t it prudent to 
abstain. 

Business done.— Banging through the 
Benefices Bill, . -r 

Thursday.— ‘“1 am not sure,” said Mr. 
Courtney, “ that in this matter the Hons© 
is not moved by a spirit of pedantry.”^ 

Somebody smiled; smile grew mto 
a titter ; titter swelled to burst or 
laughter running round the crowded 
benches. Courtney stood at gaze, like 
Joshua’s sun at Ajalon, only with a 
marked glance of pained enquiry. Hkd 
he, in spite of honest intention, made a 
joke? There was certainly nothing to 
laugh at in circumstances of the moment. 
Chaplin had moved to insert new clauses 
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THE PAELIAMENTABY MAETYES AT THE STAKE ; 

Or, ffhat they will come to I 
(Samuel) SMiTH-field. 189 — ? 

in a cluster of water hills. General objec- Far East. Legend of Talien- Wan proving 
tion taken to procedure. President of only too true, the Markiss, ^th muon 
Local Government Board made haste to sounding of trum^ts and r^atmg _ or 
withdraw lest a worse thing oefel him. drums, appropriates Wei-Hai-Wei. various 
Then Courtney interposed with observa- ways of pronouncmg the uncouth word, 
tion quoted, and with consequence Kjmberlby, as noted at the tune, puts it 
recorded interrogative form. , . « „ , 

The mystery of the spontaneous burst of “ Why-oh-^y did yon do 
lau^ter was one of the few things in the asked the Markiss across table of House 

wide world that passed Courtney’s com- of Lords. , 

^ehenion. The Sage, desiring to import- 

“This House, dear Toby,” he said, “is, ance of strok^ pronounces the name 
as Macaulay iscovered more than sixty Wee-ah-Wee. House ^ oddne^ of 

yLrs ago, the strangest place in ttie world, sotmd, but sees t^ suMle mte^, a^ » 
Man and boy, IVe knoW it for twenty cognises the point. “ Wee” sig^^ the 
two years; but it always has something infinitude of the httle; for whi ch ^ 
fresh about it. At the meaning of most forthoonung numbers of 
of its moods, one can guess. But why, effort of a memorable c^tury, the Oxford 
when I casually reproTe it on the charge Press New Engluh iJietwna^. 
of displaying a spirit of pedantry, it should Business done . — ^In Comnuttee of Supply. 


burst into ku^ter, is, I confess, more 
than I can fatiiom.” 

Business done . — Bcnoficos Bill passed 
report stage. 

Fnday.— S age of Queen Anne’s Gat® 
has hit upon pretty device for flouting the 


Title for Blackmailing Journalists. 
The Ring of the Nib-lings. 

Why did Sir Tatton marry ? F 


has hit upon pretty aevico lor • j "j 

Mabkiss’s coimter-stroke to Russia in the ' answer, refer to Cupid and Sykes, 
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AN APPRECIATION. 

Eodgt {irL rapt admiratim). By goom ! wouldn’t ’e steoipe oop oue ould Waggon 


A WAIL OF THE WEATHER. 

When you go for a trip. 

It commences to drip. 

Isn’t the weather atrocious ! 

At the sight of the rain 
It is hard to restrain 
A feeling of fury ferocious. 

When the day turns out wet, 

All feel so upset ^ 

Ah ! doesn’t it spoil your excursion ? 
And you gloomily tramp 
Up and down in the danm — 

In which there is not much diversion. 

Those in mackintosh clad 
Are, may be, not so sad, 


The elements they are defying ; 

But those who are drest 
In their holiday best, 

Find weather of this sort most trying. 

On the sea, if you go 
In a boat for a row, 

When below there is no place of shelter ; 
It is hard, I am told, 

An umbrella to hold 
In your teeth, when it comes on a pelter. 

Then it can’t be denied 
It were wise to abide 
At home by the fireside csosy, 

With your pipe and your books, 

You will find that life locks 
So much more like coiileur de roaiy. 


A SONG OE INACTION. 

{(After (me of^Dr, A, Conan Boyle's ** Songs 
, ' of Action.") 

; Thbeb was a sanguinary war out West — 
(Wake ’em up, shake ’em up, try ’em on 
' the transports) 

‘ There was a sanguinary war out West, 

I And the cocktaS-bars were doing their 
j best ; 

Ho, the jolly fighting braves 
Playing poker by the waves, 

All beside the Cuban Sea 1 

i The leaguer it lolled by Tampa Bay — 
;(Prog ’em up, jog ’em up, put ’em on the 
war-path) 

; The leaguer it lolled by Tampa Bay 
I Nipping by night and napping by day ; 
j Ho, the gunners so slack 
} They can barely lynch a black, 

1 All beside the Cuban Sea I 

i The regulars danced to the military 
5 band — i 

i (Screw her round, slue her round, every 
i stitch a-straining) 

? The regulars danced to the military band, 

, Steel on the heel and kid on the hand; 

5 Ho, the men of warlike arts 
^ Working havoc with the hearts, 

I All beside the Cuban Sea I 

i The Tailoring Boss sat tight at home — 
j(Rake ’em up, fake ’em up, worry on the 
^ war-paint) 

I The Tailoring Boss sat tight at Lome— 

, And Sampson he sat tight on the foam ; 

1 Ho, the gallant volunteers 

J With their tunics in arrears, 

; All beside the Cuban Sea I 

j General Miles he has come on tour — 
I(March ’em out, starch ’em out, put ’em 

I through their facings) 

; General Miles he has come on tour, 

> And General Miles he is slow and sure ; 
Ho, the marshal man of blood. 

See him chew the careful cud 
All beside the Cuban Sea I 

There are sad salt tears on the best girls’ 

^ cheeks — 

(Row ’em out, tow ’em out, stuff ’em in 

the steerage) 

There are sad salt tears on the best girls’ 
cheeks. 

For the heroes have sailed after eight 
short weeks; 

j Ho, the shouting throats are thick 
! For the warriors will be sick, 

Sick upon the Cuban Sea I 

They have gallantly weathered the glassy 
main — 

(Row ’em in, tow ’em in, beach ’em through 
the breakers) 

I They have gallantly weathered the glassy 
. main, 

And they ’re safe on terra cotta again ; 
And before the year is through 
‘ We may hear of something new 
Somewhere by the Cuban Sea I 


The Finest Fleet (Stebet) Association 
IN the World at Work this Week. — ^T he 
Press Gang at the Hotel Cecil, with watch- 
word “ Fress dat eb cito dat” 


The Journal which evidently keeps 
the Ejby op the River. — ^T he Loch to Loch 
Times, 






THE NEXT NAVAL MANCETJVEB. 

Jaoe Tab (fo Wehh Miner on “LOOK HERE, — AEE TOIJ GOING TO GIVE US THAT COAL, OE 

MUST I FETCH IT MYSELF P” 
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aged lover’s pleasure to cultivate!. Theui follows her decadence, 
and at me point when another false step downwards would 
make it still more difficult for her to retrace her steps upon the 
upwsffd path, she comes across Monsignor Mostyn (an admirably 
imagined portrait), who' leads her back to the straight and narrow 
way, and— leaves her there. This is the end, so far. but her 
career is to be “continued in” Mr. Mookb’b “next.” iJecidedly, 
though a remarkable boo^ it is not one that can be indiscri- 
niinately recommended. Having taken up his parable, he worha 
it out consistently and conscientiously, giving himself as much 
trouble over the smallest details as a pre-Itaphaelite was 
wont to bestow on the careful delineation of most minute ac- 
cessories. The book must increase Mr. Moore’s literary repu- 
tation as a novelist ; and it will cause the judicious admirers of 
his skill to hope that it is only one of the rungs of the ladder by 
which he will mount to higher things. “ We live in a damned 
wicked world,” says that “ worthy man,” Sir Feter Teade^ “ and 
the fewer we praise the better.” Head aright, the story pomts a 
very clear moral, eb Qa donne d penser> 

Of Mr. Punches Animod Land (BRiJOBURY, Agnew, & Co.), 
drawn and written by E. T. Ebbu, the popular “Prehistoric Peep 
Show ” man, it does not become the Baron to speak in too lauda- 
tory a strain, lest he be accused of deviating from his own 
rigid plan of strict impartiality; yet, admiring the excellent 
example set by a certain worthy every-aftemoonly oontempora]^, 
when unable to suppress its just admiration for the work of its 
own clever black-and-white man, the Baron may venture to say 
that never, in the whole course of his long arid insufficiently- 
chequered career, has he seen a collection of cleverer, funnier, 
and, in a general way, more intensely amusing caricatures 
of Contemporaneous Celebrities than is to be found in the handy- 
sized, well-got-up book whose attractive title heads this Baronial 
paragraph. Every Collector of Comical Animals throughout the 
world should provide himself with a sample of t!^ eccentric 
creation, the possession of which will thus enrich his Zeological 
Library. The Baron be B.-W. 




A NEW WAY WITH BANKERS. 

Wift, “ By the way, Clive, I had a Letter erom my Banker 

WHILE YOU WERE AWAY, He SAID I HAD OVERDRAWN MY AOOOXJNT, ” 

E % bsland . **Yes, dear; and what did yo¥ do?” 

Wife. TOLD HIM not TO BE SO RUDE AGAIN; AND 1 SENT 
HIM A Cheque for the amount 1 ” 

OUE BOOKING-OmCE. 

Dr. Conan Doyle has well named his verse, Songs of 
(Smith, Elder). It pulsates with life and movement, whether 
bhe scene be laid on sea or land, on ship or on horse-hack. To 
a pretty turn for lilting verse, the author of Fodney Stone adds 
bhe instincts of a tale-writer. Nearly all the pie<Jes j^^Ye a story 
to tell. They are, in fact, notes for novels. In \ The Storming 
Party,” for example, my Baronite discerns material for a ttoee- 
volume novel of the antique, now extinct, order, the last issue 
having been buried under London Bridge for the del^tarion of 
bhe New Zealander when he comes to view the ruins of St. 5 s- 
Of mere episodes, never has a hoirse-rac© been described mth 
greater vigour or with holder colours than in “The Famshire 
Cup.” , , ,, 

Evelyn Innes (Fisher Dnwin) ii^ in the Barons humble 
opinion, the best work that Mr. George Moore has as yet 
given us. Having set himself the task of descnbmg Me as it 
is in fact, not in fiction, he shirks no difficulty, but 
tells a plain tale so very plainly, that, but for hp style, 
his closely-observant analysis of character, and ms pecu- 
liar, if not quite original, method of associating nmsic 
with morality, — ^reminding the Baron of another novel where 
the “ die faro ” of Orpheus supplies the key-note of 
the old materials of the tale itself would scarcely be worth the 
stringing together. What is it hut a series of va^Ho^ on the 
old theme that served Dickens for the incident of I/iUle Em ly 
and St&'rforth. uhat was woven into the life of David Copper- 
field? It is the story of a girl, inhenting from her 
mother a marvellous voice, religiously^ brought up by her tathOT 
who is a weak-minded musical enthusiast, a kind of Tom Fi'Mfif 
so absorbed in hie art, and so occupied in professional duties 
of organist and teacher, as to have taken little more than a selhsh 
interest in his daughter’s education. The girl’s artistic tempera- 
ment,” of which a wealthy, cynical, middle-aged sensualist tak^ 
cruel advantage, is her ruin, morally, as it is her pr^ 

fessionallv. Her voice is her fortune, and this it is her miuuie- 


THB NhlW DIPSOMANIA. 

[Aoeordingto the Paris correspondent of the Daily Telegrap'hf^ a sojomm 0^ 
twenty minutes in a tub into wmeh a hundred litres of Malvoisie have been 
poured is a most invigorating process, and the operation oan^ be repeated a 
ttundred times over with the same bathfu). Moreover, the wine is not lost 
even then. It can be drunk. “ After the one hundred baths the Malvoisie 
is dislilled, and the result is a delicious brandy.”] 

1 . 

Old Simon the Soaker notr keeps a rare store 
Of Malmsey a-nd Malvoisie 
In tub-fuls of hundreds of litres or more, 

For a vinous old soul is he— 

A porous old so^ul is he ; , , - 

In these novel ablutions he never doth fail, 

He wallows and welters in wine by the pail, 

Yet he never whindh, he ’ll senilely say, 

While he dips in his sober six hogsheads a day j 
For hoi hoi hoi he’ll chuckle and crow, 

A hundred times o’er in this bath I ’ll go I 
While ho 1 ho 1 ho I his nose doth diow 
T^ere some of the Malmsey at length doth go I 

II. 

Dame Margery sits in her own still-rocm, 

And an elderly Hebe ’s she • 

From thence oft at curfew is wafted a fume 
Which is not unlike eau de ri-j— c, 

■VWch is very like c — au de vie! 

But there’s a small boiler behind the backstair, 

And the maids say they often smell alcohol there. 

While Margery hints she’s lately been told 
Ot a new-fangjed way to make youthful the old ; 

And hoi hoi hoi old Simon doth know 
Where the rest of 'his Malvoisie doth go! 

Yes, ho! ho I ho 1 the old soaker doth know 
[Where the rest of his Malvoisie doth go I 

Matrimonial Intelligence.— Real “IJnion of Hearts!’^ A 
marriage is arranged and will shoi^y take place between Miss 
South TEJastbrn Lynb and Mr. L. C^tham Rahway. 

After the ceremony the happy pair will travd to Canter- 

bury, Folkestone, and other delightful resorts,— for their mar- 
riaffe “lines” are indeed cast in pleasant places,---and will then 
proceed, vid Folkestone, to Boulogne, returning to London vid 
Dover vid Calais. Heartiest congratulations from all friends. 


310 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL [July 2, 1898. 



. r ^ 

‘‘LA MODE PARISIENNE,” 


** Dismissed my Coachman? Yes. He drove over two Peramrulators, three 
Bikes, and a Policeman.’* 

*‘Yod don’t sat so ! Where is he now?’^ ‘Gone to Paris to be a Cabman.” 


XHJ!: VERY NEWEST “ANTIGONE.” 

[“At the performanees of the Antigone of 
Sophocles at Sradfield CoUege, last week, the 
parts of Antigone and Ibmenet in defiance of olas- 
sical tradition, were played by ladies .” — Daily 
Pflper.] 

Creon (addressing the Chorus, who group 
themselves picturesquely about the orchestra ) . 
Oh, Bradfield students ! I have much to say 
to you, and little time to say it. One 
tMng, however, I must tell you. Our trien- 
nial play must be given on ancient lines. 
Tradition must be respected. Too often 
of late years has the Greek theatre been 
profaned by ladies, when all must know 
that in classical times no female foot ever 
trod the stage. This shall not happen with 
us. Woman is rash and reckless, par- 
ticularly the modem woman. She rumes 
in where the angels fear to tread. But ou 7 
Antigone shall be played by one of che 
Sixth Forml 

[Ke seats himself. The Chorus sing of 
the rash daring of the modern woman, 
of her cigarettes and her divided shirts, 
Jjo! she has even forced her way into 
the theatre, and trod the sacred stage 
of DioNTStrs — an unholy deed ! At the 
close of their song, enter First Messen- 
ger, wringing his hands. 


First Messenger. Oh, Creon 1 1 have come 
to you to announce a terrible thing. In 
spite of your recent proclamation two ladies 
have signified their intention of playing 
the parts of Antigone and Ismene! 

Creon (m fury). Now, by the Gods, 
bring them to me and we ’ll see 1 

[3e frowns terrifically. The Chorus sing 
of feminine obstinacy and its punish- 
ment. They give instances. At the end 
of the song they point menacingly to- 
wards Miss Antioonb and Miss 
Ismene, who have been brought in by 
an armed guard. 

Creon (severely). Have you not heard 
my proclamation that no lady shall tread 
our classic stage ? 

Miss A. (coolly). Don’t try to frighten 
me.’ I will play Antigone. I decline to 
be dictated to. I have just tried on the 
Peplus; and I look perfectly bewitching. 
I ^all play her fifty times better than any 
gawky, scrubby school-boy. 

ILights a cigarette. 

Creon (.alarmed). But tradition forbids 
that Antigone should be played by a lady. 
What wUl Sophocles say ? 

Miss A. I don’t care about tradition, 
or Sophocles either. I have done up my 
hair in the Greek mode, and it looks 
charming. 


' Miss I. And I look quite classical in my 
mourning robe, AH the other ladies wiU 
envy me. We are determined to act in 
the Greek play, so there ! “ Ce que la 

femme veut ” You know the rest, un- 

less it is quite “ Greek to you.” 

lExeunt triumphantly. 

Creon. Aiai. Ototoi. (A Greek method 
of expressing grief.) All my plans come 
to nothing. My commands are set at 
naught. What is the good of being King 
of Thebes if nobody does what you tell 
them? Oimoi, Oimoi, I am the most un- 
happy of men. What will Sophocles say ? 
Lead me out, my attendants. Take me 
away. In ancient days I could have walled 
up Miss Antigone in a living grave for 
this, but we live in strange times, and it is 
not safe to wall up a Pioneer. lExit. 

[The Chorus sings of feminine vanity and 
the sorrows that it brings, ending up 
with an invocation to Dionysus not to 
punish them for this outrage upon the 
traditions of his stage. 

A LIPIGRAM. 

Loiterer lingering 
Long near the ‘^cast,” 

Lost to a lonely life, 

Landed at last. 

Linked to a loveless lass. 

Loud the lament ; 

Longing for liberty, — 

Lips laxly lent. 

Lawyers and levity, 

(Laughter in Court ; ) 

Loss of lump £ s. d.. 

Liberty bought. 


After Covent Garden. 

Kigh-toned Critic. As I was saying, 
Wagner united dramatic and musical Art, 
and 

Low-toned Auditor (interrupting). Of 
course', they were married with the Ni- 
belunqren Ring? 

[Sigh-toned Critic scowls and dries up. 
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Affectionate Furniture, 149 
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Commercial University (A), 118 
Compensation, 69 
Compleat Duffer (The), 191 
Component Parts, 231 
Concerning the L. C. C., 187 
Consul’s Ride (The), 126 
Copy-stealing no Bobbery, 121 
Corner Cornered (The), 289 
Coronation Day, 291 
County Qualification (The), 282 
Cross Purposes, 277 
Crib for the Use of Schools (A), 49 
Cricket for Angels, 244 
Crusher (A), 82 
Cue for Kew (The), 221 
“ Cure for Indolence ” (A), 267 
Daily (News) Want (A), 16 
Damped Cricketer on Play in May (A), 273 
Darby Jones discourses on Ascot, 286 
Darby Jones looks back on Ascot and for- 
ward to the Northumberland Plate, 298 
Darby Jones on Equine Advts., 121 


Darby Jones on Spring Topics, 64 
Darby Jones on the Alexandra Park Spring 
Meeting, 167 

Darby Jones on the Chester Cup, 213 
Darby Jones on the City and Suburban, 
183 

Dai*by Jones on the Derby, 243 
Darby Jones on the Fallacy of being too 
clever, 76 

Darby Jones on the Grand Military, 106 
Darby Jones on the Grand National, 135 
Darby Jones on the Guineas, 204 
Darby Jones reflects on Epsom and Man- 
chester, 261 

Darby Jones rejoices over Newcastle, 808 

Day of Pleasure (A), 273 

De Bono Antique Julio Ceesare, 69 

Delinquent Dons, 51 

“ Deteriora Sequor,” 216 

Diary of a Nine-days* Wonder (The), 142 

Diplomatic Privilege, 63 

Doctored, 289 

Domestic Ballad (The), 234 

Dramatic Cue (A), 255' 

Dress at the Opera, 240 
“ Dum defluat Amnis,” 209 
Easter Eggs, 161 
Easter Holidays, 145 
Easter Tripping, 165 
Eastward Hoch ! 2*28 
Ecclesiastical, 262 
Eleven little Reasons why, 41 
Empty Muzzle (The), ] 79 
Engaging a Servant, 125 
Essence of Parliament, 70, 83, 95, 107, 119, 
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Few Years hence (A), 171 
Fighting Geflon (The), 66 
Fin de Si6cle Suitor (The), 276 
Fit for the Fleet, 47 

Flittmgs, 147, 169, 186, 202, 214, 238, 275, 
286 

Forecasts of Drama, 289 
From < >ur Special ©rmmissioner in Crira- 
Tartary, 192 

Frostless January (A), 64 
Future of Lowther Arcadia (The), 237 
Gallant Deed (A), 177 
Gazette (The), 240 
“Gentlemen v. Players," 293 
Girl’s Gossip, 193 
Going to the D(^s, 144 
Going with the Times, 48 
Great Loss (A), 197 
Hamlet at a Matin4e, 48 
Happy Holiday (A), 1 86 
Happy Return (A), 27 
Hearts and Holmes at the Globe, 48 
Hero of Matter of Fact (A), 144 
Herr Trojan, Prosit, 15 
Hints for Biking Beginners, 219 
Hints for Henley, 304 
Hobbes-ervations on the St. James's Co- 
medy, 279 
Hobsoniana, 288 

Hotel Sign suggested by a recent Contro- 
versy, 266 

House and the Chamber (The), 60 


How to keep a Diary, 3 
How to Live Long, 71 
Imperial Question (An), 210 
In Future, 205 

In Memonam— Gladstone, 246 
Interesting American Intelligence, 196 
Interview of the near Future (An), 201 
In the Old-fashioned Garden of May, 226 
In the Studio of the Impressionist, 82 
Is it good enough? 109 
Japan Dinner (The), 241 
Jeames on the “ Chronicle,” 113 
John Bull at Home, lul 
Joumalisiu up-to-date, 262 ^ 

Judgment of Paris (The), 258 

“ J’y suis, j’y reste,” 16 

Krcksographt, 77 

Kew-rious Calculation (A), 250 

King Alfred Millenarj' (The), 270 

King Cncket, 192 

Labontttr Anni ? S3 

Ladies at Lord s, 291 

“ Ladies of the Press ” at the Empire, 94 

Lady Saccharine (The), 221 

Landscape and Literature, 275 

Lasting “ Benefit ” (A), 133 

Last Three Weeks ! 93 

Latest thing in Crime (The), 101 

Lay of New London (A), 114 

L. C. C. Voter’s Vade Mecum (The), 23 

Lenten Entertainments, 99 

Letters to the Oelebrnted, 17, 40, 123 

“Lewis Carroll," 39 

Libel, 117 . 

Libert6, E^lit6, Fraternity, 97 
Lines by a Rejected and Dejected Cyclist, 
171 

Literary Touts, 186, 160, 186 
“Little Nell,' 59 
Lower Boys' Conference, 4 
Ludwig in London, 10, 16, 28, 45, 65, 78, 
90 

Lyceum Lyric, 240 
Madder Matinee Hats, 291 
Mahmoud explains why he lost the Battle 
of Atbara, 216 

Mars Melioris Belli Inventor, 265 
Memories of my Valentines, 71 
Mere Moonshine, 112 
Merry May, 195 

Modem School of Advertisement, 108 
Modern Woman’s Vade Mecum (The), 82 
Monte Carlo, 25 
“More Moonshine,” 49 
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“Much Ado" at the St. James's, 88 
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Musical and Historical, 49 
Music Cure (The), 277 
My Cigarette, 237 
New Dipsomania (The), 809 
New Gallery (The), 220 
New Ode to “ Duty” (A), 68 
Non-Contents Bills, 209 
Not quite the Journalist, 6 
Oarsman’s Diary (An), 99 
Of OoTsets— a Pact, 1 
Old Masters at the Grafton Gallery, 25 
Omission and Su^estion (An), 70 
Opera Season. Wagner’s Circus appears 
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O Tempera ! O Mores I 24 
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Our Boys, 118, 129 
Our Boys, What to do with them, 24 
Our Club, 180 
Our Fireworks, 198 
Our Girls, What to give them, 25 
, Our Hunt “ Point to Point,” 169 
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Our Post-Bag, 26 d 
O ur Second Unildhood, 162 
Our Steward, 184 
“ Outings,” 289 
Over the Ditches, 61 
Paris herself again 1 100 
“ Parsona Grata” (A), 64 
Patriot’s Vade Mecum (The), 191 
Patriot U. S. A. (The), 214 
Penmen in Penury, 34 
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Poet Past and Present (The), 12 
Polyglott Meredith (A), 111 
Pongo’s Protest, 189 
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Reason Why (The), 111 
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Serious Matter (A), 213 
Shade of Columbus speaks (The), 262 
Skakspeare in West Africa, 60 
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Simple Child of the Ghetto (A), 84 
Sims Reeves, 293 
Situations Vacant, 288 
Situations wanted, 249 
Situation (The), 286 
Skendalous ! 255 
Sloping from Silomio, 192 
Small and Select, 197 
Song of Inaction (A), 306 
Song of Spring-cleaning (A), 228 
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Songs for the Nation, 46, 60, 141, 169 
Sorrows of a Solver (The), 150 
“Spectral Train" (The), 162 
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Survival of the Cheapest (The), 180 
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Talien-Wan, 69 
Tall Scoring, 181 
Teetotal Campaigners, 94 
Terror by Night (The), 5 
Tertium Quid, 89 

Teat Examination-Paper for the English- 
Speaking Bace, 264 
Thanks to the Budget, 201 
Their End was Peace, 57 
Thirty Years hence, 87 
“Three Men in a Boat," 297 
To a Fair Linguist, 226 
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To a Sandwich-Man, 33 
Toby, M.P.’s Toilet Necessaries, 58 
To Intending Judges, 72 
To J ulia under Lock and Key, 234 
ToOldNilus, 131 
Toq.ue'8 Progress (The), 63 
To the Giantess at Olympia, 5 
True History of Othello and Desdemona 
(The), 238 
True Nobility, 258 
Turn at the Tournament (A), 245 
Tut,Tutt!282 
Two Ways of doing it, 33 
Typical Case (A), 109 
UiinEii proper Control, 46 
United Unionists, 804 
VAxmiTiNE’s Day-Then and Now, 72 
Very Newest “ Antigone " (The), 810 
Very New School (The), 84 
Viv& Voce Exam., 183 
Voice from the Press (A), 168 
WaiL of the Weather (A), 306 
Wanted, 226 

Warrior's Lament (The), 198 
War (The), 222 

Way with the Militia (The), 145 

What the Dickens ! 81 ' 

What the L. C. C. is expected to do, 118 

What to do with the C, P., 163 

What Tommy wants, 191 

Whither? 129 

Whitsun Holiday (A), 258 

Wj^ go to Klon ? 29 

“Why Vegetarian?" 274 

Will any one suggest a Bemedy? 282 

“Will they come?" 89 

Woman with a Dead Cert (The), 149 

Word to the Wise (A), 197 

Yaad Measure (A), 142 

York Dilemma (The), 15 

LABGE ENGBAVINGS. 

Another “Sick Man,” 7 

Bogr-Hound (The), 259 

“BuH-haiting," 127 

Duello (The), 199 

* ' Embarras de Bichesse I " 55 

“Financial Belatioiis,” 91 

Game of Speculation (A), 19 

“ Giving him a Lift,” 116 

“ God save the King ! ” 286 » 

“Hold on, John ! ” 161 

Honour k la Busse, 211 

Keeping him going, 48 

May 19, 1898 

New Canute (The), 295 ' 

New Cat (The), 67 
New “Stroke ” (Ihe), 139 
Next Naval Manoeuvre (The), 807 
On the “ Quay Vive,” 31 
Plain English, 103 
Prize Brand CLhe), 223 
Saved ! 79 
Sentinels, 175 
“Standing by," 168 
Three’s Company, Two’s None, 271 
Welcome Intruder (A), 283 
■ “Well, done, alll” 187 

SMATJ. ENGBAVINGS. 

Absent Guests and the Fog, 41 
Accordion-Boy’s one Tune (An), 65 
Actor’s Made-up Face (An), 282 
Admiral Punch and Sailor Prince, 217 
Alexander’s Gloves and Clean Hands, 165 
Alf and a Brother Statue, 173 
Amateur Jockey thrown, lfc6 
American Eagle backing British Lion, 74 
American in Cunard Es^ress, 159 
Ancient Skating-Bink (An), 136 
Angler Anticipating a good Kill, 217 


Apple in two Large Halves (An), 53 
'Arry and 'Arriett in the Mirror, 209 
’Airy and the Farmer’s Wheat, 3 
’Arry and the Publiohouses, 171 
’Arry riding over Greyhonnds, 85 
’Arry standing like a Fool, 165 
Asking Grandpa for a Shilling, 229 
Asking Huntsman to catch a Horse, 35 
At a Music-Hall Bar, 186 
At the Fancy Dress Ball, 23 
Aunt Agatha on the Mistletoe, 15 
Aunt Emily’s Yearly Photograph, 118 
Battered Female at Chemist’s, 281 
Beaten Bacehorse (A), 249 
Beresford rescuing Bichmond Hill, 262 
Beresford Stained-Glass Window, 49 
Bishop and Facetious Clergyraiin, 294 
Board-School and Boarding-School, 257 
Boot-Sole Gallery (The), 67 
Boy Candidate for Navy, 85 
Britannia’s Cheque for Navy, 122 
British Tourists in French Church, 198 
Brown and Jones at a Fancy Ball, 99 
Brown digging for Ferret, 95 
Brown, Jones, and the Enemy, 27 
Cabby’s Derby Horse (A), 244 
Cabby’s shocking had Horse, 129 
Cabman’s Time-Fare (A), 137 
Caddie and the Golf-Cluhs, 293 
Carrier’s Old Horse (The), 172 
Oat and Muzzled Dog, 21 
Chamberlain’s Bogey, 242 
Children dressing for a Party, 29 
Chinese Dragon and German Eagle, 278 
Chinese Dragon Locomotives, 184 
Clerieally-Conduoted Publichouse, 109 
Clown and L.C.C. Donkey, 110 
Coachman becomes Paris Cabman, 310 
Coachman s Whip (A), 297 
Cockney shooting a Fox, 24 
Convict in Comfortable Gaol, 158 
Costermongers’ Quarrel (A), 142 
Cricket Pneumatic Leg-Guard, 285 
Croesus and the Duke’s Huntsman, 76 
Crossing Plank over Brook, 299 
Ciying Child and Doll, 264 
Curate and the Old Boots, 203 
Cyclist and Amsterdam Tram, 219 
Day after Lady Brown’s Dance, 177 
Desponding Invalid and Doctor, 66 
Disappointed Artists at Academy, 280 
Doctor and First of April, 149 
Doctor and Love- Sick Patient, 189 
Doctor orders Lady not to Cycle, 45 
Dolly old enough for Vaccination, 114 
Dreil^us “Scapegoat" (The), 45 
Egyptian Punch (An), 193 
Electors dancing Sailor’s Hornpipe, 10 
Ella playing on the Black Notes, 101 
Embracing Wind (An), 289 
Errand Boys, 196 

Pair American and Dauber's Picture, 229 
Fair Yankee and the Camels, 264 
Fairy Crystal Palace Bill, 218 
Parmer’s way of Spelling “ Wire," 48 
Fanning Schools, 268 
Father Nile “dammed," 98 


Father Thames and the Bailway, 86 
Female Pauper and her Boy, 5 
Field-Marshal Punch’s Indian Forces, 62 
Fiend who shoots Sea-gulls, 88 
Fishmg Owner and his Keeper, 97 
F.-M. Punch and Lord Lansdowne, 230 
Foreground in Artist’s Picture, 298 
Gent at a Dog-Fancier’s, 132 
George and his Sweetheart’s Dowry, 126 
Gerald Balfour’s Palm Oil, 194 
German-Chmese Emperor (The), 14 
German Emperor and John Bull, 182 
Getting restive Horse into Shafte, 2^6 
Going to the House in Chinese State, 190 
Golfer and Irate Colonel, 191 
Golf in Normandy, z85 
Grandchild and Bulldog’s Tail, 77 
Grandpapa and Marjory’s Hair, 30 
Groom and a Crematorium, 241 
Groom on Sportsman’s Horse, 145 
Guest and a Poor Dinner, 245 
Hairdresser and Sleepy Pitman, 117 
Harmless Lunatic out Shooting, 308 
Hmpopotamus in Mourning, 213 
“Hook of Holland,’’ 300 
Horse-dealer and Customer in Trap, 273 
Horse-dealer’s Stuttering (A), 196 
How she got a Sable Collarette, 125 
How Tom Bouncer kissed Madge, 269 
Hunter’s Tail like a Shaving-brush, 133 
Hunting Lady loses Horse and Skirt, 37 
j Hunting Man and Flying Hat, 23 
Hunting Man and Wife at Fence, 71 
Hunting Man leading Horse Home, 112 
Hunting Man’s Accident (A), 124 
I Hunting Meet in a Downpour, 16 
Huntsman and Master in Bain, 49 
Hyde Park on “ Labour Day," 215 
Illusions at a Coimtry Pai:^221 
Illustrations to “ Vicar of Wakefield," 131 
Imperial “Crummies" (The), 2 
Injured Cyclist's “Scorching,” 144 
Irish Emigrant on Steam-ship, 183 
Irish Landlord and Tourist’s Boots, 102 
Irishman and the Horse-race, 286 
! “Is the Eoeky Path safe?" 67 
I Japanese Valentine (A), 69 
I Jockey who is always last, 181 
; John Bull and Jonathamfratemising, 184 
I Justice at the Closed Doors, 26 
Kmg Coal on the Sea, 208 
Kitchen Chimney on Fire (The), 186 
I Kitty and the Dentist's Gas, 291 
I Ladies and a Deaf Doctor, 63 
i Ladies’ Luxurious Waiting-rooms, 121 
Lady and ’Bus Conductor. 270 
Lady and her Consoling Iidend, 160 
I Jbady Cyclist and Hollander, 258 
r Lady Cyclist discussing a Vicar, 180 
i ’Lady describing Picture, 148 
I Iiady wanting a Wagner Cycle, 141 
Lady’s Wedding (A), 261 
Iiand Agent and Grumbling Farmer, 282 
Landlady and Warm Champagne, 138 
Little Boy’s Question about Bees, 243 
Little Girl and Bobby’s “Bananas,” 233 
Little Girl wants Mammy to Play, SO 
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Little Tommy’s “ Scholarship," 132 
Little Tompkins and the Macaroni, 69 
Lord Roberts as Cabman, 118 
Lowther Arcade Toy Meex-ing, 237 
LucuUus Golf Club (The), 2o 
MacFuddle’s House without Water, 111 
MacNab and Railway Agent, 75 
Major's Front and Side (The), 78 
Master Tom s Punishment, 304 
Mater and her Boy pounded, 9 
McWilhelm of McMaily Phisty, 177 
Meet of the Otter Hounds, 292 
Mild-Spoken Golfer (A), 106 
Millionaire in Artist’s Studio, 255 
Minister Rosebery's Return, 287 
Minister’s Wife and Dirty Boy, 279 
Miss Britannia waits for a Paitner, 254 
Mistaking a Hare for a Fox, 61 
Modern Shylock Money-Lender, 146 
Motto for Steamers, 237 
Mr. Green going to marry Ethel’s sister, 163 
Mr. Jenks does not FMrt, 86 
Mr. Punch and Foreign Clerks, 276 
Mr. Punch’s “Animal Land,” 22, 34, 46, 58, 
64, 83, 94, 107, 118, 154, 178, 202, 238, 250 
Mr. Punch the Showman, 302 
New African Railway Station, 37 
New Gallery Pictures, 220 
New Horse from London Streets, 40 
New Willow-Pattern Plate, 160 
Niger Boundary Act (The), 290 
Normandy Milkmaid, 159 
Old Farmer and Motor-Cars, 51 
Old Gent and Fishing Boy, 276 
Old Hunting Man at a Fence, 169 
Old Sow shamming sick, 182 
Old Villagers discussing Motor-Car, 165 
Papa and his Slouch Hat, 2c5 
Papa reading “ Last Days of Pompeii,” 42 
Persecuted M.P. (The), 38 
Perspiring Countryman in a Train, 267 
Photographer suggests “ Saucy " Pose, 174 
Phrenological Couples, 207 
Pickwick Cosmopolitan Portraits, 73 
Plant Hospital (A), 201 
Portraits by Wire, 261 
Pothunter shooting a Sitting Bird, 60 
President McKinley and Jingo Bird, 170 
Putting on an Overcoat, 11 
Racing Horse with Castor off, 98 
Rational Stained-Glass, 9 
Rector and Stone-breaker, 210 
Result of Action at Law, 284 
Returned from Klondyke, 192 
Return of Parliamentary Favourites, 70 
Reviving Croquet and Costume, 179 
Royal Academy Pictures, 206, 206 
Runaway Horse and Biding Skirt, 100 
Rustic admiring Artist s Work, 306 
Salisbury Lauuce and his Dog, 266 
School-Boy of the Near Future, 273 
Schoolmaster and Boys' Class, 239 
Scotchman and his Dram (A), 222 
Scotchman and the “ English” Flood, 21 
Shortsighted Fisher and Keeper, 801 
Shortsighted Hunting Man’s dilemma, 52 
Sir George and the Dragon of Usury, 180 
Sir W. Hp-rcourt Frenchified, 97 
Smith and his Gardener, 157 
Soosan Jane on Horseback, 263 
Specimen of Strong Language, 161 
Sportsman who has hit a Haystack, 82 
Stormy Petrel (The), 262 
Striker and his Leader, 60 
Suggestions for Ladies’ CoifiEiires, 218 
Tableaux Vivants at a House Party, 28 
Tailor and Customer’s Shoulders, 17 
Taking Dolls to Church, 277 
Taking his Mixture in Ale, 160 
Teaching Baby to Speak, 4 
Temperance Advocate’s Blue Ribbon, 135 
Temple Bar Griffin Illuminated, 93 
Tenor who does not sound H, 87 
Tommy s Funny Drawing, 288 
Tompkins wishes he was a Soldier, 119 
Traveller ordering another Fire, 226 
Trophy of Foxes’ Heads, 153 
Two Countrymen in a Cart, 1C6 
Two Ladies on Grey Hair, 18 
Uganda Belle and Porcupine, 106 
Vegetable Dress, 72 
Violinist and Wasp, 39 
Waiter and Host’s French Story, 147 
WaitePs Salmon Cutlet (A), 197 
Waiter’s definition of a Pine-apple, 47 
Wanting to Marry an Actress, 6 
Wanting to see Irving as “Sherlock 
Holmes," 162 

Wearing a Russian Blouse, 81 
Westminster Clock-Works, 274 
Wet Hunting Man’s Mackintosh, 89 
Whip-Thong under Horse’s Tail, 12 
Why Mr. Softly Stutters, 106 
Wife s Overdrawn Banking Account, 309 
Yankee and Spanish Fowls, 214 
Yeomanry Private’s Dropped Sword, 281 
Yeomanry Sword Exercise, 253 
Young Lady’s Wealth of Hair (A), 64 
Young Sw^ fond of Music, 83 





BRIDBURT, AGNXWi ft CO.| Ll>.| FBINXXBS, LONDON AND TONBBIDOX. 








